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To my good friend, 
Rift Fournier 
1936-2013 


Until we meet again ... 


Introduction 


From the Page to the Stage 


In 1983, shortly after my arrival in Hollywood, one of my earliest writing 
assignments was on a TV movie for Edgar J. Scherick, whose first question to me 
was, “Why do you want to write scripts when so few of them get made?” 


It was an odd question coming from such an iconic and prolific producer. I guess I’d 
expected some sort of advice from this elder statesman which could be used to 
navigate my way through the industry in years to come. Instead, during our meeting, 
Edgar wanted to know why on earth I would embark upon such an unsatisfying 
career path. “Really,” he said, “You should think twice about Hollywood and go 
back to New York and write novels.” 


Notwithstanding, Edgar Scherick handed me my first movie-of-the-week gig, and 
two more after that. It took many years for me to understand what he was getting at, 
and by the time I’d figured it out, Edgar had left the building, so to speak. 


According to the Writer’s Guild of America, more than 16,000 screenplays were 
registered with the union last year, and almost all of them from non-members with a 
Big Dream. Rarely does one get sold much less produced. In 2018, the major studios 
and production companies optioned or commissioned 474 scripts and produced just 
59 of them (and none from the 16,000.) Negative pick-ups accounted for another 92 
motion pictures, meaning they were already made and simply required domestic 
and/or foreign distribution. According to Kurt Vonnegut, Jr., a writer has a better 
chance of picking all six numbers in the multi-state lottery than seeing their work 
turned into a movie. As a professional television and screenwriter for the last 35 
years, I’ve been fortunate enough to make a living in the Hollywood writing game, 
but as Edgar stated from the get-go, many of the scripts I’ve been hired to write were 
never made. 


Being paid for my work is better than those 16,000 aspiring screenwriters each year 
who are not paid, at least one would think. But at the end of the proverbial day, what 
can be done with an unproduced screenplay? They pile up on shelves or make their 
way into a box in the garage. Speaking only of my collection, each feature script 
represents a year of my life and sometimes more. Had these stories been written as 
novels, at least they’d be available to the public. They’d also present better on my 
bookshelf. 


2 | STEVEN KUNES 


There’s an old saying in the movie business: “If it’s not on the page, it’s not on the 
stage.” Well, in the case of these six scripts, they’re not on the stage in the 
conventional sense, but I’ve always believed that a book is no less of a stage than one 
in a theater. So in the spirit (literally) of Edgar J. Scherick, I have taken my six most 
high-profile screenplays and compiled this collection of broken Hollywood dreams. 


“Rum Runners” (1988) is an original screenplay about Prohibition-era Michigan. The 
characters and plot are largely made up, yet based on some real people and events. 
The Michigan-Canadian border setting is still one that has not been used in a motion 
picture. Amblin Entertainment hired me to write this script and Steven Spielberg was 
attached to direct. I made the mistake of telling everybody that Spielberg was going 
to direct a movie I’d written, and when it didn’t get produced it took me years to live 
this down among family and friends. 


“Dinner at the Homesick Restaurant” (1991) is an adaptation of a fine Anne Tyler 
novel that was published in 1980. Following the success of another of her novels, 
“The Accidental Tourist,” I was hired to adapt this story of a woman whose husband 
left her abruptly. Set in Baltimore, the script follows this sad and rigid woman 
through the last 50 years of her life and drives home the devastation of a broken 
family. We see the arc of each child’s life, and then guess who returns at the end of 
the movie? 


“First Comes Love” (1992) is an original romantic comedy that set a record at the 
time of its sale for the highest price ever paid for a spec screenplay: $1.2 million. Its 
sale made the front page of Daily Variety and brought many fake friends into my life. 
The story centers on a single woman whose biological clock is ticking, but who can’t 
find a decent man to marry her. What does she do? Why, she goes to a sperm bank, 
of course. When her baby boy is kidnapped, she sets out to find him and encounters 
the biological father who turns out to be...I’m not telling you. You’ll have to read it! 


“Acquitted” (1996) is an original screenplay that was begun during the O.J. Simpson 
trial and completed following his stunning acquittal. I set out to write a story about a 
murder case in which the evidence was so overwhelming that an acquittal would 
prove impossible -- and then make it happen. Focusing on an over-the-hill 
investigator, I designed a plot whereby the famed defense attorney who wins the case 
is actually the murderer who commits the crime so he could keep is fading reputation 
intact. In 2004, eight years after it was written, “Acquitted” won the William E. 
Kelley Award for being one of the top ten unproduced screenplays in Hollywood. 


“Clock Without Hands” (2000) is based on Carson McCullers’ final novel, and she 
was dying of cancer during most of its writing. It received generally decent reviews 
and sales were good due to her reputation, but her best friend Tennessee Williams 
urged her to withhold publication until certain changes were made. He outlined his 
suggestions in a letter that Ms. McCullers’ agent, Robert Lantz, never delivered. He 
feared the disapproval from her old friend would only hasten her death. I was granted 
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the stage and motion picture rights to “Clock” by Mr. Lantz and adapted the novel 
for the screen — faithfully -- per the agent’s instructions. It’s a good script, but...after 
its completion I happened upon Tennessee Williams’ letter with his suggested 
changes, in the library at the University of Texas at Austin. Those specific notes were 
incorporated into a stage version of this work which has been published in a 
collection of my plays, “Four on the Floor.” Still, both versions are exceptional and 
McCullers’ story is as true today, if not truer, than in 1961 when the novel was 
published. 


“Where Is Joe Merchant?” (2006) is the last screenplay in this collection. If you like 
Jimmy Buffett, which most of the people on the planet do, then you’ll find yourself 
sucked into this screen adaptation of his Caribbean adventure. Buffett published this 
novel in 1992 and it became an instant #1 New York Times bestseller. Imagine what 
it must be like to kick around inside Jimmy Buffett’s head and “Joe Merchant” would 
be your answer. This script was almost produced several times, but the studios would 
ultimately become skittish, thinking it was too silly and cartoonish. Looking back 
over my 35-year Hollywood writing career, I can say without hesitation that if I had 
to choose my favorite unproduced script, “Where Is Joe Merchant?” would be the 
winner. Quite simply, it brings to life a world in which I want to live...forever. 


Through most of my career, I’ve been fortunate to have a person who I called my 
Number One Reader -- a dear friend and consummate professional to speak with at 
least once each day about my works-in-progress, and to review my finished product 
before its submission to the powers that be. His name is, or was, Rift Fournier. He 
was not only a writer, but a writer that writers looked up to -- a writer’s writer -- and 
in my humble view, he was also psychic. Rift passed away in 2013 at age 77, and 
sixty of those years he spent in a wheelchair, having been stricken with polio as a 
teenager. And yet, Rift was the youngest writer on Kojak and the oldest writer on 
NYPD Blue. Whatever you do, please do not feel sorry for Rift; he drove a red Saab 
convertible around L.A. for decades, and every so often he’d be asked to partake in a 
paternity test. I once told him, “For a guy in a wheelchair, you get laid more than 
anybody I know.” 


We knew each other so well that I still ask his advice to this day, and I listen to what 
I know will be his answer. “Buddy boy,” which is what he’d call me and probably 
everyone else he’d ever met, “...don’t think so much, just write it and see what you 
get and then try to understand it, because ‘it’ just happens to be you.” So I knew what 
he’d say but needed to hear it and still do. And once in a while Rift would call and 
leave the same voicemail (which I still have on my phone): “Keep Dancin’” -- and 
then he’d hang up. 


I could tell you a lot about my Emmy Award-winning friend who spent most of his 
life in Hollywood, some years in Spain and Germany, and who ended up giving a 
commencement address in 2007 at Lindenwood University in St. Louis that was so 
compelling, they asked him to stay. Thus, my friend’s final years were spent in the 
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Midwest, teaching wide-eyed college students, and even when he became ill with 
cancer, Rift made a soothing and inspiring farewell video for them (that can still be 
found on You Tube) and went out with style class. 


I’ll leave it at that for now since I’ve just decided (while writing this introduction) to 
write a book about my friendship with Rift Fournier, to whom I dedicate this...my 
life’s work. 


Steven Kunes 
Bucks County, Pennsylvania 
October 6, 2018 


PICK SIX 


Rum Runners 


FADE IN: 
EXT. CANADIAN COASTLINE - DAWN 


The sun quietly inches up from behind the riverfront's massive Taylor Hawkins 
Distillery. The enormous "Home of Canadian Red" sign mockingly faces the 
Prohibition-bound Detroit shoreline only a few hundred yards away. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - DAWN 


The hypnotic cadence of lapping waves mixed with morning seagulls leads us away 
from the Canadian shore and toward the sleepy skyline of Detroit. 


TITLE OVER - DETROIT 1932 


We continue along the river past several docks, and further, until Detroit is almost 
out of view. There is an abundance of tiny canals which lead to the river -- yet all on 
the fringe of the big city. We stop at one of them. 


EXT. ALTER ROAD CANALS - DAWN 


Continuing our journey we travel down this rather nondescript canal, past several 
boathouses. Wooden boats rock gently in their moorings. All quiet on the western 
front. 


FURTHER DOWN THE CANAL -- 


away from the dozing metropolis, past riverfront communities decreasing in size and 
influence. 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR - DAWN 


Weeping willow trees further seclude the tiny canal community of Snug Harbor, 
lined with boathouse garages and back porch bungalows. Away from the other group 
of boathouses is a dark, somewhat run-down little bungalow. Tied to its small dock is 
a modest cruiser named "Wildcard." Moving ever closer to this vessel, we are -- 


JERKED 
abruptly down beside the boat to the floating bloated body of Jack Trumble. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
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EXT. SNUG HARBOR - WILDCARD STERN - NIGHT 

The body has disappeared. Crickets whisper murderous gossip. 
ANGLE ON BUNGALOW ADJACENT TO WILDCARD - NIGHT 
A darkened silhouette of a man hunches over near a side window. 
CLOSE ON MAN'S FOOT 

as a pair of hands remove a shoe, lifting it up to a window pane, and -- 
SMACK 

breaking it, the hands unlatch the window and slowly raise it. 

INT. TRUMBLE BUNGALOW - NIGHT 

The intruder crawls through the window and cuts his left hand on the broken glass. 


INTRUDER 
(mutters) 
Damn it. 


He grabs a towel and matter-of-factly wraps his hand. 

CLOSE ON OIL LAMP 

as a match touches the wick, illuminating the room and the intruder's silhouette. 
VARIOUS ANGLES 

this place has obviously been ransacked, items strewn everywhere. A war zone. 
CLOSE ON INTRUDER'S HAND 

as he rights a few of the overturned items slowly, as if searching for a clue. 
ANGLE ON FRONT DOOR 


as it is kicked in suddenly. A police officer points a shotgun directly at the intruder's 
head. 


OFFICER 
Don’t move or you’re a dead man. 
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REVERSE ANGLE - OFFICER'S POV 


We now get a closer look at our intruder -- Nick Trumble. At 28, he could model for 
L.L. Bean. Obviously ivy league. But right now he's got other things to contend with. 


OFFICER (Contd.) 
And I mean it. 


NICK 
(hands in air) 
Hey. I live here. 


OFFICER 
Shut up. 


Nick complies. The officer sees the broken window, looks around. Soon, another 
officer, Bob Lipman, enters. He’s got his .38 drawn. 


LIPMAN 
(to officer) 
You okay? 


The officer continues to aim at Nick's temple. 


OFFICER 
He's alone. 
NICK 
I'm not a burglar. I live here. I mean, my dad does. 
(beat) 


I've been away. 


The first officer is about to speak, but Lipman gestures 'no.' Then -- 


LIPMAN 
You must be Nick Trumble. 
NICK 
That's right. 
LIPMAN 


I'm Lt. Lipman. 

(to officer) 
Go to the car, get some gauze and tape from the first-aid kit 
for Jack's kid here. 
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The officer complies. 


NICK 
I've been on the road three days. The door was locked and I 
didn't know when my dad would be home. 


This registers with Lipman. He takes a set of keys from his pocket, tosses them to 
Nick, who looks confused. 


LIPMAN 
Nick, I don't know how to say this, but your father...your father's 
not coming home. 


NICK 
(smiles) 
Been drinking again. 


LIPMAN 
Your dad died two weeks ago. 


NICK 
(sobers) 
No way. 


LIPMAN 
They found him in the canal. Coroner says his heart gave out. If you 
ask me, a guy like Jack was in too good a health for that. 


Nick is silent. 


LIPMAN (Contd.) 
(uncomfortable) 
Some folks tried to get in touch with you...in Boston. Said you were on the 
road. 


The first officer returns with the bandages, hands them to a stunned Nick, who 
doesn't respond. 


LIPMAN (Contd.) 
I'm sorry, Nick. If there's anything I can do... 
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NICK 
(half sarcastic) 
Yeah. Sure. Thanks, guys. 
(then) 
What the hell happened here? 


LIPMAN 
Somebody was lookin' for something. 
(then) 
We've been keepin' an eye on the place ever since. 


On the way out, Lipman gestures toward a light switch. 


LIPMAN (Contd.) 
This turns on the light. Your dad put in electric while you were away. 


Nick is silent. After the officers leave, Nick removes a letter from his pocket and 
glances at it. 


CLOSE ON ENVELOPE 

addressed to N. Trumble at an address in Boston. 

BACK TO NICK 

who stuffs it into his pocket. He then sits alone in the glow of the oil lamp, looking 
around the bungalow, finally focusing on a ship in a bottle which rests on a nearby 
shelf. 

MATCH DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. TRUMBLE BUNGALOW - DOCK - NIGHT 


On the same wooden boat -- only life-size. A weary Nick stands on the dock beside 
his house, staring at the Wildcard, the inspiration of the model inside. He climbs 
aboard. 


INT. WILDCARD — NIGHT 


Nick bumps his head against a bell. He looks over the boat, at some maps on the 
floor, assorted fishing gear and a photo of his father with his arm around his best 
friend and business partner Hammer Weightman. The galley looks as if it's waiting 
for its owner to return -- a coffee pot and some cups sit neatly in place. 
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INT. WILDCARD CABIN - NIGHT 


Nick moves toward the bunk in the cabin, sees his dad's shoes on top, places them on 
the floor. He's about to do the same with a sweater, but first he brings it to his nose 
and smells it, before folding it neatly and placing it down beside the shoes. He lays 
on the bunk and after a moment slowly closes his eyes. 

EXT. TRUMBLE BUNGALOW - DOCK- MORNING 

The Wildcard rocks gently in the morning tide. 

INT. WILDCARD - MORNING 

Nick is still asleep in the cabin. 


CLOSER ON NICK 


Slowly he begins to stir. It takes a moment to realize where he is, then having done 
that, he plops his head back down on the pillow. 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR - VARIOUS — DAY 


Nick drives his father's Packard through the quaint town where he grew up. He 
passes People's Bank, Ben Frank's Five & Dime, Elliot's Bakery, Ray's Prime Meats 
and Keck's Filling Station. 

EXT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY — DAY 


Nick pulls up to this shut-down brewery which is enclosed by a chain-link fence. On 
closer inspection we can see a worn sign outside which reads: "Trumble-Weightman 
Brewery." 

CLOSE ON SIGN 

shows us the name "Trumble" has been scrawled over heavily with graffiti. 

EXT. NEWSSTAND - DAY 

Nick picks up a local paper, throws it on the front seat of his car, gets in. 


INT. PACKARD — DAY 


As Nick continues his drive he glances at the paper beside him: "Mayor to Host Party 
for Harry Atwater." 
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ON NICK 


who cannot believe his eyes. He pulls to the side of the road and reads more, 
becoming infuriated. 


EXT. BARBERSHOP — DAY 
Through the window we see Nick getting his hair cut. 
EXT. ST. LUKE'S CEMETERY — DAY 


In the distance, Nick can be seen sitting in the car. A caretaker directs him toward the 
back of the cemetery. He winds his way down the street and stops near a bronze 
statue. 


CLOSE ON NICK 


as he gets out of the car, with a handful of flowers, and walks toward a fresh grave 
marker that reads "Jack Trumble, born December 18, 1874, died May 29, 1932." 
Next to this is a tombstone that reads: "Margaret Trumble, born February 19, 1876, 
died July 3, 1914." After a moment of reflection, Nick touches his mother's 
tombstone, then gently places the flowers on the ground between his parents! graves. 


LONG SHOT 
Nick is stooped over the graves, all alone in the cemetery. 
EXT. GROSSE POINT ESTATE — DUSK 


Even from the river it's apparent that this is no ordinary estate. Rather, it's stately. 
One would have to be crazy to bet this place has any less than fifty rooms. In the rear 
of the house, the canvas back of an Atwater Grocery truck flies open, revealing 
dozens of cases of liquor. Four Atwater tough guys snap their shot guns to attention 
as their eyes survey the blackened grounds for intruders. Meanwhile, a fire brigade 
quickly unloads the booze into the kitchen to the beat of muffled music coming from 
the ongoing party. The driver hands the maitre d' a special carton with cards attached 
to bottles that read: "Police Chief Schaffer," "Councilman Hanlon," "Senator Lycett." 


REVERSE ANGLE 


reveals that not far down the river, the Wildcard quietly runs aground. 
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CLOSER - ON NICK 


wearing a tuxedo and sporting a new haircut, he carefully makes his way from the 
boat and toward the estate. 


INT. GROSSE POINT ESTATE - BALLROOM — NIGHT 


As lavish inside as out. Dozens of townspeople, political types, and businessmen 
mingle while a jazz band plays "songs of yesterday" -- circa 1905. Some folks 
reminisce fondly, while the younger crowd request something more modern. 


CLOSE ON NICK 
He easily slips into the dancing and mingling crowd. 
WIDER - ON NICK 


as he moves to the far end of the room and sees a sign on one of the tables: 
"Reserved for Mr. Harry Atwater." Without hesitation, Nick sits down. 


ANGLE ON ESTATE FOYER — LATER 


as Harry Atwater, the largest "importer" of liquor on the river, with clients both 
questionable and above reproach, removes his gray coat and hat. Jake Rye, Harry's 
right-hand man, closes the door behind him. 


ANGLE ON NICK 


Kicking back, waiting non-chalantly for the man everyone fears. A waiter nervously 
pours him some champagne. Nick takes a sip. 


ANGLE ON PARTY'S HOST 


Mayor Patrick Dahlka does his best to stifle both his contempt and fear for the guest 
of honor. He rushes to the foyer and nervously takes his hat and coat. 


DAHLKA 
Mr. Atwater, sir, so glad you could make it. 
(shakes his hand) 
You know, thanks a lot, you really saved the party. We were just about 
dry when your truck showed up. I think you'll have a great time. 
(pointing) 
The Congressman's here...and Senator Lycett... 
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Stone-faced, Atwater surveys the party and never even looks in Dahlka's direction. 
ATWATER 
Mayor, the next time you throw a party in my honor, try and get 
your own hooch. 
He heads off into the room, leaving the town's mayor flustered. 


ANGLE ON GUESTS 


It's obvious that a large portion of the crowd is frightened and suspicious of Atwater 
and his goon. 


ON THE BAND 
Diligently playing "Strike Up The Band.” 
ON NICK 


who has finished his champagne and is in the process of pouring himself another 
glass. A waiter shows Atwater to his table. All are surprised to find Nick seated 


there. 
NICK 
(lifts glass) 
Cheers. 
WAITER 
(to Nick) 
I beg your pardon, sir... 
ATWATER 
Hey, kid...can't you read? 
NICK 


No. But I can spell. A.S.S.H.O.L.E. 
Atwater's face registers recognition. He'll handle this. 
ATWATER 
(to others) 


It's okay. 


The waiter leaves. Atwater gestures for Jake to give them some privacy. 
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NICK 
What took you so long, Harry? Late to your own party. 


ATWATER 
I hope you're just passing through, young man. 


NICK 
That depends. 


Nick takes another sip of champagne. Then -- 


NICK (Contd.) 
My dad passed away. Maybe you heard. 


ATWATER 
I did. I'm sorry. 


NICK 
(sarcastic) 
I'm sure you are. 
(beat) 
The paper said he drowned. Which is odd, considering he 
taught swimming every summer. 


ATWATER 
Your father had a bad heart. 


NICK 
Not as bad as yours. 


Other guests are beginning to stare. 


ATWATER 
I don't think this is the time...or the place. 


NICK 
(louder) 
It took my old man fifteen years to build up his brewery. And 
you cheated him out of it. The whole town counted on him. 
(beat) 
And now he's dead. 
(beat) 
And I want it back. 
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Atwater remains cool. 


ATWATER 
I don't make it a practice to cheat anybody. 


NICK 
I'm sorry. You're right. Steal was the word I was looking for. 
(then) 
You killed him, didn't you, Harry? 


The entire room is silent. Atwater is more than a bit nervous. 


ATWATER 
(can't quite recover) 
That's not my style, kid. 


NICK 
Didn't know you had any. 
(takes a calculated breath) 
Look, I know the real story about you, my dad and the brewery! 


Atwater reaches out and stops Nick before he can leave. 


ATWATER 
(tries to lighten this up) 
Mr. Trumble, I find this gossip all very amusing, but 
you might be interested to know that we are living in a 
state of prohibition. A brewery is useless. 


NICK 
Then there shouldn't be a problem signing it over to me. 


ATWATER 
I'm afraid it's not that simple. 


NICK 
(getting up) 
It will be. 


And on that note, Nick exits, leaving a disturbed Harry Atwater, and two hundred 
curious onlookers. 
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EXT. GROSSE POINT ESTATE - RIVER'S EDGE — NIGHT 


Nick walks alone on a small dock, past a marine blue-colored cruiser hanging in a 
covered boat sling, to the end of the dock, where he turns and looks at the estate in 
the distance. 


THE ESTATE 


The noises of the party have been replaced by the sounds of crickets and waves 
lapping against the shoreline. 


ON NICK 


mesmerized by the distant purr of speedboats with their bows in the air and curling 
arches of water at their sterns. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - WILDCARD — DAWN 


Nick glides the Wildcard along the smooth-as-glass morning river until a black boat 
begins to follow and pick up speed. Nick takes the challenge and hits the throttle full- 
tilt. Trumble feels that he is about to leave his pursuers eating his spray...when a shot 
rings out. 


INT. COAST GUARD BOAT - COCKPIT — DAWN 


COAST GUARD OFFICER 


(yelling) 
Shut your motor down! 


BACK TO NICK 


who turns and squints to make out the coast guard patrolmen at the helm of the 
pursuing speedboat. He switches off the ignition. 


INT. COAST GUARD BOAT - COCKPIT - DAWN 


The coast guard officer stands at the wheel of his craft as his assistant patrolman 
readies himself to board the surrendering boat. 


COAST GUARD OFFICER 
(to his partner) 
Who the hell does he think he is? 
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PATROLMAN 
First runner I've seen in a tuxedo. 


COAST GUARD OFFICER 
Damn rich kids. Must be from that party. 


The patrol boat nestles beside the Wildcard. 


COAST GUARD OFFICER (Contd.) 
Get your hands up. You're under arrest! 


The patrolman jumps aboard and begins to stomp on the floorboards, search 
compartments, and even lean over the stern to see what, if anything, is attached. 


NICK 
Under arrest? What did I do? 


The patrolman comes up empty-handed. 


PATROLMAN 
Nothin' here. 


COAST GUARD OFFICER 
You junior snobs are all alike. Don't you know it's dangerous out 
here? Get the hell outta here and don't let me catch you racing again! 


The patrolman re-boards the Coast Guard boat and as it takes off into the morning 
mist, Nick sits back in his driver's seat in disbelief. He reaches for the ignition key, 
turns it, and it only clicks. 


NICK 
Shit. 


In frustration he opens the engine compartment but hasn't a clue as to the problem. A 
decrepit wooden oar ends up his only solution. He begrudgingly begins to paddle for 
shore. 

DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER —- DAWN 


Further down the river, the purr of an auxiliary motor is heard against the distant 
riverfront landscape. The twinkle of signals dot the coastline. The moonlight still 
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glistens on the mahogany hull of the Geronimo and illuminates the lone profile of 
Scotch Munro. At 48, feet firmly planted apart, his stance is one of independence. 
Like an Indian scout, his scanning eyes survey the distant shore. His instincts are 
highly attuned to his surroundings as he is poised at the helm of his liquor-laden 
Chris Craft. 


EXT. PEACH ISLE - DAWN 


The overgrown island, laced with natural canals, cattails, and tall reeds creates a 
perfect hiding place as Scotch winds through this watery maze. 


CLOSE ON SCOTCH 


He pauses to sniff the suspicious early morning air, his brow drawn tight. The sound 
of a distant snap turns his head. A moment later he cracks a little smile in anticipation 
of what is to follow. Two large spotlights suddenly blind his vision. 


COAST GUARD OFFICER 
All right, pull that boat over. Easy! 


Scotch slowly eases the Geronimo toward the vessel while trying to block out the 
glare of the spotlights. 


SCOTCH'S POV 


The misty back-lit silhouette of a burly Coast Guard officer wearing a cowboy hat 
and holding a rifle stands in the cockpit of the confiscated rum boat "Mosquito." 


EXT. GERONIMO - DAWN 

Scotch laughs under his breath as he steps on a lever that ignites, with a roar, the 
massive marine engine on board. 

EXT. PEACH ISLE - DAWN 


The boat lunges forward and kicks up a huge roostertail that sprays the Coast Guard 
officer as it passes. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - DAWN 
The chase is on. It is obvious that Scotch is having a ball playing his cat and mouse 


game with the Coast Guard boat. He heads for the Alter Road canals, which are lined 
with boats and boathouses. 
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EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL —- DAWN 

Scotch's wake leaves the moored boats rocking. 

EXT. COAST GUARD BOAT - COCKPIT - DAWN 

The officer hands his rifle to one of his men who takes aim. 
EXT. GERONIMO - DAWN 


A shot is heard. Scotch winces and grabs his left arm -- nicked by the bullet. He 
cannot believe he's been shot. 


EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL —- DAWN 

Houses along the route light up and the curious peer outside. 

EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - ON THE WATER - DAWN 

Nick has taken a break from rowing and is positioned just right to view the chase. 
EXT. GERONIMO - DAWN 


In pain, Scotch stands straight up in his craft and, with his fist, hits a dunk tank target 
paddle rigged under a canal bridge. 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE — DAWN 


This lever activates a Rube Goldberg series of contraptions that culminates in the 
opening of his boathouse door. 


INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE — DAWN 


Scotch makes his final maneuver, swings inside, and plows the Geronimo's bow into 
a three-mattress catcher's mitt as the door behind him slams shut. 


EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - WILDCARD — DAWN 
Nick watches in both amazement and awe. 
EXT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE — DAWN 


Scotch's contraption also triggers another set of gears and devices that... 
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ANGLE FROM UNDERWATER IN CANAL 
..yanks a tire, floating in front of his boathouse... 
ANGLE ON CANAL 

...down the canal, creating a small wake behind it. 
EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL —- DAWN 


Nick watches as the Coast Guard boat comes around the bend and follows this “fake 
wake” away from the Geronimo's hiding place. He can barely make out the silhouette 
of a man wearing a cowboy hat on board. He continues to paddle down the alley-like 
waterways lined with boathouse garages and back-porch bungalows. 


ANGLE ON SNUG HARBOR MARINA - SCOTCH'S BOATHOUSE - DAWN 


Nick pauses a moment, then paddles toward the small boatyard, next to which is a 
string of rental boats, a boat hoist, and what appears to be a repair shop. Bingo. Nick 
rams the wounded Wildcard into the dock. He gets one foot out of the boat when he 
hears a low growl. Tagger, the marina's stubby bulldog sentry peeks his ornery 
squashed little face from behind a bucket and a pile of coiled line. 


NICK 
(to Tagger) 
Excuse me. Sorry to disturb you this morning. 


Once ashore Nick begins to gingerly tip-toe backwards toward the marina's shop 
while Tagger inches toward him. 


NICK (Contd.) 
As you can see, I seem to have had some trouble with my 
boat and was wondering if you might be able to help me. 


Tagger stops. Nick takes a few more steps and breathes a sigh of relief. Tagger then 
cocks his head and shouts a quick throaty gruff and continues to force Nick 
backwards. 


NICK (Contd.) 
Now let's be reasonable. I'll gladly pay you for your services if 
you could just... 


PICK SIx | 23 


EXT. SCOTCH'S APARTMENT STAIRCASE — DAWN 


Scotch scratches at the bandage on his wounded left arm as he starts down the stairs 
from his apartment, shaking his head at the sight of the young "swell" in tie and tails. 


SCOTCH 
Tagger, you didn't tell me we had a guest. 


Nick does a double-take and is a bit tongue-tied. 


NICK 
I hate to bother you...but my boat won't start. 


Scotch looks at the Wildcard, to Nick, then to Tagger. 


SCOTCH 
Okay, Tagger, let's get our tools. 


The trio walks over to Scotch's boathouse. 
INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - MORNING 


Scotch enters and gingerly pulls the light switch cord that dangles in front of his 
nose. He is reminded of the painful wound in his left arm. A pool of light circles the 
floating centerpiece of the room, the Geronimo -- on closer inspection, quite simply 
the sleekest mahogany speedboat Nick has ever seen. Scotch ambles around to the far 
side of the slip to grab his canvas tool bag. 


ANGLE ON NICK 


Nick notices a rather unusual item parked to one side of the boathouse -- a biplane, 
complete with removable wings which are folded down both sides. The aircraft is 
partially covered with a tarpaulin. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - NICK'S POV 


Pausing in the light, frozen in amazement at the sight of Scotch's spit and polish 
runabout. Tagger stands watch close by. Nick slowly peers into the rear cockpit and 
catches a glimpse of several burlap cases of whiskey and the bloodied sleeve of 
Munro's driving jacket. Scotch, with tool bag in hand, saunters over to Nick and 
matches his awestruck pose. Realizing he's been discovered, Nick waits for a 
reaction. Scotch is anything but concerned about Nick's discovery in the cockpit of 
his Chris Craft. 
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SCOTCH 
(turning to his dog) 
Tagger, now how did those get there? 


With that Scotch heads for the door. Nick trails just far enough behind to notice 
Scotch rubbing his wounded left arm. 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - MORNING 
Scotch and Tagger head straight for the Wildcard as Nick plods a few steps behind. 


NICK 
Thought it might be the starter. 


Scotch boards the boat, flips open the hatch to the engine compartment and almost 
immediately finds the problem. The fuel line was severed by... 


CLOSE ON ENGINE FUEL LINE 

..a shiny 38 caliber bullet. 

BACK TO SCOTCH 

who smiles to himself as he twirls the shell between his fingers. 

ANGLE ON NICK AND TAGGER 

Nick, also on board, is preoccupied by Tagger tugging at his tuxedo pant leg. 
ON SCOTCH 


shaking his head, he begins to repair the severed fuel line by shortening it a bit, then 
reconnecting it. He raises his head and gestures to Nick to turn the starter key. 


SCOTCH 
Okay, pal, crank it. 


Nick works to evade Tagger. He then grabs the starter key and sure enough, it starts 
on the first try. 


NICK 
You know, I really could have out run 'em. 
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SCOTCH 
That so? 


As he climbs off the boat he tosses the bullet to Nick. 
SCOTCH (Contd.) 
(referring to bullet) 
You out run this, too? 


Nick looks at the bullet, then points to Scotch's wounded arm. 


NICK 
How about you? 


Touche. Tagger cocks his head and shouts another of his menacing barks at Nick -- 
who doesn't want any trouble. 


NICK (Contd.) 
Thanks a lot. What do I owe ya? 


Scotch waves the kid off. 
SCOTCH 


Come on, Tagger. 


Tagger hops off the boat. Nick's about to go, then -- 


NICK 
(calling back) 
I'm Nick Trumble. 
SCOTCH 
(softening) 


Nice to meet you, Nick Trumble. 
Nick smiles. This man's not as bad as he seems. He guns the boat and speeds off. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. WEIGHTMAN'S HARDWARE - STREET — AFTERNOON 


A bundled up Nick walks through the afternoon rain. He spots Weightman's 
Hardware in the distance, pauses, then heads in that direction. 
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INT. WEIGHTMAN'S HARDWARE — AFTERNOON 


Elsie Weightman stares out the window, watching the rain pound the street. She's a 
rather attractive tomboy type in her mid-twenties. She eyes the clock on the wall and 
puts together another roll of pennies. The bell at the top of the swinging door rings as 
Two Bit, the wise and lovable black piano player, is accompanied into the sparsely 
stocked hardware store by Pudge, a bright-eyed, scratchy-nosed Cocker Spaniel. As 
usual, Two Bit sports dark glasses. He is practically dragged up to Elsie, who is still 
counting to herself. 


ELSIE 
Hi, Two Bit. 


TWO BIT 
Afternoon, Miss Elsie. 


Suddenly the door swings open and Nick saunters in. His attention is momentarily 
caught with the view of Scotch's marina across the canal. Elsie and Two Bit do not 
know this stranger. Their suspicion starts them on one of their well-rehearsed 
routines. 


ELSIE 
(to Two Bit) 
Can I help you? 


TWO BIT 
Dear, I'm here about your varnish special. 


ELSIE 
Oh, yes. You called earlier, didn't you? 


She swings up a section of the countertop, pushes past him and heads directly for the 
second isle. As she does this we can see she is really quite beautiful underneath her 
tomboy exterior. 


ELSIE (Contd.) 
(all business) 
Yes, there's some right over here. 


TWO BIT 
I have some things that could use a good shellacking. 


ELSIE 
Gonna need some brushes, too? 
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She crouches in front of the supply cabinet. 


TWO BIT 
No, no. I'll just pour it. 


Elsie rummages through the cabinet and comes up empty-handed. She glances up at 
Nick, who now looks at some pictures on the wall. 


ON NICK 


Not only does he recognize her voice, but he's enjoying their familiar routine. 


ELSIE (O.S.) 
(to Two Bit) 
That's funny, I thought that I had a couple. 
(beat) 


But you know, there may be some in back. 
BACK TO SCENE 
Two Bit smiles, knows this is his cue. 


TWO BIT 
No, dear, don't trouble yourself. Let me check. 


Elsie stops by the cash register and depresses the special sale button, tripping a 
switch which opens the door to the speakeasy hidden in the back. 


ELSIE 
(practically whispering) 
Now was that a pint or a quart? 
ON NICK 
who smiles knowingly. 
TWO BIT 
disappears into the back room. 


ELSIE 


balls up a towel as she turns her attention to -- 
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THE FLOOR 
around Nick's feet. 


ELSIE 
Hey, Bub, you gonna stand there and drip all day? 


ON NICK 


Nick turns around just in time to catch the towel right smack in his face. Elsie 
snickers, somewhat pleased with her aim. Nick peels away the towel. 


ELSIE 
(surprised) 

Oh my God. Nick Trumble? 

NICK 
Hello Elsie. 

NICK/ELSIE 

How are you...? 

ELSIE 
Fine. 

NICK 
You...look great. 

ELSIE 


(embarrassed) 
Come on. I'm a mess. 


Nick wipes the rain off his coat and shakes his hair. Then he takes in the hardware 
store decor. 


CLOSE ON PHOTOGRAPH 


One of the many photographs near the register is a prom picture of Nick and Elsie -- 
but before Nick sees it, Elsie blocks it with a bag of nails. 


ELSIE (Contd.) 
I'm real sorry about your dad. 
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NICK 
(uncomfortable) 
Yep. 


ELSIE 
The whole thing was just awful. 


Nick wants to change the subject. He wanders around. 


NICK 
You're not...engaged...or anything...? 


ELSIE 


(wary) 
No...I'm not. And I ain't lookin’ to be. 


NICK 
I see. 


Nick approaches Elsie, then turns his attention to the cash register. 


NICK (Contd.) 
Same attitude. Same routine. 
(then) 
Same cash register. 


And on that note Nick depresses the cash register button he seems to know so well. 
The speakeasy door opens. 


ELSIE 
Nick, my dad's back there. 


NICK 
It's only a matter of time before we run into each other. Might 
as well be now. 


Nick smiles, enters the speakeasy. After the door closes, Elsie leans on the counter. 
At first she looks worried, but after a brief moment she shakes her head and smiles. 


INT. WEIGHTMAN'S SPEAKEASY - AFTERNOON 


The skylights create huge smoky shafts of light. The place is a visual melting pot of 
dusty hardware goods, fishing gear, and barnstorming memorabilia. Two Bit sits at 
the makeshift bar loaded with leaning, inebriated locals and out-of-town salesmen. 
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Two of the well-worn fishing locals, Big Roy and Pinky Neil, are engrossed in a 
drink and another tall tale. 


TWO BIT 
(finishing drink) 
What say I get a refill on the varnish? 


PINKY 
Poor fellow. You painting a bannister or something? 


TWO BIT 
(grins) 
Yeah. Or something. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - ON NICK 


as he enters the bar, he gets a good look at the patrons. And they get a good look at 
him. 


VARIOUS REACTIONS 
A few salesmen comment to one another on his eastern look. 


Two police officers -- including Bob Lipman -- give him the once over, then continue 
their drinking. 


Big Roy and Pinky Neil are non-committal. 

Scotch Munro nods in his direction. 

THE BARTENDER 

Hammer Weightman, the man honored to be the father of Elsie as well as the owner 
of this fine drinking establishment, is a different story altogether. He's not happy at 
all. 


NICK 


sits at the bar, says nothing, while Hammer continues the discussion he was having 
with Scotch. 


HAMMER 
Robin Hood carried bows and arrows, Scotch. These Coast 
Guard clowns carry guns now. 
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ANGLE ON TWO BIT 


who, as a matter of routine, raps his quarter on the bar top and waits for Hammer to 
finish. 


BACK TO HAMMER 


A man who never let the rapping of a quarter stop him from giving a little friendly 
advice. He does, however, draw a beer and sets the glass directly on top of Two Bit's 
quarter. 


HAMMER 
(continuing) 
Luck only goes so far. 


TWO BIT 
lifts his glass to toast. 


TWO BIT 
Here's to Robin Hood and his Merry Men. 


Various people toast along with him. A couple of salesmen seem puzzled by this. 
BACK TO TWO BIT 


After slugging down the brew, he pockets the quarter and saunters toward the 
decrepit upright piano. A customer gets up and quickly moves to help him. Two Bit 
shoots him a look. 
TWO BIT 
Every time a man wears sunglasses and has a dog people 
think he can't see. 


The man embarrassingly backs off. The crowd roars. Two Bit then pretends to flip 
out the tails of his imaginary tuxedo and proceeds to play some pretty respectable 
Ragtime. 

ON NICK 

who takes all this in while glancing at the local paper. 


A SALESMAN 


tugs at Hammer as he heads back to his conversation. 
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SALESMAN 
Hey, what's with the quarter? 


HAMMER 
That quarter of his was used to buy the last legal drink before Prohibition. 


The salesman turns to see just what a legend looks like as Hammer continues back to 
the end of the bar, with shot glass in hand. The glass is raised and downed by the 
wounded Scotch Munro. 


SCOTCH 
Hammer, you should have seen the look on his face when I hit the throttle. 


HAMMER 
(incredulous) 
The look on his face? 
(beat) 
Did you a lotta good. 
(then) 
Scotch, no one's gettin' any younger. It might be time to hang it up. 


SCOTCH 
(laughs) 
Someone's gonna have to fish me off the bottom of the river. 


ON NICK 


watching their exchange. 
HAMMER (O.S.) 
Okay, you stubborn bastard, don't give it up. But maybe 
you shouldn't be runnin’ solo out there. 


ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


SCOTCH 
If you're so worried, why don't you keep me company? 


HAMMER 
Fat chance. 
(then) 
Can you imagine Elsie lettin' me get in a boat with you? 
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ON NICK 

who smiles at the thought, in obvious agreement. 
ON HAMMER 

as he grabs Scotch's empty shot glass. 


SCOTCH 
You've got a point there. 
(offers) 
The Coast Guard I can handle. But I'm afraid Elsie's a bit tough for me. 


HAMMER 
Got it from her mom. God rest her soul. 


Hammer finally makes it to the other end of the bar. 


HAMMER (Contd.) 
Somethin' I can get you? 


NICK 
Afternoon, Mr. Weightman. 


HAMMER 
Nick. 


An awkward moment passes. Then -- 


HAMMER (Contd.) 
Sorry about your dad. 
(then) 
Guess you want a beer. 


NICK 
Sure. A beer would be fine. 


Hammer fills a mug, slides it to Nick, then moves back to the other end of the bar. A 
man seated near Nick, Mike Dougherty, sidles closer. 


DOUGHERTY 
(a bit loud) 
You ain't Nick Trumble...? 
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NICK 
(uncomfortable) 
That's me. 


He takes a sip of beer. Others in the bar look up. 


DOUGHERTY 
I worked your old man's brewery for eight years. You know? 


Nick continues his drink. Dougherty downs his in one gulp. 


DOUGHERTY (Contd.) 
(to Nick) 
You buyin’? 
Nick does not like this man. 
NICK 
I don't think so. 
DOUGHERTY 


You're a Trumble. It's the least you can do. 
Nick doesn't want trouble. He moves to an empty table. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Scotch is talking to Hammer. A few locals listen. 


SCOTCH 
That Coast Guard cowboy Locke is making the rounds. Heard 
Detroit was on his list. 


LOCAL #1 
Good. Maybe he can get Atwater off our backs. 


HAMMER 
(reflects) 


Probably just make things worse. 


That thought doesn't appeal to him at all. He looks over toward Nick. 
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HAMMER (Contd.) 
(worried) 
The Trumble kid's back. Hope he's not here for revenge. 


SCOTCH 
Give him a break. His old man just died, and he came in for a drink. 


Hammer is not happy with Scotch's attitude. 


HAMMER 
I don't want him here. 
SCOTCH'S POV - ON NICK 
sipping a beer, reading the paper. 
BACK TO SCENE 
LOCAL #2 


(to Scotch) 
When did the Coast Guard start carryin' rifles? 


SCOTCH 
I tell you it's that Locke. Those are his boys out there. 
(resigned) 
The game's changin’. 


ANGLE ON NICK 


now surrounded by Dougherty and a few of his buddies. They pull up chairs and sit 
at his table. 
DOUGHERTY 


(calls to Hammer) 
Three Canadian Reds. On Trumble here. 


Nick is fuming but tries to remain calm. 


NICK 
You guy's got a problem? 


DOUGHERTY 
Us? Why should we have a problem? 


The others laugh. Hammer arrives with the booze. 
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HAMMER 
That's two bucks. 


He waits for Nick, as do the others at the table. 


NICK 
Don't look at me. 


Hammer has half-expected this. 


HAMMER 
Look, you boys settle it among yourselves. 


He walks back to the bar. Nick goes to take a sip from his beer. Dougherty's hand 
comes into frame and grab's Nick's arm. 


DOUGHERTY 
The man said it'd be two dollars. 


NICK 
Get a job, pal. 


Dougherty and his buddies are taken aback. 
DOUGHERTY 

A job. Well, that's a good one. Only place in town to work was 
shut down. Seems one of the owners sold out to a mob guy — put 
us all out of business. 

REVERSE - ON SCOTCH 

watching, more than a little concerned. 

BACK TO SCENE 

This is not Nick's favorite place. 

ELSIE 


has since entered the speakeasy and stands to one corner, witnessing all. 


NICK 
Hey, look, my dad didn't sell anyone out...and I can prove it. 
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DOUGHERTY 
(incredulous) 
As I recall, it was the Trumble-Weightman Brewery. Only Weightman 
got rooked. Now you come to his bar and want a drink. 


NICK 
I can see there's no talking to you. 


DOUGHERTY 
(to pals) 
So now I'm dumb. 
NICK 
(gives up) 
Fine. 
DOUGHERTY 


I think an apology is in order. 


Nick is silent. Dougherty leans over, grabs him by collar. 


DOUGHERTY (Contd.) 
You deaf? 


NICK 
Please remove your hands. I'll only ask once. 


DOUGHERTY 
You college punks are so polite. 
(then) 
I don't think so, Mr. Trumble. 


VARIOUS SHOTS 


around the bar, intercut with the following, show reactions to this unpleasant 
situation. 


ON DOUGHERTY 


as Nick's fist smashes into his nose, shattering it. Dougherty reels back, then attempts 
a few swings of his own. 
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NICK 
(hits in rhythm to speech) 
I'm sorry...I'll...never do it...again... 
Dougherty is now laying on the floor. One of his buddies grabs hold of Nick from 
behind while the other punches him in the stomach. Nick responds with a kick to his 


groin. 


NICK 
And...that goes...for you...too... 


ON TWO BIT 

playing an old fight song as the boys crash and bang all around him. 

THE TWO COPS 

smile and watch the activity, sipping their drinks. Nothing like a little excitement. 

ON DOUGHERTY 

now up from the floor and madder than ever. 

NICK 

is doing pretty well for himself. 

SCOTCH 

holds a furious Hammer back. 

NICK 

manages to put away what he believes is the last of his aggressors when Dougherty 
steps in and lands a series of punches, catching Trumble off guard and sending him 
straight to the floor with the others. Dougherty, too, collapses. 


HAMMER 
That's it. Enough is enough. The kid's nothing but trouble. 


ON SCOTCH 


who shows us a glimpse of admiration for Nick. 
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ON ELSIE 


maintaining a tough facade, but still we can see she would like to help Nick. Hammer 
waves her away. 


HAMMER 
(to Elsie) 
Go back out front. 
(then) 
Please. 


Elsie reluctantly complies. 

BACK TO SCENE 

As Hammer "escorts" a beaten, bloodied Nick through the back door. 
EXT. WEIGHTMAN'S HARDWARE - REAR ALLEY - AFTERNOON 


Still drizzling, a beaten-up Nick sits on the alley pavement, leaning against the brick 
wall. He's seen better days. Elsie "casually" approaches. 


NICK 
I had all the lectures I could take in college. 


ELSIE 
I'm not here to lecture you. 

NICK 
Good. 

ELSIE 


(tough) 
Come to think of it, I don't know why I'm here. 


NICK 
(rubs his head) 
To tell me I should've left the bar, that I should've known 
there would be trouble. 


ELSIE 
Something like that. 
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NICK 
I moved to Boston five years ago to get away from all this...bullshit. 
Guess I was kidding myself to think it would just go away. 


ELSIE 
Some people forget faster than others. Some people don't. 


Elsie pulls a handkerchief from her pocket, wipes away some blood from Nick's lip. 


NICK 
There really is proof my dad was not a crook, Elsie. He sent 
me a letter before he died, telling me where it is. 
(she dabs some more) 


Ouch. 
(then) 

All I gotta do is get to it. 
(beat) 


It's at Atwater's. 
Elsie gives him a hard stare. 


ELSIE 
My God, Nick. You've been beaten half to death. And already you're 
looking to mess with Capone's biggest supplier. He'll finish the job. 


NICK 
God, I've missed your compassion. 
(then) 
I have to do this for my dad. 


He takes his dad’s letter from his pocket, hands it to Elsie, who reads it while Nick 
tubs his head. After a moment it is clear that she believes him, although she tries to 
remain all business. 


ELSIE 
I shouldn't be here. My father would kill me. 
(resigned) 
You'll need help. 
NICK 


I know. I was thinking -- 
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ELSIE 
(cuts him off) 
For Chrissake, stop thinkin’. Thinkin's what put your butt out here. 
(then) 


You want to get to Atwater. I can tell you how to get to Atwater. 
This gets Nick's attention. 


NICK 
I missed you. 


ELSIE 
(cool) 
Great. 


She's missed him, too. 

EXT. DETROIT RIVER - VARIOUS - EVENING 

An assortment of shots. The sun, near setting in the west, gives a glaring halo to the 
various fisherman and pleasure boaters. The rain has subsided for the time being. 
Two fisherman, Big Roy and Pinky, trawl between the U.S. and Canadian coastlines. 
Some repairmen put the finishing touches on the Mosquito, now used as a Coast 
Guard vessel, before securing it for the night. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA — DUSK 


The last bucketful of water splashes clean the deck of one of Scotch's rental boats. 
Scotch stands up in the little boat. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Big Roy and Pinky tie up their boat. They see Scotch. 


BIG ROY 
Hey Scotch, workin' late? 


Scotch offers his usual grin. When is he not "working late?" 
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EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - THROUGH BINOCULARS — DUSK 


The marina goes in and out of focus. We focus in on fishermen talking, two lovers on 
the dock, etc. 


REVERSE ANGLE 


offers us a familiar silhouette of what appears to be a Coast Guard officer wearing a 
cowboy hat. He is holding binoculars. 


EXT. WEIGHTMAN'S HARDWARE — DUSK 


Elsie, with napkin list in hand, briskly walks outside and to the water's edge. Scotch 
is there. 


ELSIE 
Scotch, I just spoke with Sam. They got some shindig goin' 


and wanted to know if we could fill this. 


SCOTCH 
Now? 


He rolls his eyes and pulls the starter cord on the little outboard he has been cleaning. 
EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - THROUGH BINOCULARS — DUSK 

Now fine-tuned on a very attractive Elsie. 

EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - DUSK 

Scotch glides toward the boathouse, list in hand. 

EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - THROUGH BINOCULARS — DUSK 

Scotch is again seen piloting the skiff. He ties it to the front of his boathouse and gets 
out. Looking up and down the canal, he makes sure that no one is watching, then 
fumbles with the lock until the door opens. 

INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE — DUSK 

Scotch twists a knob which starts a hydraulic hoist motor whining. From the rafters 
lowers a cleverly concealed palette or burlap cases. He checks his list and removes 


specific bottles. The palette is then returned to its secret loft. Scotch grabs what he 
can and starts outside. 
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EXT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE — DUSK 


As Scotch walks through the doorway, he is struck by an eerie type of quiet with only 
the sounds of a strange wind and crickets. Directly behind the rental boat sits 
Scotch's worst fear -- a cowboy-hatted Coast Guard officer, at the wheel of a 
non-descript boat, is pointing a rifle at him. 


ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


The cases of liquor fall to the ground and shatter. His face becomes flush. Caught 
with his hand in the cookie jar. For a man who doesn't fluster easily or ever -- he's 
making up for it now. 


THE COAST GUARD OFFICER 


puts down his rifle and slowly removes his hat. It's Nick, happier than we've ever 
seen him. 


NICK 
(offers) 
I ought to take you in. But this time I'll let you off with a warning. 


Scotch is stunned. Then it hits him. This kid's gotten him but good. 
SCOTCH 
(mutters) 
Son of a bitch. 
DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER — NIGHT 


The Geronimo pounds the chop of the water. Scotch kneels in his driver's seat to see 
over the bow while Nick takes a pencil to a map he has pulled from his pocket. 


SCOTCH 
Whatcha doin"? 


NICK 
Nothing. I mean, just figuring something out. 


SCOTCH 
Like what? 
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NICK 
Nothing important 


Scotch isn't buying this. Nick comes clean. 


NICK (Contd.) 
It's a map of Atwater's place. I figure we could get in and 
out in ten minutes. 


SCOTCH 
Is that what you figured? Let me see that. 


Nick hands him the map. 
NICK 
It's a piece of cake. Really. 
SCOTCH 
What's this? 
CLOSE ON MAP 


Scotch's finger indicates an area behind Atwater's estate. 


NICK (O.S.) 
That's where we enter. 


SCOTCH (0.S.) 
There's a guard there. With a machine gun. 


BACK TO SCENE 
Nick is stunned. Recovering quickly, he points out another area of the map. 


NICK 
No one could cover this much territory. 


SCOTCH 
Why should they? That's the electric gate. 


Another bubble burst. 


SCOTCH (Cont.) 
Everybody's after Atwater. You got a long line ahead of you. 
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Nick starts to speak but Scotch cuts him off. 


SCOTCH (Cont.) 
Look, I'll help you, but first you got a lot to learn about the river. 


FURTHER DOWN THE RIVER 


NICK 
(timid) 
So...should I be lookin’ for signal lights or something? 


SCOTCH 
Sit tight. We're just doing a simple straight shot. Nothing complicated. 
(beat) 
Who got you the cowboy hat, Elsie? 


ON NICK 

trying to suppress a smile, unsuccessfully. 

BACK TO SCOTCH 

who glares at this newcomer's absurdly formal rum running attire. Then -- 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
Why don't you find my flashlight? It's under one of the cushions. 


NICK 
No problem. 


Nick gingerly starts to crawl over the engine compartment that separates the front 
and rear cockpits. Scotch peeks over his shoulder and gives the throttle a little kick in 
the ass. Nick slides off the smooth mahogany engine cover and crashes head first into 
the rear cockpit. 


NICK 
What the... 


Scotch pretends not to notice. As Nick rights himself, he sees a long rip in his new 
jacket. 


NICK (Contd.) 
Damn it. I just got this. 
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Pleased with his “payback” prank, Scotch glides the Geronimo toward Canada with a 
devilish grin. 


MEANWHILE 


Nick continues his check under the cushions but comes up empty-handed. As he 
turns toward Scotch he is practically blinded by a flash of light. 


SCOTCH 
Just remembered. It was under my seat. 


A steaming Nick crawls back into the forward cockpit. 
ANOTHER ANGLE - A BRIDGE OVER A CANAL 
A black Cadillac (the "Chicago" car) is parked to one end of a small bridge. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
You see that car? That's Capone's boys. Lookin' out for their profits. 


Nick appears confused. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
In other words, keepin' an eye on Atwater's ass. 


ON NICK 

Bingo. 

FURTHER DOWN THE RIVER 

The Geronimo continues on its journey. 
ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


whose grin turns to a glare when he catches a glimpse of a revolver stuffed inside 
Nick's jacket. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
Kid, give me the piece! 


Nick can see that bringing a gun was definitely a big mistake. He carefully pulls it 
out and hands the butt to Scotch, who takes one look at it and tosses it into the drink. 
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NICK 
I only brought it for protection. 


SCOTCH 
(points to his temple) 
All the protection you need is between your ears. 
(beat) 
Don't pull that crap again. 


EXT. PLUSHY JENKIN'S LIQUOR DOCK - CANADIAN SHORE — NIGHT 


Scotch shuts down the Geronimo and lets it glide under a large concrete bridge, 
revealing a once elegant docking area, now stacked with burlap cases. 


SCOTCH 
Got your money ready? 


Nick offers a “give me a break” look and flashes him a roll of bills. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
Just remember, let me do the talking. 


As the boat glides up to the dock, Plushy Jenkins, a more than rotund Canadian in his 
fifties, replete with a swindler's smirk, descends a circular staircase with clipboard in 
hand. Scotch and Nick de-board. Nick is stunned by the enormous amount of liquor. 


NICK 
(whispers) 
Whoa. 


Like he has just discovered buried treasure, Nick scurries around the stacks of burlap 
cases, inspecting the various brands. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Scotch and Plushy begin sizing up the deal. It's a slow ritual dance they have 
performed a thousand times. Scotch begins by looking at the number of cases still 
left. 


SCOTCH 
Business off? 


Although Plushy counters with his "stock" answer, he is a bit distracted by the 
appearance of someone he's never seen before. A partner? 
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PLUSHY 
No, it's been damn good. 


ANGLE ON NICK 


As the indistinguishable voices of Scotch and Plushy echo off of the concrete walls 
of this awesome cavern piled with Canadian spirits, we follow Nick like a kid in a 
candy store. He emerges from the stacks just in time to witness the part of the dance 
in which Plushy pretends to concede. Plushy paces and mumbles numbers under his 
breath while tallying amounts on his clipboard. 


PLUSHY 
Five of gin, two of scotch, and three ryes. 
(beat) 
Okay, for you let's say fifty for the gin, forty for the rye, and 
one hundred for the scotch. 


Nick, unaware that his partner is simply performing the next step in the dance, 
watches in shock as Scotch considers the figures. He then decides to jump in and 
save the night. 


NICK 
A hundred dollars for two cases. No way. 


Scotch is about to put Nick in his place but decides to bite his tongue and let the kid 
take his lumps. 


NICK (Contd.) 
I'll give you one-thirty for the lot and that's it. 


A confused Plushy looks at Scotch, who clears the way with a look of "it's his 
money..." 
PLUSHY 
Well, the kid drives a hard bargain. 


Scotch stands in the wings beaming as Nick peels off a series of bills. Scotch begins 
to load the booze in the Geronimo. 


ANGLE ON THE GERONIMO 


Back aboard, Nick looks to Scotch for approval. 
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ANGLE ON PLUSHY 
Counting the bills, he gestures his thanks as the boys shove off. 
EXT. PLUSHY JENKIN'S EXIT CANAL - NIGHT 


The Geronimo begins to purr out of the canal. At the helm, Scotch silently gloats 
while Nick anxiously awaits a pat on the back for a job well done. 


NICK 
One ninety. He had to be kidding. 


SCOTCH 
Plushy loves suckers like you. Paying twice the going rate. 


Scotch can see he's taken the wind out of the kid's sails. Nick tries to remain cool but 
is not too successful. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
Kid, you're gonna need some flying lessons before you solo. 


Scotch kicks in the engines up to speed. 
EXT. PLUSHY JENKIN'S DOCK - NIGHT 


A while later. Plushy, still laughing to himself, continues to count the evening's take 
when Jake Rye emerges from the shadows. He's accompanied by two other men. 


PLUSHY 
(annoyed) 
What is it you punks want from me now? 


JAKE 
We told you Atwater doesn't want you sellin’ to Snug Harbor. 
You ain't payin' attention. 


PLUSHY 
Look, pal, I got a family to feed. I don't answer to Harry Atwater 
or anyone else. Now beat it before I call the cops. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - JAKE'S POV 


On the river, the Gray Ghost looms out in the distance. Atwater watches the scene 
through binoculars. 
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BACK TO SCENE 
Jake takes note of this, turns to his men, then back to Plushy. 


JAKE 
If you say so. 


The three men start to walk away. Plushy goes about his business. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 

Farther away. Jake pulls a revolver from his jacket and fires several times. 
A SURPRISED PLUSHY 

falls to the ground. The three men surround his lifeless body. 

CLOSE ON PLUSHY 

as Jake removes the wad of bills from his pocket. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. WEIGHTMAN'S HARDWARE — DAY 


The following morning. Nick waits for Scotch to make sure Weightman isn't around 
before fully entering the store. Elsie smiles from behind the counter as Scotch slams 
down a crate of liquor. 


SCOTCH 
(to Nick) 
Hammer doesn't hate you. 
NICK 
I don't care. I got the crap beat out of me last time. 


ELSIE 
(laughs) 
I remember. 


Scotch smiles at the two as they stare at one another. He then goes to the gumball 
machine and inserts a coin. 
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CLOSER - ON ELSIE 
As Nick leans in toward the counter. 


ELSIE 
So, how'd you boys do last night? 


NICK 
(tries to impress her) 
Pretty good. 
(then) 
We made a deal. 
ELSIE 
Is that so? 
NICK 
(a bit defensive) 
Sure. 
SCOTCH 
(chimes in) 
Go on, tell her. 
NICK 


We bought -- that is -- I bought five gins, two scotches and three ryes. 


ELSIE 
(thinks) 
Hmm. About seventy dollars. 


NICK 
Something like that. 


Elsie can't hide a smirk. Then -- 
ELSIE 


(covering) 
Not bad. 


Part of Nick's ego returns, but only part. At this point, Scotch moves away from the 
two and toward the gumball machine. 
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NICK 
So, you doin' anything Friday night? 


ELSIE 
(awkward) 
I gotta help my dad. 
NICK 
How ‘bout Saturday? 
ELSIE 
(considers) 
I...don't think so. 
NICK 


I see. Well maybe some other time. 


ELSIE 
Maybe. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Scotch pops a gumball into his mouth. 
SCOTCH 


Time to hit the road, partner. 


And on that, Nick can't wait to get to the door. After he is gone, Scotch looks at Elsie 
and notices she's wearing a new dress. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
(smiles) 
Nice dress, Elsie. New? 


Elsie blushes, then comes from behind the counter to shoo him away. She knows 
she's been caught trying to dress up for Nick. 


ELSIE 
You boys must have plenty of other things to do than... 


SCOTCH 
(cuts her off) 
..make a girl blush. I know. 
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After Scotch is gone she runs her hands down the pleats in her dress, then returns to 
her position behind the counter. 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA — DAY 


The two cross the bridge that separates the hardware store from the marina. Nick 
skips backwards in front of Scotch, anxiously trying to hurry his friend along. Munro 
slows when he spots activity in the distance. Nicks sees this and turns around. 


NICK'S POV - DOWN THE CANAL - ON THE RIVER 


Five small speedboats leave the Canadian shore, racing toward Detroit like there was 
no tomorrow. 


NICK (O.S.) 
Looks like there's a race going on. 


SCOTCH (0.S.) 
(laughs) 
They're playin' river roulette. 


BACK TO SCENE 
Nick is bewildered. 


ON THE RIVER 


The five boats continue to race along, speeding past a small fishing boat which trawls 
in the same direction. 


SCOTCH (0.S.) 
One or two of 'em got whiskey on board. The Coast Guard can't 
cover ‘em all. 


Sure enough, as the boats near the U.S. coastline, two Coast Guard cruisers approach 
two of the speeding vessels. 


NICK (0. S.) 
What happens if the Coast Guard scores? 


As Nick says this, the man in one of the targeted speedboats frantically throws 
weighted crates overboard. He finishes just as the Coast Guard officers board his 
boat. 
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SCOTCH (O.8.) 
Ouch. 


BACK TO SCENE 
Nick is still adjusting to what he's just witnessed. 


NICK 
There go the profits. 


Scotch is still looking toward the river. 
SCOTCH 


(laughs) 
Nothing stops Big Roy and Pinky from a day of fishing. 


ON THE RIVER 


Now closer, we can see the trawler contains none other than the two celebrated 
fisherman. 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - ANOTHER ANGLE — DAY 


Pinky and Big Roy pull into the far end of the marina. In the distance the Coast 
Guard interrogates two of the speedboat drivers. Scotch and Nick approach the 
fisherman. 


SCOTCH 
They bitin'? 


Pinky is slowly reeling in his line. 


PINKY 
You kiddin’. With all this ruckus. 


BIG ROY 
Them young runners. All gas, no class. 


Nick smiles throughout. Pinky continues to reel in his line. 


SCOTCH 
They're young. Just havin' fun. 
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PINKY 
Don't look like they're havin' much fun now. 


The Coast Guard takes the two "roulette boys" away in handcuffs. Pinky is almost 
finished with his line. 


CLOSE ON WATER 
beside their trawler, as a burlap bag emerges slowly, pulled by Pinky's line. 
BACK TO SCENE 


as Big Roy leans over and helps load their catch into the boat. Nick is surprised. 
Scotch sees it as routine. They can't take their eyes away from -- 


THE BAG 
as Big Roy cuts it open to reveal several bottles of Canadian Red. 
BACK TO SCENE 
where Nick is still dumbfounded. 
PINKY 
(grins) 
Like I said. No class. 


INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - AFTERNOON 


Scotch lowers the Geronimo into the boatwell. Nick has become preoccupied with a 
small liquor gadget on a wall. 


NICK 
Hey, Scotch. What's this contraption? 


SCOTCH 
Somethin' I made a while back. 


Scotch continues to work the levers that lower his Chris Craft. A curious Nick pulls 
the unit down from the wall and like a four-year-old, he cannot resist the temptation 
to turn the spigot that appears to start the thing. 


56 | STEVEN KUNES 


CLOSE - ON LIQUOR GADGET 
Liquor flows from the spigot and fills a glass. The weight of the glass tips the scale... 
That trips a marble that rolls down a trough... 
That triggers a tiny mouse trap and... 

Lights a match... 

That ignites the liquor in the glass. 

BACK TO SCENE 


NICK 
I had an engineering professor who would have loved this thing. 


Nick blows out the flame and places the liquor gadget back on the wall. 
ON A NEARBY SHELF 

rests a rather odd-looking cylindrical phonograph. 

NEXT TO THAT 


Nick spots a small metal tank. Something registers. 


NICK 
(cautious) 
You using this for anything? 
SCOTCH 
It's all yours’. 
NICK 


Great. 
Nick looks at Scotch's biplane, its wings folded up, to one side of the boathouse. 


NICK (Contd.) 
What's with the plane? 
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SCOTCH 
(a bit annoyed) 
What's with the questions? 


Got it. Nick calms down enough to understand that Scotch wants him aboard pronto. 
He hops into the boat just as Scotch settles it into the water. Scotch seems to soften a 
bit. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
The wings need welding. The gas line leaks. The wheel's bent from 
a bum landing. I'll get around to fixin' it up someday. 


No comment from Nick. He scrutinizes the Geronimo instrument panel. After a beat, 
his eyes land on a deck cleat that is askew. He reaches to straighten it. 


NICK 
What happened here...? 


Scotch turns around with poles and box in hand and cringes. 


SCOTCH 
Don't! 


Too late. The straightened cleat releases a set of spring loaded floorboards. The 
planks fly open, narrowly missing Nick and sending him face first into the driver's 
seat. 


NICK 
What the... 


Nick notices a few specially wrapped bottles of Canadian Red hidden in the bilge. 
Scotch shoves the fishing gear into Nick's face. 


SCOTCH 
Here, kid, just put this stuff below. 


NICK 
Tell me you're not takin’ me fishing? 


Scotch trips the boathouse door open, hops aboard, and starts the engines. 


SCOTCH 
Yep. Goin' trawlin' for cowboy! 
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Scotch snaps the floorboards shut and jams down the throttle. 

EXT. DETROIT RIVER — AFTERNOON 

Scotch hugs the Geronimo along the Detroit shoreline. 
NICK 


Hey, can we go by that place called the slot? I hear the 
runners almost get airborne there. 


Nick does an arm waving gesture of a powerboat taking off. 
SCOTCH 
You know, that was your problem last night. You're always jumping 
the gun. So busy flappin' your jaw you don't see what's really going on. 


Like an Indian scout, Scotch senses something on the shoreline up ahead. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
You gotta take it all in. And give it some time to cook. 


ANGLE ON DILAPIDATED DOCK 
A bed sheet hangs on a makeshift clothesline at the end of the dock. 
BACK TO SCOTCH 
Spotting the bed sheet, he begins to look around while still talking at Nick. 
SCOTCH (Contd.) 
See that signal? Well, first you gotta be sharp enough to know it's 
a signal. Once you got that, you gotta figure who's signaling who... 
CLOSE ON LOW RIDING RUM BOAT 


as it slowly starts to cross. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
..then make sure they're not after you. 


ANGLE ON NICK 


as he notices the bedsheet being taken down by a panic-stricken spotter. 
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NICK 
Scotch? 


WIDE SHOT - THE RIVER 


Two patrol boats fly out of an overgrown canal toward the rum boat. A man in one of 
them motions the second boat to go ahead and make the collar. 


BACK TO THE GERONIMO 

Scotch cautiously pulls the Geronimo behind a blind, safely out of the way. 
BACK TO COAST GUARD BOAT 

Instead of slowing to pull alongside the rum boat, the Guardsman guns his engine. 
CLOSE ON RUM RUNNER 

panicked, he jumps off the boat into the river just as... 

THE BRASS PLATED COAST GUARD BOW 


climbs right over the surrendering rum craft's stern, smashing it to pieces and sending 
it and its ninety-proof cargo to the bottom of the river. 


ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


SCOTCH 
Bootleggin' is being prepared. And aware of your surroundings. 
Then waiting for the right moment. 


WIDE SHOT - THE RIVER 
As the runner continues his afternoon swim toward the Detroit shore. 


NICK (OS.) 
Like this guy. If he'd had a lighter load he probably could've 
out run 'em, right? 


SCOTCH (0.S.) 
Maybe. But kid, runnin’ hooch is a helluva lot more than fast boats. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
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EXT. DETROIT RIVER - ATWATER'S ESTATE - LATE AFTERNOON 


The Geronimo continues along the river. The J. Gordon can be seen moored halfway 
between the U.S. and Canada. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

Atwater's Chinese temple fortress can be seen in the distance. 

ON THE J. GORDON 

A dozen or more deck apes stand around, unable to do anything because -- 
A COAST GUARD BOAT 

is moored not fifty feet away. 


NICK 
Looks like they're putting the squeeze on Atwater. Couldn't 
happen to a nicer guy. 


SCOTCH 
That bourbon barge hauls more booze in one night than I do in 
a year. Atwater just buys off whoever he needs to get it across. 
(beat) 
That is, he used to. 


INT. ATWATER'S HEADQUARTERS - AFTERNOON 
We are close on the barrel of a telescope, moving along until we reach the head of 
Harry Atwater, who at the moment is not a happy man. Jake Rye stands quietly in the 
wings. 
ATWATER 
That cowboy's cuttin' the business to pieces. 


Jake is silent. Atwater paces, thinking. Then -- 


ATWATER (Contd.) 
So we branch out. Hit the smaller towns. 


He looks through the telescope once more. 
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EXT. DETROIT RIVER - THROUGH THE TELESCOPE - AFTERNOON 
Atwater first sees the J. Gordon, then the Coast Guard boat, then the Geronimo. 


ATWATER (O.S.) 
Now, Munro and that punk are out there. I don't know what 
they're doin', but keep an eye on 'em. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. DETROIT RIVER - AFTERNOON 


Further up the river, the Geronimo approaches a lighthouse jutting out from the 
coastline. Nick notices sea gulls perched atop hundreds of jagged pilings that were 
once part of a docking area for the lighthouse. Scotch masterfully maneuvers the 
Geronimo through the labyrinth. 


SCOTCH 
I've seen lots of hulls ripped apart by these pilings. 
(beat) 
If I can't shake 'em on the river I'll bring 'em through here. 


NICK 
How do you know you're gonna get through? 


Scotch makes an airplane gesture with his hand. 


SCOTCH 
It's like diving through a barn. You just gotta know where your wings are. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. DETROIT RIVER - MAGIC HOUR 

Scotch glides the Geronimo up to a decrepit dock along a desolate overgrown 
coastline area. Nick hops off and ties the dock lines. Scotch jumps onto the dock and 


heads for shore. 


SCOTCH 
..and it's not all done on boats, either. Grab the fishing gear. 


Scotch saunters a short way down the shoreline, giving the entire area the once over. 
Confident that the coast is clear, he pulls away some brush and uncovers a two-sided 
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crank system with cables and railroad ties leading out into the water. Nick brings up 
the rear. 


NICK 
What do we do? Reel in the Canadian shore? 


SCOTCH 
Just put down the gear and gimme a hand. 


There is quite a tug on the cable as they begin cranking. Nick readjusts himself for 
better leverage, slips, and steps in a hole up to his ankles. 


CLOSE ON BURLAP LIQUOR CASES 
which break the surface of the water as the cable is pulled taut. 
EXT. WOODED SHORELINE AREA - MAGIC HOUR 


Close on a pair of cowboy boots gingerly stepping through a marshy area, then 
stopping. 


BACK TO SCOTCH AND NICK 


Munro halts the crank. His suspicious eye turns left. Momentarily satisfied, he and 
Nick slowly continue to crank. 


ANGLE ON THE BOOTS 
as they begin to pick up speed. 
ANGLE ON SCOTCH MUNRO 
Scotch stops and reverses their motion and the cases return to their watery hideaway. 
SCOTCH 
(pointing to fishing gear) 


Grab it. And cast a line over there. 


Nick sees the seriousness on Scotch's face and quickly follows orders. Scotch grabs a 
piece of camouflage. 


BACK TO THE COWBOY BOOTS 


As they continue their confident stride through the brush. 
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BACK TO SCOTCH 


who finally grabs a reel and casts his line out to the middle of the river. Nick's line 
drops straight down from the end of his pole. 


THE COWBOY BOOTS 


emerge from the brush and stride to the water's edge. We pull back to reveal C.J. 
Locke, replete with cowboy hat as well, squinting and chewing some tobacco. 


LOCKE 
How's the fishin' today, boys. 


SCOTCH 
Oh, I think the heat's keepin’ 'em down. 


LOCKE 
I love to fish. 


Nick nervously watches Locke as Scotch sits back prepared for a long tale. 


LOCKE (Contd.) 
Back where I come from we fish for Drummond fish. They're a 
very fast fish. 
(beat) 


But they also a very stupid fish 'cause they make a sound like a heartbeat 

or like a tympani drum. So you listen for that and go after 'em late at 

night. You take your cane pole and sit in those bull weeds and you wait. 
(beat) 

And you may sit there all night long and not catch a one. Now you go 

out there enough and you quiet enough, one of them nights you gonna 

catch a Drummond fish. 


SCOTCH 
That's real interesting. Can I offer you something to drink? 


LOCKE 
All depends on what you got. 


Scotch reaches into his fishing bag and pulls out a cold Vernors, pops the top and 
hands it up to Locke. The cowboy slugs back a swig and reaches in his pocket and 
offers Scotch a pinch of chewing tobacco. Nick sees that he is going to be left out of 
the situation. 
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NICK 
I could use a good pinch of tobacco. 


Locke and Munro smile at one another as they watch Nick put the tobacco between 
his cheek and gum. 


SCOTCH 
(to Locke) 
So, what brings you here? 


LOCKE 
Well, I'm here 'cause I've caught more Drummond fish than anybody 
out there. In fact, I am the world champion Drummond fish catcher. 


Nick starts to get a bit green around the gills from chomping on the tobacco. 


SCOTCH 
I don't believe we have any Drummond fish around here. 


LOCKE 
You don't understand. I’d been border patrol in Brownsville, Texas 
for fifteen years before they sent me to Port Arthur. 
(beat) 
So I know Drummond fish when I see 'em. And there's plenty 
of them here. 


Locke takes a final swig of Vernors, then hands Scotch back the empty bottle. 
LOCKE (Contd.) 
I'm just lookin’ for the biggest Drummond fish in these waters. 


Then I'm goin' home. 


SCOTCH 
Wish ya luck. 


As Locke turns to leave he glances at Nick who is quietly spitting out the awful 
tobacco. He then grins back to Scotch. 


LOCKE 
Hope your boy get better. 


The cowboy boots disappear back into the marshy woods. 
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DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. DETROIT RIVER - SAME - EVENING 


A short while later, the burlap cases reemerge from their water hideaway and are 
cranked ashore atop an old sled. 


SCOTCH 
Quick, kid, empty a couple of cases. 


Scotch reaches into the fishing satchel and pulls out two mailbags. 


NICK 
Mailbags? 


Scotch grabs a couple of whiskey bottles and begins stuffing them into the postal 
sacks. 


SCOTCH 
Don't you know it's a federal offense to search mail? 


NICK 
You hardly look like a mailman. 


SCOTCH 
(winks) 
No, but the cops never keep me from my appointed rounds. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. DETROIT RIVER - DUFFY'S - DAY 


The following morning. The churning wake of the Geronimo settles as the speedboat 
glides up to the dock at Duffy's, a tiny Canadian riverfront tavern and the daytime 
hangout for rum runners waiting for nightfall. Scotch pulls up to the crowded dock. 
The loaded boats sit low in the water. The Geronimo is tied off as the boys stride up 
the creaking old dock and into Duffy's. 


INT. DUFFY'S - DAY 
The boys enter the crowded, smoky tavern jammed with small-time bootleggers, 


laughter and clinking glasses. Nick eavesdrops on a tableful of poker players as he 
and Scotch weave to the bar. 
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RUNNER #1 
I hear he's in from D.C. 


RUNNER #2 
Can you believe the cowboy hat? 


RUNNER #3 
He nabbed four more Atwater boys. 


Scotch nestles up to the bar and flags down Boom Boom Cannon, a tough but 
motherly barmaid who doesn't take any crap from her renegade customers. 


SCOTCH 
Boom Boom. One for me and the kid. 


Boom Boom eyeballs the dapper young man as he re-postures himself to stand like 
Munro. Scotch crosses his arms to take in the standard Boom Boom novice speech 
that she is about to drill into Nick. 


BOOM BOOM 
What's your name? 
NICK 
Nick Trumble. 
BOOM BOOM 


So, you're gettin’ in the export business, hey, Slick? 


NICK 
No. Just came here for a little Canadian hospitality. 


BOOM BOOM 
Coupla things you gotta know ‘bout hangin' out at Duffy's. 
(takes a deep breath) 
I don't run no tabs, don't give no credit, don't make no trade. No 
rough housin', no hookers, no sleepin' overnight, no knives, no guns... 
(indicates poker players) 
..no bets over fifty bucks. 


Boom Boom slams the cash register shut, hands someone change and doesn't take her 
eyes off Nick. 
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BOOM BOOM (Contd.) 
In my canal you go slow or stay out. You work on yer boat, clean 
up yer mess. Your mother doesn't work here. 


Scotch slugs back his glass and grins. Nick is pulverized. 


BOOM BOOM (Contd.) 
You follow my rules and these commandments... 
(points to sign behind bar) 
..and yer welcome to stay. 


The crudely painted sign hanging behind the bar lists the once unwritten rules of 
running liquor on the river. They range from "Thou Shalt Not Use Denatured 
Alcohol Or Cooperate With The Police" to “Thou Shalt Mind Thine Own Business.” 


BOOM BOOM (Contd.) 
If not, I'll fill you full of buck shot. Got it? 


Nick appears as if he's just been steam rolled. 


NICK 
Yes, ma’am. 


BOOM BOOM 
Welcome aboard. 


She offers Nick a quick death grip hand shake and again slams the register closed. 


SCOTCH 
(to Boom Boom) 
You seen Black Label Louie? 


BOOM BOOM 
Scotch, ever since that cowboy showed up, people been shuttin' 
down or Atwater's been blowin’ 'em outta the water. Ten guys 
in the last week gone outta business. 


SCOTCH 
(reflects) 
Since Plushy's gone it's been hard to get good stuff. 
(then) 


The whole's thing's gettin’ outta hand. 
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BOOM BOOM 
You tried Sandy Weathers? 


Scotch's face tells us he's never heard of the man. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. SANDY'S MAPLE LEAF GAS & BAIT - DAY 


The Geronimo pulls away from the dock in front of Sandy's, a one pump operation at 
the end of a small tired marina. Nick covers several cases of booze with a piece of 
canvas as Scotch maneuvers the boat. Sandy Weathers, pipe in hand, watches as the 
Geronimo pulls away. 


INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE — DAY 
Nick paces the floor with phone in hand as he hustles another order. 


NICK 
No problem, Henry. We'll have it to you later today. That's right. Relax. 
And say hello to Mrs. Grant, too. 


CLOSE ON LIST 


as Nick reaches over and checks yet another name off the rather lengthy list. No 
sooner does he do this than the phone rings again. He picks up. 


NICK 
Hello. Chuck, how are you? I know you aren't happy with the price 
I quoted, but I'm afraid there's not much I can do. 
(beat) 

If you can get it cheaper, then go ahead. Look, it's seventy-five or nothing. 
The phone goes dead. Nick places it in his cradle. 
ANGLE ON ELSIE 
who helps out, taking inventory. She smiles at her entrepreneurial friend. 


ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


working on the Geronimo's engine. He chuckles to himself about Nick's phone 
technique. 
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BACK TO NICK 
who is now counting out loud. 
NICK 
...five, six, seven, eight... 
(to Elsie and Scotch) 
...the guy's a twelve. 


Sure enough, when Nick hits twelve the phone rings again. He picks it up. 


NICK (Contd.) 
Chuck? Long time. How's it goin'? 


He smiles to the others. They smile back. 

A WHILE LATER 

Two Bit sits on the boathouse back steps, arm-waving a tale, while Big Roy and 
Hammer take turns handing hooch up to Pinky who neatly stacks them in the back of 
Scotch's marina truck. 

INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - DAY 


Scotch carries in a crate of liquor and calls out for his partner. 


SCOTCH 
Hey, Nick, you gonna help with These crates or what? 


No answer. Scotch continues to look around, and is shocked over what he finds. 
ANOTHER ANGLE - CLOSE ON WORKBENCH 

A folded piece of paper rests on Nick's area of the workbench. 

SCOTCH'S HAND 

unfolds what turns out to be a diagram of the Atwater compound. 


SCOTCH 
Idiot. 


Scotch grabs the map, fires up the Geronimo and trips the switch which opens the 
boathouse door. Hammer runs inside, shouts to Scotch. 
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HAMMER 
Hey, what's the big hurry? 


Scotch doesn't answer. Instead he speeds off into the distance. 

ANGLE ON HAMMER 

concerned. 

EXT. ATWATER ESTATE —- DAY 

The Geronimo rests on the beach not far from the edge of the Atwater Estate. 
ANGLE ON SCOTCH 

who makes his way through the overgrown weeds, following notes on Nick's map. 
When he comes upon a barbed wire electric fence, he picks up a stick and touches the 
wire. 

CLOSE ON STICK 


as it catches fire. 


SCOTCH 
Holy shit. 


Scotch continues his search, looking not too optimistic. 
CLOSE ON GROUND 

as Scotch picks up a used Tommy gun shell. 

ON SCOTCH 


not happy at all. Suddenly, he hears a rustling sound in the bushes. He quickly 
readies himself for battle, moving closer inch by inch until he sees -- 


ANGLE ON BUSHES 
A battered, bloodied Nick laying helpless on the ground. 
NICK 


looks up at Scotch. 
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SCOTCH 


looks down at his friend. After a moment he carefully picks him up, places him on 
his back and carries him away. 


INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - DAY 


Scotch closes up the Geronimo's engine cover. In the comer, Nick and Elsie count 
the week's take, stuffing every sixth dollar into a mailbag. 


NICK 
(curious) 
You sure he said to do it like this? 


ELSIE 
(smiles) 
I'm sure. 
The couple continue their counting. 
EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL — DAY 
Nick and Scotch cruise in the Geronimo. Nick is at the wheel. 


ANGLE ON GERONIMO CABIN 


Several mailbags full of liquor, along with a bag full of money, rest to one side of the 
cabin. 


ANGLE ON CANAL HOME 


A hunched-over elderly woman sweeps off the back porch of this run-down home. 
She huffs and puffs as she finishes up, then places the tired old broom inside. 


ANGLE ON GERONIMO CABIN 


as Scotch takes the money bag and moves to the deck of the ship. Nick notices this 
and, thinking his partner is making a big mistake, shouts up to him. 


NICK 
Hey! Hey!! 


But Scotch has already tossed the bag of money, which lands squarely on the clean 
porch. 
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NICK 
That was the money bag!! 


Scotch gives the kid a look. Nick catches on. Then -- 


NICK (Contd.) 
I thought Robin Hood was just a story. 


INT. ATWATER'S HEADQUARTERS - DAY 
Atwater paces the floor as Jake places the phone in its cradle. 


JAKE 
He doesn't need any, either. 


ATWATER 
(pissed) 
First that cowboy squeezes my supply. And now guys like Munro and that 
punk are cuttin' into my demand! 


Atwater slams his fist into his desk. 

EXT. DETROIT RIVER — NIGHT 

The Geronimo rounds the tip of a small island. The sweep of the lighthouse beam 
exposes Atwater's huge ship, the J. Gordon, as it violently churns its wake, having 
difficulty maneuvering through a treacherous passage. It finally runs aground. 
Several runabouts with spotlights illuminate the problem, while a swarm of worker- 
bee boats attempt to loosen the obese vessel with dock poles. 


CLOSE ON NICK 


His eyes widen as he makes out that the ship's deck is covered with hundreds of cases 
of booze. 


ON THE J. GORDON 


The Gray Ghost glides up to the J. Gordon. Atwater leaps aboard the J. Gordon and 
stomps across the stern of the ship, yelling at the inept skipper. 


ON THE GERONIMO 


Once again Indian Scotch sniffs the air and senses trouble. 
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ON THE RIVER 


From out of nowhere two hotshot runners blaze by either side of the Geronimo and 
leave it rocking in their wake. 


BACK TO SCOTCH 


SCOTCH 
Rookies. 


The familiar spotlight glares in their faces as a Coast Guard boat pulls up alongside. 
A large patrolman, shotgun in hand, boards the Geronimo. Nick swallows heavily 
when he realizes the patrolmen are the same ones that pulled him over after the 
Grosse Pointe party. 


FRANK "NIBBLE" 
Well, well. If it isn't the Snug Harbor Snake and the innocent Snob Junior. 


SCOTCH 
Frank and Ernie Nibble. Didn't expect to see you here. Thought 
you guys were paid to look the other way. 


FRANK "NIBBLE" 
The other way just happened to have us lookin' at you. 


The large patrolman, Ernie "Nibble," nudges Nick in the ribs with the barrel of his 
shotgun, while Frank grabs the Geronimo's wheel and steers the boat over beside the 
J. Gordon. 

ANGLE ON THE J. GORDON'S STERN 

Atwater stops chewing out his skipper and looks over toward Nick and Scotch. 
ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


Seeing Atwater looking at him, Scotch smiles. 


SCOTCH 
The Great Gray Navigator runs aground again. 


ATWATER 
I don't need any shit from you, Munro. You were never a 
problem before, and you won't be one now! 
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Atwater turns his attention to Frank "Nibble." 


ATWATER (Contd.) 
Waste 'em! 


Ernie "Nibble" smirks a Peter Lorrie grin and cocks his gun at Scotch. 
CLOSE ON SCOTCH 


Munro looks at the end of the barrel, to Nick, then to the cleat that opens the 
floorboard hideaway. 


ANGLE ON NICK 


who understands Scotch's plan. He reaches for the cleat, turns it. The spring-loaded 
floorboard thwacks Ernie directly in the balls. Scotch grabs the shotgun barrel and 
swings Ernie into the midnight river when the gun goes off. The bullet wings Nick 
and knocks Frank overboard. Nick falls into his seat. 


ANGLE ON COAST GUARD BOATS 


Rounding the point, their sirens and searchlights blazing, as they head for the 
Gordon. It's Locke and his posse. They open fire. 


BACK TO THE GERONIMO 


Nick is in shock over his wound. Scotch grabs the wheel and streaks the Geronimo 
away from the scene. 


ANGLE ON THE J. GORDON 


Both worker and paid-off patrol boats scatter amidst the sparks of ricocheting bullets 
and erratic sweeping police searchlights. Atwater leaps aboard the Gray Ghost and 
guns it away. The Ghost disappears into an island canal, narrowly escaping the 
Guardsman. 


EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - NIGHT 


The Geronimo chugs down the moonlit canal toward the Snug Harbor marina. Elsie 
waits on the bridge for her heroes' return. She notices that Nick is clutching his left 
arm. 
ELSIE 
Nick! You okay?! 
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Nick nods his head yes, but the pain in his eyes and the blood dripping down his 
sleeve say otherwise. 


SCOTCH 
He just had his wings clipped a little. 


Elsie trips Scotch's contraption to open the boathouse door. She rushes in and grabs 
some clean rags. 


INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE — NIGHT 


As the Geronimo swings inside, Elsie hops aboard and helps Nick off with his jacket. 
Scotch gets out and starts to tie off the runabout. 


SCOTCH 
Gee, kid, you're lucky. I got chewed out when I got hit. 


The two ignore Scotch. Elsie wraps Nick's arm with a cloth. 


ELSIE 
Is this any better? 


NICK 
Almost. 


Elsie pauses. Nick moves in for the kill. 


NICK (Contd.) 
It should be better by Saturday night. 


Nick grins. Elsie smiles back. 


ELSIE 
Let's hope so. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. BOB-LO ISLAND AMUSEMENT PARK - DAY 


Now we're talking. Their first date in five years. Nick's in his ice cream pants and 
Elsie's wearing her full summery dress. The couple exit the ferry and walk down the 
entrance dock and under the "Welcome To Bob-Lo Island Amusement Park" sign, 
picnic basket in hand. The Canadian maple leaf flag is flying in the breeze. We can 
see Detroit across the river in the background. They wander through the park, alive 
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with Ferris wheels and children. Nick smiles at her. Elsie returns with a bashful smile 
of her own. Nick kicks the top off a dandelion. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - PICNIC AREA 


The couple find a spot on the grassy riverfront area and settle down among dozens of 
other picnickers. Nick spreads out the red checked tablecloth. 


NICK 
Remember this? 


ELSIE 
(warm) 
It's coming back to me. 


Nick digs into the basket, pulls out some items. 


NICK 
Now let's see. A peanut butter and banana sandwich...pretzels... 
and for dessert...red licorice. 


ELSIE 
(can't believe this) 
You remembered. 


Nick pulls yet another item from the basket. 


NICK 
And a bouquet of snap dragons. 


ELSIE 
Remember we used to steal those from Mrs. Lipinski's garden? 


NICK 
Ah, but do you remember the 'Dragon Monster?! 


Nick pinches off the top of a flower which becomes the snapping face of his puppet 
"arm serpent." He begins annoyingly tickling and picking at Elsie who laughs 
uncontrollably. 


ELSIE 


(begs) 
Quit. Stop it, Nick. 
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In defense, she playfully slugs Nick, inadvertently hitting his wounded arm. Nick 
winces momentarily. 


ELSIE (Contd.) 
(comforting) 
Oh, I'm sorry. 


EXT. BOB-LO ISLAND AMUSEMENT PARK - DAY 


A while later, at the cotton candy booth, the couple "people watch" as a little girl 
holds a stick of cotton candy twice as big as her head. The kid pauses, then digs in, 
much to the amusement of Nick, Elsie and several other folks. 


A WHILE LATER 


At a ring-toss booth, Nick and Elsie watch as a kid attempts to win a stuffed bear. It's 
very intimidating, and the kid leaves with a consolation prize. 


ELSIE 
I always wanted to win a big stuffed animal. Ever since I was 
ten. Every time I came here I lost. 


This registers with Nick. 


NICK 
You weren't here with Nick Trumble, that was your problem. 


MAN AT BOOTH 
(to crowd) 
A nickel buys ya three tosses. 


The crowd slowly disperses. Nick and Elsie are left standing in front of the booth. 
The man now directs his pitch at Nick. 


MAN AT BOOTH (Contd.) 
Three tosses wins this cuddly bear for the lovely lady. 


Nick smiles at Elsie, then gives the man a nickel. The man hands Nick three wooden 
rings. 


NICK 
(to Elsie) 
For the lovely lady... 
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He throws the ring, just misses. 


NICK (Contd.) 
Just getting warmed up. 


His second toss bounces off the post he's trying to hit. 


ELSIE 
(like a cheerleader) 
Come on, Nick! 


Strike three. Not to worry, there's more where that came from. Nick digs in his 
pocket, produces another nickel. 


NICK 
No sweat. 
(assuring) 
Consider it yours’. 


Elsie spots a travelling popcorn salesman. 


ELSIE 
I'm gonna get us some popcorn. I’1l be back. 


She scurries off, leaving Nick alone with the booth man. Nick leans in, talks softly. 


NICK 
How much? 
MAN AT BOOTH 
(confused) 
Huh? 
NICK 


The bear. What'll you take for it? 


MAN AT BOOTH 


(put off) 
Oh...I can't sell it. You have to hit the pole with the ring... 


NICK 
Five bucks. 
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MAN AT BOOTH 
I'm sorry, sir. 
NICK 
Ten bucks. 
MAN AT BOOTH 
(considers} 


I...really...can’t... 
Nick sees Elsie is waiting to buy popcorn. 


NICK 
Twenty. 


MAN AT BOOTH 
Sir... 


Nick reaches over the counter, grabs the man by the collar. 


NICK 
Twenty bucks for the goddamn bear! 


The man is panicked, hands Nick the bear. Nick slaps a twenty on the counter. Elsie 
returns with the popcorn. Nick hands his lady the stuffed animal. 


ELSIE 
(ecstatic) 
You won?! I can't believe it! 
She hugs the huge animal, holding on to the bags of popcorn as she does. 
NICK 
straightens himself out. 


THE BOOTH MAN 


pockets the twenty and fixes his rumpled collar, then offers an incredulous look at the 
"loving couple." 


A WHILE LATER 


Nick and Elsie come upon a hot dog vendor. 
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NICK 
Scotch told me to say hello to the hot dog man. 


ELSIE 
That's just what I need. More food. 


Nick approaches the hot dog vendor and can be seen talking while Elsie waits, 
holding the stuffed bear. 


A LITTLE GIRL 


approaches Elsie and admires the animal. Elsie smiles at her and begins making 
small talk. 


CLOSE ON PICNIC BASKET 
As Nick holds the basket, the vendor places some bottles of Canadian Red inside. 


HOT DOG MAN (0.8.) 
Say hi to Scotch. 


NICK (O.S.) 
Will do. 


ON NICK 
who smiles to himself. He heads toward Elsie. 


NICK 
Come on, I think the boat's leaving. 


EXT. BOB-LO FERRY - DAY 


The churning wake of the Bob-Lo boat is admired by Nick and Elsie who lean 
against the stern railing. 


EXT. DEBOARDING AREA - BOB-LO FERRY - DAY 
As the herd of visitors shuffle toward the deboarding area, Nick and Elsie spot some 


Dry Agents standing at the exit plank rummaging through handbags, paper sacks, and 
baskets. 
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ANGLE ON NICK AND ELSIE 
Nick’s left hand clutches the picnic basket. 


NICK 
Damn it. 


Elsie's eyes dart from Nick to the Dry Agents, then finally to the picnic basket. 


ELSIE 
(it hits her) 
You couldn't get a hot dog like everybody else. 


NICK 
I'm afraid not. 


She grabs the wicker basket and whisks it off toward the ladies' room. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
A violator is pulled to the side by one of the Dry Agents. 
ANGLE ON ELSIE 
Fresh from the ladies' room. 
NICK 
(whispers) 
Did you throw it away? 
Before there is time to explain they have shuffled down the gang plank. Nick 
nervously places the basket on the temporary inspection counter. Their basket passes 
the inspection. 
EXT. PARKING LOT —- DAY 


The two get into Nick's car. Nick is obviously relieved. 


NICK 
Too bad you had to leave it in the ladies' room. 


ELSIE 
Are you kidding? Canadian Red? 
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She turns away from Nick, modestly slips her hand under her dress and pulls out a 
thin pint of Taylor Hawkins. Turning back toward a dumbfounded Nick, she offers a 
shit-eating grin. 


ELSIE (Contd.) 
There's more where this came from. 


EXT. NARROW WAREHOUSE ALLEY - DAY 


An Atwater "grocery" truck anxiously idles in an open garage while several thugs 
heft the last couple of kegs into the truck's rear end. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
A black car containing some of Capone's men carefully monitors the operation. 
INT. WAREHOUSE OFFICE — DAY 


From a secret office high across the alley, Harry Atwater watches as the smoke from 
his cigar rises to the darkened ceiling. Behind him a small freight lift rises from 
below, bringing with it Jake Rye. 


JAKE 
Doc's got four more stills up. 


Atwater blows a puff of smoke, then looks out the window at the black car. 


ATWATER 
(uneasy) 
Need all we can get. Capone's all over my ass. 


EXT. NARROW WAREHOUSE ALLEY - DAY 


Suddenly, as the grocery truck pulls into the street, three police cars swerve to 
surround the suspect truck. 


INT. WAREHOUSE OFFICE - DAY 


Jake and Atwater see the ambush simultaneously. Overly anxious Jake draws his 
gun. Atwater glares at him. 


ATWATER 
Cool it. There's no way up here. 
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EXT. NARROW WAREHOUSE ALLEY - DAY 
Locke is now visible and senses the bust is under control. 


LOCKE 
All right. 
(waves his men into warehouse) 
Upstairs! 


As Locke and his men race toward the building's entrance, a second Atwater grocery 
truck crashes through an adjacent garage door. The truckload of Atwater thugs sprays 
the street with gunfire. 

INT. WAREHOUSE OFFICE - SAME - DAY 


Bullets riddle the office window, causing both Jake and Atwater to dive for cover. 


ATWATER 
That's it! I've had it! 


EXT. NARROW WAREHOUSE ALLEY - DAY 


The second story window of the warehouse is broken open from the inside by 
Locke's men. A waterfall of hooch crashes to the sidewalk. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
The Capone car has since driven away. 
EXT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY — DAY 


Nick and Elsie drive toward the chain-link fence which surrounds this shut down 
facility. After a moment they get out of the car and walk up to the fence. 


NICK 
I don't know why you wanted me to drive up here. 


ELSIE 
I was just curious. I haven't been here since it closed down. I 
didn't want to come alone. 


Nick climbs to the top of the fence, then extends his hand to Elsie. 
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NICK 
Come on. 


ELSIE 
I didn't mean we'd go in. 


She grabs his hand, starts to climb. 
INT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY — DAY 


It's dark in here. As Nick forces open the door, light filters in to reveal four old brass 
tanks which stand about thirty feet high apiece. The couple slowly walks around the 
place. 


NICK 
It's a bit spooky in here. 


ELSIE 
(sarcastic) 
Really? 
(tries to lighten things up) 
Remember we used to play hide and seek when we were kids? 


NICK 
(indicates) 
You always hid behind that tank. 


ELSIE 
You knew? 


NICK 
Yeah. But I'd pretend to look anyway. 


Elsie is quiet. 


NICK (Contd.) 
We can go if you want. 


ELSIE 
No. That's okay. I kind of missed the place. 
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Nick moves toward one of the tanks and notices it's maintenance door has been 
removed. He gestures to Elsie to join him, and the two sit on the edge of the tank, 
half in, half out. 


NICK 
My father may have been a lot of things, but he wasn't two-faced. 
He didn't sell anybody out. 


ELSIE 
Nick... 


NICK 
If he turned over his portion of the brewery to Atwater, there 
must have been a damned good reason. 


ELSIE 
It's over, Nick. 

NICK 
People in town look at me like dirt. 


(beat) 
The way they looked at my dad. 


ELSIE 
That's not true. 


NICK 
No? So tell me your dad would be thrilled if he knew we 
were spending the day together. 


Nick's got a point, and Elsie knows it. 


NICK (Contd.) 
God, I just need that evidence. 


ELSIE 
How'd it get in Harry Atwater's place? 


NICK 
My father went to meet him to make a deal -- the brewery for the 
evidence. Only he wanted to be sure there wouldn't be a double-cross. 


Nick pauses a moment. When he begins again, his voice is softer. 
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NICK (Contd.) 
Somehow he sent the evidence ahead to Atwater's place...he 
didn't want it on him. 
(beat) 
It's in Harry's wine cellar. 


ELSIE 
Don't worry, you'll get it. Scotch is helping you. 


NICK 
(realistic) 
And if I don't? 


ELSIE 
Then you still know who you are. 


NICK 
What's that supposed to mean? 


ELSIE 
You're Nick Trumble. You're smart, and kind, and you throw a 
mean left hook. 


Nick smiles. 


NICK 
Do I know how to show a girl a good time or what? 


Elsie laughs. As she does this she leans back and plops into the empty tank. Her 
laughter echoes and fills the place like a pipe organ. Nick hops in as well. 


EXT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - SAME - DAY 
NICK (O.S.) 
(echoing Dickens) 
...it was the best of times, it was the worst of times... 


Elsie's laughter can also be heard echoing off-screen, as we: 


DISSOLVE TO: 
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EXT. DETROIT RIVER — AFTERNOON 


The worst of times is ahead for three small fishing boats moored off the bay. As the 
Gray Ghost passes by, we can see two Atwater goons throw liquor bombs in their 
direction. Soon all three are engulfed in flames. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - EVENING 
Nick and Elsie board the Geronimo, which is tied down outside Scotch's boathouse. 


ELSIE 
You sure this is okay? 


NICK 
Scotch said if I could get you to go out with me, he'd let me use his boat. 


ELSIE 
(sarcastic) 
Hmm. He must've thought I'd never do it. 


NICK 
Thanks. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - EVENING 


Magic hour. Nick and Elsie cruise in the Geronimo. In this light, Elsie could not look 
more beautiful. 


ELSIE 
I can't believe this. 

NICK 
You can't believe what? 

ELSIE 


The whole day. The picnic. The cotton candy, the stuffed 
bear. Getting through Customs. The brewery. 
(beat) 
And now a ride on the Geronimo. 
(turns toward Nick) 
What else is there? 
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NICK 
How ‘bout an after dinner drink? To celebrate. 


ELSIE 
(a bit taken aback) 
If you're takin' me to Duffy's, forget it. 


NICK 
(assuring) 
We're not going to Duffy's. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER — EVENING 


Further down the river, Nick ties the Geronimo to a buoy. Elsie looks a bit 
uncomfortable. 


ELSIE 
I hope you're not planning on spoiling a perfectly romantic day. 


NICK 
(smiles) 


I wouldn't think of it. 


Elsie watches as Nick leans over the side of the boat and pulls open a door in the 
buoy to reveal a bottle of champagne and two glasses. He hands them up to Elsie, 
who realizes this guy has again redefined romance. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - DETROIT SKYLINE 

It's gotten darker. We hear the pop of a cork and the pouring of champagne. 

BACK TO SCENE 

The two lovebirds sip champagne as the boat rocks gently against the buoy. Nick 
leans in and gives Elsie a kiss on the cheek. Elsie takes the glass from his hand and 
places both glasses down safely. Then she plops herself down on Nick's lap and 
returns the kiss with one of her own. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - NIGHT 


Farther away. The Geronimo rests all alone in the middle of the river. 
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DISSOLVE TO: 
INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE — MORNING 


Nick is in very good spirits this morning. He whistles as he tinkers with a gadget on 
the workbench. Scotch enters and takes in his partner's enthusiasm. 


NICK 
(chipper as hell) 
Good morning, Scotch. There's a pot of coffee on the table. I sprinkled 
some cinnamon in it. Heightens the flavor. 


Scotch gets the picture. Grins. Moves to the coffee. 


SCOTCH 
Cinnamon. Where'd you learn about that? 


NICK 
Elsie. 


SCOTCH 
No kidding. She teach you anything else? 


Now it's Nick's turn to blush. Even Scotch knows it's too early in the morning to razz 
a buddy. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
Boat give you any trouble? 


NICK 
Ran like a Swiss watch. 


Scotch sips his coffee, looks at his boat. Nick continues working. 


SCOTCH 
Whatcha workin' on? 


NICK 
Ever hear of Dichlorodifluoromethane? 


SCOTCH 
Who hasn't? 
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NICK 
It's also called freon. 
SCOTCH 
Of course. 
NICK 


(matter-of-factly) 
It's a man-made gas. Just developed. 


Scotch comes closer, sees what Nick is working on. 
CLOSER ON TABLE 


Nick fiddles with a U-shaped metal cylinder. He's attempting to connect a pressure 
gauge to one end. A small cylindrical tank rests on the tabletop as well. 


SCOTCH 
Is that so. 


NICK 
When you make things colder, they get smaller. That's a scientific fact. 


BACK TO SCENE 
Scotch shoots him a look. 


SCOTCH 
I hope you didn't have to go to college to figure that out. 


Nick gets his point. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
So you're fixin' to freeze something. 


NICK 
Gasoline. 
(beat) 
You freeze it, it takes up less space. You get two and a half times 
as much in a carburetor. Can you imagine the horsepower? 


Nick grins devilishly. Scotch raises his eyebrows. 
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SCOTCH 
Just remember, it's not the boat, it's the brains. 


Nick holds up a switch. 


NICK 
This will turn on an electro-magnet and release the freon to 
cool the gas line. 


Great. Scotch will leave Nick to his inventing. 


SCOTCH 
I'm goin' over to see Hammer. Help him put in some windows. 


Scotch heads out, stopping momentarily to gaze at his plane, which is entirely 
covered with a canvas tarpaulin. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
(a bit uptight) 
You covered my plane. 


Nick doesn't look up. 
NICK 
(casual) 
There's nothing but dust around here. 


Whatever you say. Scotch shakes his head, then opens the boathouse door. 


SCOTCH 
Don't work too hard, Mr. Edison. 


He's gone. Nick works on his gadget for a moment, then looks back toward the exit. 
Satisfied Scotch isn't coming back, he gets up, goes over to the plane and pulls the 
tarpaulin off. He has plans. 

DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - AFTERNOON 


Nick lounges casually on a chair outside the boathouse when Scotch returns from his 
day of window installation. 
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SCOTCH 
See you're workin’ hard. 


NICK 
I am. I'm working to conserve energy. 


Scotch is about to enter the boathouse. Nick gets up, stands in his way. 


NICK (Contd.) 
You got a minute? 
SCOTCH 
If it's about frozen gas... 
NICK 


(grins) 
This way. 


He leads Scotch around to the other side of the boathouse. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 

On the adjacent dirt parking lot sits Scotch's old bi-winged Jenny, "The Whifferdill 
Special." Looking fabulous. Scotch and Nick come around to it, the former looking 


more than a little shocked. This machine is now a spit and polished craft worthy of 
entry in any air show. Nick grins from ear to ear. Scotch is stunned, speechless. 


SCOTCH 
What the... 
NICK 
(sings) 
‘It's the Whifferdill, oh the Whifferdill...' 
(then) 


I got to thinking, the plane just sits around, collects dust, and the 
only thing I could find broken was the fuel pump. 


Scotch is silent and appears extremely uncomfortable. In fact, downright annoyed. 


NICK (Contd.) 
So I replaced the O-ring and lubed the machine with all the oil in 
southeastern Michigan. Not to mention a paint job that I had to do 
in pieces 'cause you never know when 'ol Scotch will be around. 
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Nick takes a breath, sets himself in a firm stance, awaits his partner's response. After 
a beat, Scotch gives it to him with both barrels. 


SCOTCH 
(explodes) 
Put it back! 
NICK 
(stunned) 
What...? 
SCOTCH 


I said put it back! You had no right to touch my plane. 
(raving mad) 

You can take the wings off, put it in the boathouse and 

don't you ever touch it again! 


Scotch storms off toward the boathouse, leaving a very surprised and devastated Nick 
behind. 


INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - AFTERNOON 


Scotch sits alone on the edge of the Geronimo. Nick timidly enters the boathouse and 
goes over to his workbench to grab some wrenches for removing the wings. 


SCOTCH 
Hey. 
NICK 
Yeah? 
SCOTCH 


Come here. Never mind. I'll come there. 
Scotch gets up, climbs off the boat and has a seat near the workbench. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
You know that thing with your dad, the letter and all? Well, 
I said I'd help you, when the time was right. 


NICK 
I know... 


SCOTCH 
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Let me finish. Most people believe your dad sold out this town to Atwater. 
When you tell me it ain't so, I can believe it, 'cause I know what it's like to 
be tagged. 


Scotch gets up, walks slowly around the boathouse as he speaks. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
My real name is John Marasco. I flew for the Army in the war. Came 
back and ran a small airport in Pennsylvania. Gave lots of rides to kids. 
(beat) 
Had a wife. 


Nick is amazed, takes it all in. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
Sometimes I flew private loads for different people. One time I 
was hired to carry counterfeit money. Only I didn't know it, until 
the cops arrested me in New York. 
(his voice cracks, gets softer) 
My wife ran off. I faced prison. So I got in my plane and flew. 


Nick gets up, walks toward Scotch. The two stand in front of a window that faces the 
Whifferdill. 


NICK 
How'd you end up in Snug Harbor? 


SCOTCH 
I worked barnstormin' a few months. One day I ran out of 
gas. Figured this was as good a place as any. 
(beat) 
I ran so much Scotch one morning that the name stuck. 
Munro...was my mom's name. 


Scotch is silent. Nick doesn't know what to say, so he stands there quietly. 
EXT. DETROIT RIVER - AFTERNOON 


Picture perfect. From out of nowhere the Whifferdill Special darts upward from 
beside a riverside forest. 


EXT. WHIFFERDILL SPECIAL - AFTERNOON 


We move forward, from Scotch's bugs-in-his-teeth grin to Nick's queasy grimace. 
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NICK 
(yells over engine noise) 
You built the marina and the boathouse by yourself? 
SCOTCH 
Pretty much. I got into rum runnin' 'cause I couldn't work 
a legal job. Now people depend on me. Like a family. 
Nick clutches his belly. Scotch grins even larger. Then -- 
ANGLE INSIDE COCKPIT 
The control stick is jammed forward. The Whifferdill dives toward a downriver farm. 
EXT. DOWNRIVER FARM AREA — AFTERNOON 
Norman Rockwell would like this place. The Whifferdill heads straight for the barn. 


CLOSE ON NICK 


Panic time. He notices the barn doors are wide open and could probably 
accommodate the Whifferdill's wing span. 


SCOTCH 
Okay, Nick. Take the stick. I want you to get a feel for this. 


Nick turns his head back to Scotch. 


NICK 
No way!! 


SCOTCH 
Don't worry, I won't let go. 


Scotch reassures Nick as he grabs the control stick in front of him. Nick turns and, 
facing forward once again, grabs his control stick. 


ANGLE ON BARN 


Bright red. A hex sign hangs above the open doors. 
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CLOSE ON SCOTCH'S JOY STICK 


As the Whifferdill enters the barn, Scotch gently releases his grip so that his hand 
surrounds his control stick but does not actually touch it. 


BACK TO SCENE 

Unknowingly, Nick flies the bi-wing through the barn by himself. 

ON NICK 

Elated. 

CLOSE ON SCOTCH 

A smile. 

EXT. DOWNRIVER FARM AREA - AFTERNOON 

The Whifferdill pulls up and away from the barn. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - EVENING 

Pinky, Big Roy, Elsie and Hammer are engrossed in a game of checkers at the 
picnic/cleaning table in front of Scotch's place. Big Roy smiles as he jumps 


Weightman's final three men. 


HAMMER 
Well, I think it's time to open up. I’ve got some thirsty customers. 


PINKY 
Come on, this is the rubber game. 


HAMMER 
Elsie, you take 'em. 


Hammer rises and starts for the Snug Harbor bridge. Pinky quickly sets up for the 
final round. 
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EXT. DETROIT RIVER - EVENING 


The Revenge heads into an Alter Road Canal. Alone, Jake Rye pilots the boat with 
one hand and cocks his Tommy gun with the other. 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - EVENING 

Elsie pets a peaceful Tagger, then makes her first move on the checkerboard. 
EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - EVENING 

The Revenge quickly approaches the Snug Harbor Marina area. 

EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA — EVENING 

Tagger begins barking wildly and runs to the water's edge. 

CLOSE ON ELSIE 


As she lifts her head she is horrified by the sight of Jake and his machine gun 
pointing toward her dad. 


ELSIE 
(yells) 
Dad! Look out!! 
ANGLE ON HAMMER 


Diving to the ground just as Jake riddles the new hardware store windows with 
bullets. 


THE REVENGE 

guns off into the distance. 

ELSIE 

runs to her father, followed by the others. 
HAMMER WEIGHTMAN 


lets out a sigh of relief. 
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INT. WEIGHTMAN'S SPEAKEASY - NIGHT 
Hammer slugs back a shot glass and touches his bandaged head. 


ELSIE 
I don't know. I saw Tagger goin' crazy, so I yelled. I've never 
seen him before. 


PULL BACK TO INCLUDE SCOTCH AND NICK 
Both are quite concerned. Scotch eyes the room for an idea. 


SCOTCH 
I think old Harry's gettin' a bit out of hand. 


Hammer looks at Nick. 


HAMMER 
And I don't think you’re threatenin' him is helping anybody. 


Nick moves to the other end of the bar, not wanting trouble. Scotch leans in to 
Hammer. 


SCOTCH 
(intercedes) 
Hey, Hammer, give the kid a break. He didn't ask for any of this. 


HAMMER 
Fine. I'll lay off. But if you ask me, he's still a punk. 


HAMMER AND SCOTCH'S POV 
Nick and Elsie are having a discussion. 
BACK TO SCENE 
SCOTCH 
Atwater's really applying the pressure. Blowin' up boats. Making 
all kinds of threats. 
HAMMER 


(a bit lighter) 
But worst of all, he shot out my new windows. 
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The two men laugh. Scotch walks over to Nick and whispers in confidence. 


SCOTCH 
Remember what I said about waiting ‘til the right time? 
(beat) 
I think it's the right time. 


No argument from Nick. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Not far away, Two Bit looks over from the piano. 


TWO BIT 
I hear Mr. Atwater is having himself a big society hoo-ha Saturday night. 


SCOTCH 

Funny. I didn't get my invitation. 

(then) 
But maybe I'll go. 

(turns to Nick) 
Sound good? 

Nick isn't sure he likes this idea. 
NICK 


Wouldn't it be better if no one were around? 


SCOTCH 
Maybe. 


(grins slyly) 
But from what I hear, you're great at parties. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. DETROIT RIVER - NEAR ATWATER'S - NIGHT 


Scotch, dressed in a tuxedo, pilots the Geronimo along the shoreline while Nick, also 
dressed to the nines, straightens his bow tie. The runabout rounds another bend 
revealing a place unlike any other on the river. It is Harry Atwater's Chinese temple 
fortress, surrounded by dozens of moored boats. 


NICK 
This place looks like a bad guy lives here. 


100 | STEVEN KUNES 


The strains of "I'm Just Wild About Harry" can be heard over the murmur of party- 
goers crowded on the riverside porch. 


ANGLE ON ROADSIDE 


Near the entrance to this palace, headlights of late-arriving Caddies and Packards 
flicker through the trees. 


ANGLE ON THE GERONIMO 
Scotch pulls the boat up to a small dock well short of the place. 


NICK 
We gonna walk this far? Someone'll see us. 


SCOTCH 
Just follow me. 


Nick follows Scotch on to the dock and up an overgrown path. They come upon a 
rusty round door. Scotch attempts to open it unsuccessfully. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
You gonna help me with this thing, or what? 


Nick reaches into the overgrown brush and tugs on the door, which slowly squeaks 
open. 


NICK 
What the hell is this? 


SCOTCH 
You remember the flashlights? 


Nick hands him a flashlight and holds one of his own. Scotch enters through the 
door, followed closely by Nick. 


INT. UNDERGROUND TUNNELS - ATWATER ESTATE - NIGHT 


A labyrinth of red brick tunnels at the river's edge. We are inside a smuggler's 
paradise. 


NICK 
Where are we? 
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SCOTCH 
Inside a tunnel. Any more questions? 


Nick bumps his head. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
Okay. One night I saw three guys come out to the river from here. 
Since Harry's hideaway is four hundred yards away, I figured they 
either live in the bushes or there's more here than meets the eye. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The two make their way down a long tunnel. As they do we can hear party music 
gradually grow louder. 


NICK 
Atwater must use these tunnels for escape. 


Scotch can't believe his ears. 
SCOTCH 
(sarcastic) 
No. You don't think... 


The couple comes upon a ladder which leads to a wooden door up above. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
I've been in the tunnels before. I haven’t been through this door. 


Off Nick's reaction... 
INT. ATWATER ESTATE CLOSET - NIGHT 


The two climb into a darkened room. Coats hang all around them. Light filters from 
beneath the door. 


SCOTCH 
Just remember. We find the wine cellar fast. These people aren't stupid. 


NICK 
No problem. 
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INT. ATWATER ESTATE - HALLWAY — NIGHT 
The closet door opens. Scotch and Nick make their way down the hallway. Some 
party guests walk by, causing Nick a bit of uneasiness. A ten pound thug stuffed into 
a two pound tux passes, escorting his dame. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Toward the far end of the estate, our guys come upon a door. Scotch opens it. 
SCOTCH'S POV 
stairs, stairs, stairs. 
SCOTCH 
(whispers) 
Bingo. 


INT. ATWATER ESTATE CELLAR — NIGHT 


Nick and Scotch descend the stairs, flashlights on. We see various shots of items 
ranging from old buckets, clothing, to more interesting items such as Tommy guns 


and assorted artillery. 
NICK 
Nice guys. 
SCOTCH (0.S.) 
Over here. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Another door. This one is locked. Not to worry. Scotch removes a set of picks from 
his shoe and skillfully proceeds to open the door. Nick is impressed. 


NICK 
You sure you didn't know about the counterfeit money? 


No comment from Scotch. Just the predecessor to the saying, "If Looks Could Kill." 
The two enter. 
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INT. ATWATER ESTATE - WINE CELLAR - NIGHT 


Earnest and Julio Gallo would be jealous. There are literally thousands upon 
thousands of bottles. If it's been bottled, it's in this room. 


SCOTCH 
We'd better make this fast. Someone's bound to come down 
here for something. 


Nick reaches into his pocket, pulls a well-worn, folded letter out. 


NICK 
(scanning letter) 
Says here there's a piece of evidence inside a bottle of 'Rum Runners." 


The two search the room, seeing everything but rum. 


NICK (Contd.) 
This is like finding a needle in a haystack. 


SCOTCH 
That supposed to be a pep talk? 
(forewarns) 
Don't be disappointed if we don't find it. 
(beat) 
Atwater could've been here already. 


NICK 
(defiant) 
No way. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


As the two continue their search. Scotch pulls several bottles of rum from a wooden 
crate. No luck. Nick runs his fingers along a row of rum bottles. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Nick scans another crate of rum. His face registers something. Scotch notices before 
his partner can speak. 


SCOTCH 
Whatcha got? 
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NICK 
I'm not sure. 


He pulls several bottles from the crate, coming upon one with a "Rum Runners" 
label. 


SCOTCH 
I think we're on to something. 


Nick watches as Scotch takes the bottle and opens it. He then pours its contents on 
the floor. Apparently spotting something inside the bottle, he breaks it against the 
wall. 


CLOSE ON BOTTLE 


A piece of paper, wrapped in wax paper, dangles from the broken glass. Scotch pulls 
it free and hands it to Nick. 


SCOTCH 
I believe this is yours'. 


Nick is almost too nervous to take it. He peels away the wax paper and unfolds what 
turns out to be a letter. 


NICK 
This looks like it's written by a kid. 


CLOSE ON LETTER 

It's held up remarkably well. Jack Trumble obviously knew how to store things. 
MATCH DISSOLVE TO: 

THE SAME LETTER 


Only when we pull back it is Scotch who is doing the reading. He's just finishing up. 


SCOTCH 
So it looks like your old man's a hero. 
(then) 
We finally got Atwater. 
NICK 


All we gotta do is take this evidence to the police. 
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SCOTCH 
First we gotta get out of this place in one piece. 


NICK 
(determined) 
We'll get that bastard now. 


Nick pockets the letter and the two head for the door. 
INT. ATWATER ESTATE - HALLWAY — NIGHT 


Scotch and Nick make their way to the closet door only to find that Harry Atwater is 
standing not ten feet away, talking to some guests. Scotch leads Nick past them and 
winds up in the only other room available. 


INT. ATWATER ESTATE - BALLROOM - NIGHT 


The room is filled with loud and obnoxious hoodlums, their gals, and billowing 
clouds of cigarette smoke. The dance floor shakes from hyperactive Charleston 
flappers. 


ANGLE ON NICK 
He keeps his eye on his surroundings but manages to pour himself a glass of punch. 
ANGLE ON SCOTCH 
A flirtatious woman approaches him. He moves away but not fast enough. 
WOMAN 
(a bit drunk) 


Wanna dance, mister? 


She takes his hands and leads him as Nick watches in amazement. Ironically, the 
band is playing "Lady Be Good." 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


A jealous husband. Not exactly what the doctor ordered. He heads toward Scotch but 
not before Scotch sees him, gets the message and moves away. 


NICK 
You're quite a ladies' man. 


106 | STEVEN KUNES 


SCOTCH 
Let's get outta here. 


The two move toward the entrance and are all but out the door when Atwater comes 
back into the ballroom. He immediately spots Scotch and Nick. 


ATWATER 
You! 


The two put their heads down and barrel out of the place. 
EXT. ATWATER ESTATE - ROADWAY — NIGHT 


The two rush over the little Oriental bridge that connects the front door to the 
roadside. An irate couple -- a goon and a sequined floozy -- are standing there. 


MAN 
(to Nick) 
Where the hell have you been? 


Nick and Scotch are scared. 


MAN (Contd.) 
We've been waiting ten minutes! 
(points) 
Will you get our car? 
SCOTCH 


We certainly will. 
The two head toward a shiny Cadillac. 
ANGLE ON FRONT DOOR 


Two Atwater goons crash open the door and rush over the bridge toward Nick and 
Scotch. 


ANGLE ON CAR 
as it takes off just missing Atwater's men, who in turn draw their guns and fire. 
ANGLE ON COUPLE 


They can't believe this is happening. 
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ANGLE ON ATWATER 
Now standing on the bridge. He shouts to his men. 


ATWATER 
Get the boat ready. 


INT. GERONIMO — NIGHT 


Scotch turns the boat around and makes a quick exit. Nick clutches the evidence in 
his hands. 


EXT. ATWATER ESTATE - NIGHT 


Two doors of a boathouse rise and two speedboats, the "Revenge" and the "Spitfire," 
fly out to the left after the Geronimo. 


EXT. GERONIMO — NIGHT 

Scotch hugs the Geronimo along the coast. His eyes dart from the steering wheel to 
the open water and finally to the pursuing boats. He then looks to the shoreline for 
possible escape routes. 


EXT. ATWATER ESTATE - NIGHT 


In the wake of his two speedboats, Atwater, in his gray hat and coat, rockets the Gray 
Ghost out of his boathouse, but instead of following them left he swings to the right. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - GERONIMO - NIGHT 
Scotch peels away from the coast into the open waters and yells aft to Nick. 


SCOTCH 
Someday I'd just like to go for a peaceful evening cruise. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - LIGHTHOUSE VICINITY - NIGHT 

The fleet rounds a point north of the Atwater estate, revealing the lighthouse jutting 
out from the coastline. Its sweeping lantern illuminates the speeding mahogany hulls 
and their lengthy wakes. 


ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


Scotch concentrates on his pursuers, then turns back to his piloting duties. 
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ANGLE ON THE REVENGE - NICK'S POV 
Nick watches as Jake switches a flashlight on and off. 


CLOSE ON NICK 


who begins to sniff the air like an Indian scout and keeps his eyes riveted on Jake's 
boat. 


BACK TO SCENE 


Moving from the roostertail spray of the Geronimo to Nick struggling to get from the 
aft cockpit to the forward one. 


EXT. GERONIMO COCKPIT - NIGHT 


Nick crouches next to Scotch and again notices the flashing light on the bow of the 
Revenge. 


CLOSE ON NICK 
Nick recalls Scotch's speech about watching for signals. 


SCOTCH (0.S.) 
See that signal? Well, first you gotta know it's a signal. Once 
you got that, you gotta figure out who's signaling who... 


Nick looks forward to see where Jake is signaling... 


SCOTCH (0.S.) 
...then make sure they're not after you. 


WIDER ANGLE 


reveals the Spitfire heading right for the Geronimo. Guns are being pointed directly 
at Scotch and Nick. Scotch hits the throttle but the Spitfire gains on them rapidly. 


INSERT - THROTTLE 


as Nick reaches over and pulls a lever down. The boat rockets forward, quickly 
leaving the Spitfire in the distance. 


SCOTCH 
What the... 
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NICK 
I call that a little gas, a lotta class. 


Scotch smiles. The kid's passed the test. 
EXT. DETROIT RIVER - LIGHTHOUSE REEF — NIGHT 


Suddenly, the brass plated bow of the Gray Ghost cuts through the water. We pull 
back to reveal Harry Atwater at the helm. He's heading straight for the Geronimo. 


EXT. GERONIMO - NIGHT 

Scotch turns the wheel hard left and sends Nick falling into the front seat head first. 
VARIOUS ANGLES 

Scotch is successful in luring both the Revenge and the Spitfire into Lighthouse Reef 
with its series of pilings that jut from the water. Some skillful maneuvering allows 
him to skirt several pilings. The two speedboats aren't so lucky. They crash into the 
pilings, forcing their occupants to go for an unexpected evening swim. 

ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


momentarily satisfied, he continues to maneuver skillfully. Then -- 


NICK (O.S.) 
Watch out! 


ANGLE ON GRAY GHOST 

as it enters the labyrinthian reef. 
ANGLE ON THE LIGHTHOUSE 
It's lantern blindingly sweeps. 
CLOSE ON SCOTCH 

His eyes widen. 

ANGLE ON GRAY GHOST 


The lighthouse beam sweeps across the deck of the Gray Ghost roaring directly for 
the Geronimo. 
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ANGLE ON GERONIMO 


The Geronimo hits a piling, gashing the hull, before it crashes head on in flames into 
the lighthouse base. 


ANGLE ON GERONIMO WRECKAGE 

The lighthouse beam sweeps the wreckage. Nick attempts to yell out but his voice is 
muffled by the sound of the Gray Ghost's engine and leaping flames. He spots Scotch 
treading water. Scotch signals back that he is okay. Nick sees the evidence has fallen 
from his pocket and floats near a rock. He swims toward it frantically. 

CLOSE ON SCOTCH 

Quickly sensing trouble. 

ANGLE ON GRAY GHOST 

Atwater has now passed the wreckage and swings the boat around. 


ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


He yells to Nick but it's too loud for him to hear anything. Scotch swims furiously to 
warn him. 


EXT. GRAY GHOST COCKPIT — NIGHT 


Atwater's gray gloved hand shoves the throttle down. An arching roostertail shoots 
from the stern of the boat. 


EXT. LIGHTHOUSE REEF - NIGHT 

Nick reaches the evidence and grabs it. He turns to show Scotch. 

ANGLE ON ATWATER 

The lighthouse beam sweeps over Atwater and the raging stern of the Gray Ghost. 
ANGLE ON SCOTCH AND NICK 


Scotch reaches Nick, leaps out of the water and plunges him under the river's surface. 
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EXT. DETROIT RIVER - UNDERWATER - NIGHT 


Confused, Nick struggles against Scotch but looks up through the bubbles to see his 
hero hit by the gray speedboat bow. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - UNDERWATER - NIGHT 


In the wake of Atwater's speedboat, the evidence is washed from Nick's hands and 
moves further underwater toward the bottom of the river. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - LIGHTHOUSE REEF - NIGHT 


Nick surfaces and immediately the sirens and spotlights of Coast Guard boats 
dissuade Atwater and his men from further pursuit. 


NICK 
Scotch?! 


DISSOLVE TO: 
INT. WEIGHTMAN'S HARDWARE - NIGHT 


Elsie and Hammer stand by the counter as a wet, battered Nick staggers in. Elsie 
rushes to him. 


ELSIE 
Nick! What happened? 


No response. Then -- 


ELSIE (Contd.) 
Where's Scotch? 


Nick looks at Hammer, who can see in the kid's eyes that his friend is not coming 
back. 


HAMMER 
Was it quick? 


Nick nods. 
HAMMER (Contd.) 


That son of a bitch. He always said they'd have to fish him 
off the bottom of the river. 
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Nick embraces Elsie as she completely breaks down. Hammer stares at the floor, 
silent. 

SLOW DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - DAY 

This place has an eerie feel to it. First off, its windows are semi-covered, casting a 
shadow over the Geronimo, which rests in its cradle. We pan the length of the ship 
and see its smashed hull as well as evidence of fire damage and flooding. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 

near Scotch's workbench, Tagger gets up and heads for the door as he hears -- 

NICK 


about to enter. 


NICK 
Hey, Tagger. 


Tagger wags his tail and follows Nick as he walks through the otherwise lonely 
place. 


NICK'S POV - THE GERONIMO 
It's seen better days. 
BACK TO SCENE 
NICK (Contd.) 
(to Tagger) 
Guess I'll be feeding you from now on. 
Nick picks up Scotch's old tool bag, places it on his workbench. He plays with the 
old cylindrical phonograph, inadvertently turning it on. What he hears surprises him: 
a recording of Scotch, Hammer and the gang singing along to "My Long Ago Girl." 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Amongst some papers, Nick picks up a photograph of Scotch and a woman. On the 
reverse are the words "John and Christine Marasco, on their wedding day." 
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NICK 


reacts by placing the picture back in its place, then finding it again and standing it up 
on the workbench next to Scotch's liquor gadget. 


ANGLE ON PHONOGRAPH 


As Nick shuts it off he gets an idea. Quickly he begins gathering up odd shaped metal 
tubing, wires, a ball of string, and placing these items in Scotch's old tool bag. 


INT. WEIGHTMAN'S HARDWARE - DAY 
Elsie and a customer are in mid-conversation as Nick enters. 


NICK 
(interrupts) 
Hi. Look, could I talk to you a second? 


ELSIE 
(annoyed) 
In a minute. 


Nick's impatient, heads on into the speakeasy before Elsie can stop him. 
INT. WEIGHTMAN'S SPEAKEASY - DAY 


Nick walks in on perhaps the quietest speakeasy in the history of Prohibition. The 
usual gang is present -- Big Roy, Pinky Neil, Bob Lipman and other fellow officers 
of the law, Two Bit....who all look toward -- 


HAMMER 
who studies Nick as if he were an alien from another planet. 


NICK 
(to Hammer) 
Mr. Weightman, sir. Could I have a word with you? 
(beat) 


In private. 


HAMMER 
You got somethin' to say, you say it here. 
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NICK 
(leans in, whispers) 
I found what we need to get Harry Atwater. 
HAMMER 
Get out of here. 
(then) 
We've had more than enough. You been gone five years. Maybe 


it's time you hit the road again. 


Fine. Nick heads toward the back door, spots Pinky and Big Roy and seems about to 
approach them. 


PINKY AND BIG ROY 

both stare at their drinks. 

NICK 

decides otherwise and heads toward -- 
BOB LIPMAN 


who returns with an intrigued look of his own. 


NICK 
Come on. You know my dad was murdered. 
(beat) 
What about justice?! 


Lipman says nothing, just takes another sip from his beer mug. 


NICK (Contd.) 
Guess not. 


Nick gets the message, walks out the back door. 
EXT. WEIGHTMAN'S HARDWARE - DAY 
Nick heads away from the store. Elsie chases after him. 


ELSIE 
Nick Trumble. Wait up. 
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Nick stops, lets Elsie catch up. 


ELSIE (Contd.) 
I don't know what you said, but you got my dad awful mad. 


NICK 
Not you, too. 
(then) 
I'm just trying to help him. To help everyone. 
(beat) 


God, I forgot how stubborn this town could be. 
Elsie looks at Nick. She's furious. 


ELSIE 
This town? Maybe it's you who needs help. My God, Nick, what 
does it take? Scotch is dead and you're still looking for "evidence... “ 


NICK 
I found out why my father sold his half of the brewery to Atwater. 


Elsie is about to interrupt. Nick waves her off. 


NICK (Contd.) 
Let me finish. It's more complicated than money. It's about murder. 
And, it's about your dad. 


ELSIE 
(disbelieving) 
Come on, Nick... 


NICK 
My father doesn't owe Snug Harbor a damn thing. Snug Harbor 
owes my dad a lot. Now I'm gonna get Atwater once and for all 
-- back where it all started. With the help of this town or not. 


ELSIE 
(worried) 
I don't understand how you could bring my father into any of this. 


Hammer has since exited the store and stands at a distance from the two -- putting 
Elsie in a real bind. 
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NICK 
You want me to explain? 


ELSIE 
(evasive) 
I guess you're gonna do what you're gonna do. 
Nick turns and walks off, leaving Elsie to consider the situation. 
EXT. TRUMBLE BUNGALOW - DAY 
Nick drives up next to his father's bungalow and gets out of the car. We can see that 
Scotch's tool bag with the phonograph and other paraphernalia has been placed on 
the passenger seat. 


CLOSE ON NICK 


as he heads toward the house he is hit with the same Indian scout instinct on which 
Scotch Munro relied. He immediately stops dead in his tracks. 


NICK'S POV 


He looks in several directions to make sure no one is around. This place does not feel 
the same. 


CLOSE ON FRONT DOOR 


Nick approaches the door with utmost caution. Something tells him to use a stick to 
open the door. He stands to one side as he does this. 


CLOSE ON NICK 

as he slowly presses the stick against the door. It begins to open. Then -- 
BOOM 

The door shatters into splinters, causing the whole area to erupt in noise. 
NICK'S POV 


A shotgun has been rigged to fire at him. The opening of the door has also caused the 
gun to fire into several cans of gasoline. Soon the bungalow is engulfed in flames. 
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INT. TRUMBLE BUNGALOW - DAY 


Nick frantically attempts to collect his most personal mementos -- the ship in a bottle, 
a picture of him with his father and mother. He realizes this may prove impossible 
and hurries to escape through the window, just as he entered upon his arrival to Snug 
Harbor. 


EXT. TRUMBLE BUNGALOW - DAY 


Nick cuts his arm once again as he leaves through the broken glass. He also drops the 
ship in the bottle, which shatters on the ground beneath his feet. 


LONG SHOT - THE BUNGALOW 


Nick watches from a distance as the home burns to the ground. Sirens can be heard 
but Nick's not staying around for them. He heads for his car and takes off. 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR GROCERY STORE - AFTERNOON 


Nick's at a pay phone, placing a nickel in the slot. He dials a number written on a 
paper he's pulled from his shirt pocket. 


NICK 
(into phone) 
Mr. Harry Atwater, please. 
(beat) 
Nick Trumble. 


Nick nervously looks around to see no one is watching. Then -- 


NICK (Contd.) 

I'm afraid he can't call me back. Just tell him Piper Street Canal, 
February 27, 1918. 

(then) 
Harry, glad you could pick up the phone. 

(dead serious) 
I ain't gonna beat around the bush. I got something in my 
possession that'll keep you alive. You want it? 


NICK’S POV 


Nick again checks the area around the phone booth. Still all clear. 
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NICK (Contd.) 
Then here's the way it's gonna be. You meet me at eight o'clock 
tonight at the brewery. You bring the deed to the place — only 
with my name on it. That's right. 


Atwater's obviously putting up an argument on the other end. Nick cuts him off. 


NICK (Contd.) 

I'll have a piece of paper with me that'll save your life. 

(beat) 
And Harry, you come alone, okay? If I even think someone 
else is with you, there won't be a second chance. 

(then) 
Nice touch with the shotgun. You try anything stupid like that 
again and I'll rip your heart out through your throat. 


Nick hangs up, cautiously heads for his car. 


EXT. TRUMBLE BUNGALOW — EVENING 


Too little too late. A fire truck is parked in front and firemen direct water into what's 
left of the house. 


SEVERAL COPS 

scan the debris. They're not optimistic. 
ELSIE AND HAMMER 

watch as the firemen search for signs of Nick. 


HAMMER 
Well, I don't know why you wanna hang around here. There's 
nothin' anyone can do. 
(he starts to leave) 
You comin'? 


ELSIE 
Uh, no, I can get a ride back. 


HAMMER 
Suit yourself. 


He walks toward his car, gets in and drives off. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


A cop has come away from the house and toward Elsie. 


ELSIE 
(to cop) 
Any sign of Nick? 
COP 
We don't know. 


Another cop walks over, speaks to the first police officer. 
COP #2 
It doesn't appear he's in there. 
(then) 

We found a shotgun rigged to the door jamb. 

Elsie thinks to herself. 
NICK (0.S.) 
Now I'm gonna get Atwater once and for all -- back where 


it all started. 


ELSIE 
(to herself) 
The brewery. 

Elsie heads toward the dock where she boards the Wildcard. 
INT. WILDCARD — EVENING 
Elsie fires up the engine, releases the moorings and pulls away from the small dock. 
EXT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - EVENING 
Nick's Packard is parked near the front fence. 


INT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY — EVENING 


We pan past several old tanks until we come upon one whose door is open wide. 
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CLOSE ON A PAIR OF HANDS 


which fiddle with two metal tubes, fitting them together and connecting them snugly 
to a hole in the base of the tank. 


PULL BACK TO REVEAL 

the owner of the hands, Nick Trumble, who carefully attaches a piece of string to the 
door of the tank. He says hello into the tank and it echoes a bit. Satisfied, Nick moves 
away and we -- 


FOLLOW HIM 


as he checks both the metal tubing and the string, all the way to the rear wall of the 
brewery where -- 


THE CYLINDRICAL PHONOGRAPH 

sits, hidden behind some wooden crates. Nick winds the machine up and secures the 
string to its on/off switch. He then places the end of the metal tubing into a small 
fitting connected to the speaker of the phonograph. Satisfied the machine is properly 
working, he moves to the front entrance of the brewery and looks outside. 

NICK'S POV - OUTSIDE 

Nothing yet. 

INSERT - NICK'S POCKETWATCH 

It reads 7:42. 

CLOSE ON NICK 

He takes a deep breath and tries to relax. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - EVENING 


Elsie pilots the Wildcard downriver toward the brewery. She passes the buoy where 
she and Nick shared champagne. 


INSERT - WILDCARD THROTTLE 


Elsie presses the handle all the way forward. 
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THE WILDCARD 

surges ahead at full speed. 

INT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - DUSK 
Nick hears a car, looks outside. 

NICK'S POV — OUTSIDE 


Atwater's Cadillac pulls up beside Nick's Packard. Atwater looks around before 
getting out. A driver sits in the car, waiting. 


BACK TO NICK 


who watches Atwater walk toward the entrance. When he reaches it, Nick opens the 
door. 


NICK 
I said alone. 


ATWATER 
Of course. 


Atwater waves to his driver and the Cadillac moves away. 


ATWATER (Contd.) 
Can we make this fast, Mr. Trumble? I'm a very busy man. 


NICK 
Sure. Let's take a walk. 


Nick leads Atwater on a small tour around the place. 


NICK (Contd.) 
Been here lately, Harry? 


ATWATER 
I have the deed. Do you have the page from the diary? 


NICK 
So you knew about the diary. Fancy that. 
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EXT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - DUSK 


The Wildcard is tied to a wooden piling at the river's edge. Elsie is not aboard 
because -- 


INT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - DUSK 

-- she's in the process of sneaking in through the rear entrance. Hearing voices, she 
quickly hides behind a tank, then moves a bit until she is behind a stack of wooden 
crates not far from the phonograph. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 


Nick and Atwater stop beside the metal tank with the door half open. 


ATWATER 
May we conclude this now, Mr. Trumble? 


NICK 
Place gives ya the creeps, huh? Okay. Let's do it. 


Nick leans against the tank and manages to open the door a bit more. Nothing 
unusual, except that doing this -- 


CLOSE ON PHONOGRAPH 

-- pulls a string which turns on the machine, causing the cylinder to turn. 
ELSIE 

is able to see this, as well as to hear the two men talking. 

BACK TO SCENE 


NICK (Contd.) 
What I want to know is why did you do it? 


ATWATER 
What's it to you? 


NICK 
Oh, I don't know. I guess I have some strange fascination 
why a grown man would murder a twelve-year-old girl. 
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Atwater doesn't fluster. He just speaks coldly. 


ATWATER 
Capone cheated me from the beginning. He takes three quarters 
of everything I bring in. I do better than anybody else, and he 
repays me by giving half my territory away. 


ON ELSIE 
as she watches the cylinder spin. 


NICK (O:S.) 
So you killed his daughter? 


ATWATER (O.S.) 
Goddaughter. A spoiled little brat. She used to come to Snug Harbor to go 
ice skating. Took lessons from Hammer Weightman. 


This hits home with Elsie. 
BACK TO SCENE 


NICK 
Then you arranged for an accident to occur? 


ATWATER 
(almost proud) 
That's all it was supposed to be. An accident to get Capone to come to 
Snug Harbor. Figured I could take care of him once he was on my turf. 


EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - WINTER AFTERNOON 


It's blustery. In the distance we see a bundled up Hammer Weightman teaching a 
little girl, Helen Fratangelo, to ice skate on the frozen canal. 


ATWATER (O:S.) 
Weightman was teaching the kid to skate -- the way he taught all the 
kids. Well, you know how it can get dangerous on those frozen canals. 
(laughs) 
Always a little child falling through. Every winter, like clockwork. 


EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - WINTER AFTERNOON (ANOTHER DAY) 


This time Harry Atwater is pouring something from a bottle on to the ice. 
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NICK (O:S.) 
You did all this to get Capone to come to Snug Harbor so that you 
could kill him. 


ATWATER (O.S.) 
And I used a bottle of Capone's favorite hooch to do it. The ice softened 
just enough to give way. 


INT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - NIGHT 
Elsie is amazed, to say the least. 


NICK (O.S.) 
Then you convinced my father it was Hammer's fault. 


CLOSE ON PHONOGRAPH 
its cylinder still spinning. 


ATWATER (0:S.) 
The girl was supposed to meet him there, only Weightman got 
a message cancelling the lesson. 


TWO SHOT - NICK AND ATWATER 


ATWATER (Contd.) 
Funny thing. Capone said he'd kill whomever was responsible. 


NICK 
That must be when you made a deal with my dad. His controlling 
share of the brewery for Hammer Weightman's life. 


ATWATER 
(laughs) 
Figured Capone didn't show, I might as well get something for my time. 
(beat) 


Took me five tries out there 'til it worked. 
EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - WINTER AFTERNOON 


Helen Fratangelo watches Atwater from a distance as he continues pouring alcohol in 
one large circle on the ice. 
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NICK (O.S.) 
But you didn't know the kid kept a diary. 


ATWATER (O.S.) 
No. It threw the whole thing off. Your father found it hidden 
in the attic where she used to live. 


HELEN (0.S.) 
I wonder what my Uncle Harry was pouring on the ice. This is 
the third time I saw him do it. Maybe it'll help me do a spin. 


INT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - NIGHT 
Nick and Atwater are at a standstill. Atwater finally breaks the silence. 


ATWATER 
Your father tried to make a deal with me -- the diary for the deed 
-- but -- it didn't work out. Maybe this time it will. 


NICK 
Maybe. Let's have the deed. 


ATWATER 
First the page from the diary. 


Nick pulls an envelope from his jacket. Atwater hands Nick a parchment document. 
CLOSE ON DOCUMENT 

as Nick scans it. Sure enough it's a deed with Nick's name on it. 

BACK TO SCENE 

as Atwater looks at the diary page. 


ATWATER 
I hope this is just a joke, Mr. Trumble. 


NICK 
Look, the real one was lost when you ran down me and Scotch. I didn't 
want to disappoint you, so I made one myself. 


Atwater pulls a gun which Nick knocks away. He then throws Atwater into the tank 
and runs toward the front entrance. 
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ANGLE ON ENTRANCE 


A dead end. Two of Atwater's men have shown up. Nick's in big trouble. He locks 
the door, keeping them out for the time being. 


BACK TO ATWATER 

who starts to get up. 

NICK 

heads for the crates and looks for the metal cylinder. It’s gone! 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Elsie holds it up, much to Nick's surprise. 


NICK 
What the... 

ELSIE 
Hell. That's the word you're looking for. 

(then) 
Let's go. 
Nick takes the cylinder from her. 

NICK 
The front's blocked. 

ELSIE 
Come on. 


She leads him toward the rear entrance. 
ANGLE ON ATWATER 


who has gotten up and wipes his bloody mouth. He sees Nick and Elsie heading for 
the back, and also sees the recording cylinder underneath Nick's arm. In a panic, he 
lets his men in the front entrance. 


ATWATER 
I want both of them dead. 
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EXT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY — NIGHT 
Nick follows Elsie out into the night. 


NICK 
We supposed to swim back to Snug Harbor? 


ELSIE 
You can. I'm gonna take your boat. 


Nick can now see the Wildcard. The two rush to get aboard as one of Atwater's men 
fires at them. 


ANGLE ON THE WILDCARD 

Nick fires it up as Elsie releases the line. They are barely away from shore as Atwater 
and his men make it to the river's edge. Several shots are fired, one of which goes 
through the windshield not six inches to the left of Nick's head. 


ANGLE ON ATWATER 


ATWATER 
This time he won't get away. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER — NIGHT 
The Wildcard speeds away from the brewery. 


ELSIE 
You shouldn't have come here alone. 


NICK 
(smiles) 
I didn't. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


In no time flat, Atwater and two of his men have managed to board the Revenge and 
are now in pursuit. 


BACK TO SCENE 


NICK 
Shit. 
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Elsie sees the trouble, which not only seems to be making rapid progress -- but seems 
to have tripled. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


On each side of the Revenge, two other Atwater speedboats have joined in the action. 
Atwater waves them frantically in Nick's direction. 


BACK TO SCENE 


Left with no other alternative for the time being, Nick heads for the treacherous 
lighthouse pilings. 


SCOTCH (V.O.) 
..1f I can't shake 'em out there I bring 'em through here. 


ELSIE 
Nick, we can't do this. 


But Nick skillfully slides around a piling. 
CLOSE ON THE REVENGE 
It equals Nick's maneuver, as does another of Atwater's boats. 
THE THIRD ATWATER BOAT 
is not as lucky, crashing into a piling and ripping open most of his hull. 
BACK TO SCENE 
Free and clear, Nick heads the Wildcard toward the marina. 
SCOTCH (V.O.) 
.It's like diving through a barn. You just gotta know where 
your wings are. 
EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - NIGHT 
An occasional shot rings out, but Elsie and Nick are careful to stay low. 


THE PHONOGRAPHIC CYLINDER 


rests in Scotch's tool bag underneath the driver's seat. 
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THE LIGHTS IN SEVERAL HOUSES 


come on, and their curious inhabitants scurry outside in robes to see the event taking 
place. 


THE WILDCARD 

is chased by the two remaining boats past a row of slips filled with sleeping cruisers. 
Nick makes a hard left. The second Atwater boat tries to follow but instead slides 
right up the trailer launch driveway and on to its side like a beached whale. 

ANGLE ON THE REVENGE 

as Atwater and his men continue to fire upon Nick and Elsie. 

ANGLE ON TOWNSPEOPLE 

who witness this horrifying event, watching bullets ricochet off the Wildcard as it 
passes under a small bridge that connects the small island of slips to the mainland 
portion of the marina. 

EXT. WILCARD COCKPIT - NIGHT 

Elsie reaches down and grabs a single bottle of Canadian Red. 


ANGLE ON OTHER SECOND ATWATER BOAT 


The co-pilot gunman stops shooting at Nick and Elsie and covers his face as he is 
bombarded by a barrage of booze bottle bombs. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - THE MOSQUITO 


Locke and his men are just arriving. Locke smiles as he watches Elsie toss liquor 
bombs at Atwater's men. 


THE WILDCARD 


is almost free and clear, but Atwater has since moved to the outside and prevents 
Nick from getting to the open river. Once again he is forced back into the marina. 


ANGLE ON NICK 


who slides a knife from under the dash. 
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NICK 
Looks like it's party time again. 


ANGLE ON THE WILDCARD 


Nick makes the same hard left but this time he swings wide and under a canvas-strap- 
suspended boat waiting for a morning launch. 


ANGLE ON SUSPENDED BOAT 


As they glide under it, Nick cuts the straps, sending the dingy crashing down just 
behind the Wildcard's stern. 


NICK AND ELSIE 

watch with delight. 

ANGLE ON THE MARINA 

As Atwater's second boat slams into the fallen craft. 
THE REVENGE 

has almost caught up to Nick. 

ELSIE 

tosses the last liquor bomb, but — 

ATWATER 


successfully dodges it and smiles. He then draws a bead on Nick and prepares to pull 
the trigger...but is hit squarely in the face by Elsie's tumbling canvas seat cushion. 


THE TWO BOATS 
are closer than they've ever been. 
ON NICK 


as he spots a half-submerged skiff in one of the slips. He quickly pilots the Wildcard, 
full speed ahead, into the sunken vessel. 
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WIDE SHOT 


Using the sunken skiff as a ramp, the Wildcard leaps over the dock and lands in an 
open slip on the other side. 


A GROUP OF TOWNSPEOPLE 


have gathered at the marina, which include Hammer, Pinky Neil, Big Roy, Two Bit, 
Bob Lipman, several other cops, and, of course, Locke and his men. All witness 
Nick's maneuver. 


HARRY ATWATER 


isn't as lucky. The Revenge hits the submerged skiff and crashes into the dock, 
causing Atwater and his boys to fly off the boat and into the water. As they swim 
toward the dock, Locke is there to apprehend them. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Hammer and some other people head to where the Wildcard has stopped. 


HAMMER 
(yells out) 
You guys all right? 


NICK AND ELSIE 
signal they're okay. Hammer finally reaches them. 


NICK 
It looks like we took care of Harry once and for all. 


ELSIE 
And...we got the brewery back! 


HAMMER 
I don't understand... 


NICK 
We'll explain later. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Locke handcuffs Atwater and his men. 
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ATWATER 
You've got nothing on me. 


LOCKE 
Oh, how about attempted murder, possession of illegal firearms, 
reckless endangerment... 


ATWATER 


(shrugs) 
My lawyers will have me on the street by lunchtime. 


ANGLE ON FAR END OF MARINA 


The familiar black "Chicago" car that Atwater knows so well. The men inside watch 
the event closely. 


NICK 


walks over to Atwater. He's holding the phonographic cylinder. He's about to turn it 
over to Locke, then reconsiders. 


NICK 
(indicating Capone car) 
I think those guys might put this to better use. 
ATWATER 


is a walking sewage system now. Locke takes him away. 


LOCKE 
(calls back to Nick) 
Guess I got me a Drummond fish. 
CLOSE ON NICK 
smiling. Elsie gives him a hug. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Some townspeople work to secure the Wildcard and clean up the wreckage in the 
marina. 
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The people of Snug Harbor pitch in to set things right once again. 
INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE — DAY 
We move slowly through Scotch's boathouse, coming upon several open suitcases 
filled with items of Nick's clothing and other personal belongings. We continue until 
we reach the liquor gadget which rests on the workbench -- directly in front of a 
picture of Scotch. 
CLOSER ON LIQUOR GADGET 
as liquor flows from a spigot and fills a glass. 


EXT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - DAY 


The town has gathered at the brewery to celebrate. A ribbon has been stretched 
across the entrance. The place is immaculate, not a speck of graffiti anywhere. 


CLOSE ON A PAIR OF SCISSORS 

as they cut their way through the ribbon. The townspeople cheer. 
INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE — DAY 

Still close on the liquor gadget. 


NICK (O.S.) 
Here's to getting our brewery back. 


The weight of the glass tips the scale... 
EXT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY — DAY 


The crowd is ecstatic. Hammer puts his arm around Nick, while Tagger jumps all 
over the two of them. 


HAMMER 
I'll second that. 


BIG ROY 
(calls out) 
When's the wedding? 
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ELSIE 
We'll let you know. 
TWO BIT 
(to Pinky) 
They always do. 


INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE — DAY 


Tighter on the liquor gadget. A marble rolls down a trough that triggers a tiny mouse 
trap and lights a match... 


HAMMER (O.S.) 
Well, we got our brewery back, but we still gotta deal with Prohibition. 


..that ignites the liquor in the glass, which illuminates the picture of Scotch. 


NICK (0.S.) 
Well, like Scotch says, 'Nothing lasts forever.’ 


TITLE OVER SCOTCH'S PICTURE 


"Prohibition officially ended on December 6, 1933 -- four months and two days after 
the town of Snug Harbor got its brewery back." 


FADE OUT 
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Dinner at the Homesick Restaurant 


UNDER CREDITS 

FADE IN: 

EXT. BALTIMORE STREET - DAY 

A procession of late-twenties automobiles, decorated with pompoms and streamers, 
gets ready to take off. A few have tin cans tied to the bumpers. The words, "Just 
Married," have been scrawled across a rear windshield. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


As the horns honk and the cars head down the street, residents line the block for a 
glimpse of the wedding party. People wave and shout to the bride and groom. 


ANGLE ON POLICE CAR 


as the officer, who has stepped out, stops the one car heading in the opposite 
direction to accommodate the procession. 


EXT. WOODBINE ROAD - DAY 

Small brick homes line the entire block. We favor one of these: a simple but well- 
kept brick house, distinguished mainly by its flower bed out front. We can hear a 
woman humming. 


EXT. BACKYARD - DAY 


We see the back of a woman as she works in the garden. The horns from the wedding 
procession begin to be heard in the background. 


CLOSE ON WOMAN 


Pearl Tull, a slender thirty-year-old woman, still beautiful but with the faint 
beginnings of lines around her eyes, kneels in the dirt behind the frame house. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Her pinafore is a mess. Perspiration rolls down her back as she weeds the garden. 
The sound of piano scales comes from the house next door. Pearl hums to herself. 
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EXT. WOODBINE ROAD - DAY 


About a mile away, the procession turns onto Woodbine Road. Neighbors hear the 
horns and come out on their front lawns. Some peek through their front windows. 


EXT. BACKYARD - DAY 


As the sound of the horns becomes louder, Pearl's digging becomes more driven. It's 
obvious she's not about to run to the front of the house to see anything, much less a 
wedding procession. 


EXT. WOODBINE ROAD - DAY 


The procession slowly passes Pearl's house, where two elderly people, Bessie and 
Seward, stand on the stoop and wave to the wedding party. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


Soon the cars pass and disappear down the street. The neighborhood people wander 
back inside. 


CREDITS END 
EXT. BACKYARD - DAY 


Pearl's gardening has returned to a more natural pace. The sound of piano scales 
continues. Pearl begins to hum again. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


As she reaches for a towel, around the side of the house comes a young, handsome 
blue-eyed stranger. 


BECK TULL 


twenty-four, in a loud plaid sport coat. His black hair is waved into a pompadour and 
his straw hat with a fancy band is pushed back. Beck carries a bunch of flowers and a 
Whitman Sampler box. He juggles them as he unlatches the gate. 


BECK 
Hello, hello. Anyone back here? 
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PEARL 
absorbed, doesn't hear. 
ANGLE ON BECK 


who spots her and crosses the yard, stopping right at Pearl's feet. 


BECK 
Pearl. Pearl Cody! 
ANGLE ON PEARL 
surprised and flustered, looks up. 
PEARL'S POV - BECK UP ABOVE 
BECK (Contd.) 


We met this morning at church. You said it would be all right 
for me to call. 

(smiles) 
Well, I'm calling. 


BACK TO PEARL 


This can't really be happening. Beck puts his hand out and helps Pearl to her feet. 
Pearl smooths her hair which has becomingly escaped from the top knot. She 
desperately looks for a pocket for the towel as Beck hands her the flowers and 
chocolates. 


BECK (Contd.) 
I represent the Tanner Corporation out of Norfolk. 
(then) 
Emmaline introduced us. 


PEARL 
(assuring) 
Of course I remember. Beck Tull. 


INT. KITCHEN - DAY 


Aunt Bessie and Uncle Seward watch through the window as Pearl and Beck talk. 
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UNCLE SEWARD 
Flowers...and candy. 


AUNT BESSIE 
So it would appear. 


Beck turns to go and Pearl walks toward the back door. Aunt Bessie looks at Pearl, 
then out the window in time to see Beck disappearing down the driveway. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Aunt Bessie and Uncle Seward busy themselves at the kitchen table with the Sunday 
paper as Pearl enters. She puts the flowers down on the sink and starts to fill a vase. 


AUNT BESSIE (Contd.) 
Who was that, Pearl? You didn't ask him in. 


Pearl turns off the water and places the flowers in the vase. Doesn't turn around. 


PEARL 
You'll meet him this evening. He's asked me out. 


AUNT BESSIE 
(disapprovingly) 
Last minute...and on a Sunday night... 


Pearl, carrying the vase and candy, starts toward the back stairs. 


PEARL 
I don't care. I'm going. 


Pearl continues upstairs. From behind his paper -- 


UNCLE SEWARD 
(to himself) 
Who's stopping you? 


He puts down the paper. Aunt Bessie is looking straight at him. 
UNCLE SEWARD (Contd.) 


For God's sake, Bessie, don't be so particular. We're never going 
to get her off our hands. 
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INT. PEARL'S BEDROOM — DAY 


We are close on a clock whose weights spin back and forth inside a crystal. Soon we 
move to other items - photographs, powder box, music box, brush, comb and mirror 
set on a doily on her vanity -- and other knick-knacks which will go with her 
throughout her life. Pearl places the flowers on her dressing table, then has a look at 
herself in the mirror. She smiles, excited. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

inside an open drawer is Pearl's diary. She takes it out and moves to the bed. 
ANGLE ON PEARL 

as she lies on her bed, writing in her diary. 


PEARL (V.O.) 
July 9, 1929. I went out behind the house to weed. I was 
kneeling in the dirt with my pinafore a mess... 


EXT. THE CHARLES CLUB - NIGHT 
Not bad for a Sunday night. People dressed to the nines come and go. 


PEARL (V.O.) 
..and over walked a very tall, very decent man. There I was, 
working in the garden, dirt all over my hands. 


CLOSE ON PEARL 


who is dancing with Beck. She's dressed in a flowered rayon dress, with a gardenia 
behind her ear. As they dance, Beck is describing the wonders of the Tanner 
Corporation -- and himself. 


BECK 
Tanner has the finest line of farm and garden equipment over 
the entire Eastern seaboard. And their number one salesman in 
Northwestern Virginia is yours truly! 


Pearl is happy, then reflective. 
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PEARL 
So you're just passing through. 
(beat) 


How did you ever meet Errrrnaline? 


BECK 
Oh, I make sure that come Sunday morning, I'm in a town where 
there's a Baptist church. 


PEARL 
I'm Episcopalian. I just went this morning because Emmaline asked me. 


BECK 
Lucky for me. 


The music stops, and Beck ends the dance with a flourish. Pearl starts to leave the 
floor but Beck continues to hold her hand. She starts to pull her hand away but Beck 
looks down and places his hand to hers, palm to palm. 


BECK (Contd.) 
You have the tiniest hands, Pearl. 


Then Beck steps back and looks admiringly at all of Pearl. 


BECK (Contd.) 
And so refined. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Beck leads a dumbfounded Pearl over to a table. 


PEARL 
I can certainly see you make a good salesman. 


BECK 
I prefer to think of myself as someone who doesn't sell, but as 
someone who rediscovers. 


PEARL 
(humors him) 


Is that so? 


A waitress stops by. 
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BECK 
How about two tall lemonades. 
(beaming) 
This is a celebration. 


The waitress moves away. 


PEARL 
You must celebrate any old thing. 


BECK 
(smiles) 
Not any. 


ANGLE ON TABLE - A WHILE LATER 


The couples are well into the evening by now. Pearl is receptive to a very 
enthusiastic Beck. 


BECK 
Mr. Tanner himself told me that I'm just the kind of fellow that 
will go straight to the top. He's giving me the Newport News 
territory. All on account of the penny washers. 


PEARL 
(sips lemonade) 
I'm not familiar with the penny washers... 


The band starts up again. Beck responds quickly, takes Pearl's hand, leads her onto 
the floor. 


ANGLE ON BECK AND PEARL 
as they dance softly, oblivious to everyone else. 


BECK 
My company makes a garden trowel. We punch a hole in the metal 
to fit the wooden handle. Leaves a round, penny-sized piece 
of steel...thousands and thousands of them. Gonna be thrown 
out, but I thought, these bits of scrap aren't scrap at all. 


PEARL 
The music is nice. 
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BECK 
Sure is. It just galls me, Pearl, the way people take one look at something 
and think it's no good. That's my belief, give things a second chance. Why, 
right in front of your very eyes might be a diamond. 


He looks at Pearl. 


BECK (Contd.) 
No wife of mine will ever want for anything. 


Pearl steps back, looks seriously at Beck. 


PEARL 
Yes, I know. 


Beck pulls her closer to him and they continue dancing. 
CLOSE ON PEARL'S FACE 
as she looks heavenward, as if to say "Thank you, God." 
INT. TULL LIVING ROOM - "1932" - NIGHT 
A neat but tiny living room with a dining table in an alcove. 
ANGLE ON FIREPLACE 
Beck's and Pearl's wedding picture rests on the mantel of a fake fireplace. 
ANGLE ON BECK 
wearing his salesman's suit, but with his tie loosened on his Arrow shirt, sits drinking 
beer at the table. His sample case, emblazoned with the Tanner Corporation logo, 
lays on the table. 
PEARL 
sits across from him, mending socks. Their first-born, Cody, now two, plays with a 
small pair of boxing gloves. Half-size, but still far too large for a two-year-old. Beck 
has brought them to him. 
BECK 


How does Richmond sound? There's a chance it could be a move 
up the ladder for me. 
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Beck takes another sip of beer. 


PEARL 
That'd be five times in two years. Can't we stay put? 


BECK 
Now, Pearl, this could mean a chance at a home office job. 
Wouldn't have to travel as much. 


Pearl gets up and goes over to her sewing kit. 
PEARL 
Last month when Cody was so sick -- and you on the road -- where 
was I to find a doctor in the middle of the night. He could have died. 
CODY 
is struggling with the gloves. Beck looks down and lifts Cody to his lap. 
BECK 
(laughs) 
He's fine. You just worry too damn much. Here, Cody, let Daddy do that. 
He puts the gloves on his son. 


CLOSE ON PEARL 


who kicks right into overdrive. Panicked. 


PEARL 
I want more children. 
BECK (O.S.) 
Okay. 
PEARL 


You don't understand. I need some extra. One little boy just isn't enough. 
BECK 


is pleased and proud. 
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ANGLE ON PEARL 


who stops knitting and reaches for a paper bag on the table, from which she removes 
two new picture frames. 


PEARL (Contd.) 
Ettinger's was having a sale. Two for one. 


BECK 
(smiles) 
So you think the champ needs a brother. And maybe a sister, too. 
(then) 
All right, Pearl, my girl. 


A smiling Beck places Cody on the floor to play, sets down his beer and gets up from 
the table. He walks over to Pearl, who still appears distraught. She's holding on to the 
picture frames. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Beck takes her in his arms and lifts his wife, who still holds on to the picture frames, 
into the air. He heads toward the sofa with Pearl giggling. 


ANGLE ON MANTEL 


As the two head for the sofa, they pass the fireplace, where Pearl places the picture 
frames beside the one of Cody. As they head out of frame -- 


PEARL (0. S.) 
Beck! 


EXT. FORT McHENRY STREET - "BALTIMORE, JULY 4, 1944" - DAY 


We are close on the Tull car, a 1940 Buick. Cody is now fourteen, a handsome boy, 
very conscious of girls and how they view him. He wears a perfectly pressed plaid 
sports shirt neatly tucked into khaki pants. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Now we can see that Cody is doing the driving. Beck, his teacher, sits next to him. 
Beck, at thirty-nine, sports the same pompadour hairstyle and wears a salesman's 
type suit but without the tie. 
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BECK 
Thatta boy, easy. 
(then) 
This is their first time in the car with you. We don't want to scare them. 


CODY 
No sweat. 


ANGLE ON BACK SEAT 


where the rest of the family sits. Pearl, now forty-five, wears a trouser outfit. And 
beside her are the "two extras" -- a boy, Ezra, and his sister, Jenny. 


CLOSE ON EZRA 


who is eleven and the "no trouble at all" second child. He wears a polo shirt which 
hangs outside his trousers. His baseball glove is on his lap and he fingers a tin 
whistle. 


CLOSE ON JENNY 


a bouncy nine-year-old, who sits on Pearl's other side. She sings Mairzy Doats as she 
looks out the window. 


EXT. FORT McHENRY - PARK - DAY 


Cody turns into a lot and parks head-on. He turns off the key, sits back and breathes a 
sigh of relief. 


CODY 
Okay, Ma, you can open your eyes now. 


PEARL 
My eyes are open plenty. 


Cody sets the hand brake. 


BECK 
Good job, son. 
(turns to back seat) 
Pearl, you can relax now. He got us here all in one piece. 


146 | STEVEN KUNES 


PEARL 
Cody, you did just fine. 
(then) 
All right, children, let's see if we can find an empty table. 


Everybody gets out. Cody and Beck, carrying gloves and ball, run off. Ezra and 
Jenny remain to help Pearl unload the car. 


EXT. PICNIC AREA - DAY 


Pearl and Jenny are setting out lunch on a picnic table covered with a checked cloth. 
Ezra fiddles with his tin whistle nearby. 


ANGLE ON TABLE 


Fried chicken, deviled eggs, potato salad...and cupcakes with tiny American flags set 
in each. Lemonade in a tall thermos. And a bottle of beer for Beck. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Jenny is excited. Looks to her mother. 


JENNY 
Mother, is this where Patrick Henry lived? 
(declaiming) 
‘Give me liberty or give me death.' 


PEARL 
(a real downer) 
Oh, I don't think so, Jenny. 
(offering) 
Go ask your father. 
(then) 
Lunch is ready! 


Jenny runs over to where Beck and Cody are playing catch. Beck bends down to 
listen to Jenny's question. Beck answers but we hear neither the question nor the 
answer. Beck takes Jenny's hand and motions Cody to come along. All walk toward 
Pearl. 
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ANGLE ON EZRA 


now playing his tin whistle. He kicks an empty can and uncovers a coin in the grass. 
Picking it up, he looks closely at the nearby trees. He wanders back toward his 
mother. 


EZRA 
Mommy, if it turned out that money grew on trees for just one 
Day -- and never again -- would you let me stay home to pick it? 


PEARL 
No. 

EZRA 
Why not? 

PEARL 


Because your education is more important. 


EZRA 
(indignant) 
Other kids' mothers would let them, I bet. 


PEARL 
Other mothers don't have plans for their children to amount to something. 


EZRA 
But just for one day...? 


PEARL 
You could pick it after school. Or before. Wake up extra early. 
Set your alarm clock ahead an hour. 


Ezra stomps his foot. 


EZRA 
An hour! Only one little hour for something that happens only 
once in the world? 


PEARL 
(pissed) 
Ezra, will you let me be. Money on trees! The things you think of. 
Lunch is ready, for heaven's sake. 
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Beck, Cody and Jenny have witnessed the tail end of this discussion. Pearl seems to 
need their support. 


BECK 
I'd let him do it. 

PEARL 
What? 

BECK 


I said I'd let him pick all the goddamn money off the trees that he wants. 


PEARL 
(taken aback) 
You'd want a child who was well educated. 


BECK 
'Til his hands bled. 
ANGLE ON KIDS 
They carefully witness this exchange. 
PEARL 


(desperate) 
But without an education he couldn't get a decent job. 


BECK 
We're talking money on trees, Pearl. He wouldn't need one. 


Apples and oranges. A long pause. Then -- 


PEARL 
I have ham and turkey here... 


EXT. PICNIC AREA - LATER - DAY 


Lunch is over. Beck, in shirt-sleeves, is finishing his beer. Cody and Ezra pick up 
baseball gloves and start to leave the table. 


BECK 
Hold on, boys. I want to get a snapshot before it gets too dark. 


Beck takes a camera from the picnic basket. 
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PEARL 
Beck...I must look a mess. 


BECK 
Not at all. 


Pearl straightens her outfit and smooths her hair. 


BECK (Contd.) 
All right, how about over there facing the sun with the fort 
in the background. Let's show the flag still flying. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Pearl stands up and walks to where we can see Fort McHenry and the American flag 
behind her. Ezra immediately goes to stand next to his mother. Jenny walks to the 
other side. 


CODY 
(moving toward Jenny) 
Jenny, you stand in front of me. 


Cody, who appears jealous of Ezra's position, puts one arm around his mother's waist 
and his other hand on Jenny's shoulder. Ezra stands holding his baseball glove, with 
Pearl's arm around his shoulders. 


BECK 
(whispers to himself) 
One big happy family. 
(beat) 


Ready, one, two, three. Click. 
EXT. TULL HOUSE - FRONT PORCH - “AUGUST 1944” - DAY 


A month later. Beck's car is parked out front. Beck, in suit and tie, sits on a rocker 
with a sample case next to him. Jenny, wearing Beck's hat, sits in his lap. Pearl, with 
nails in her mouth, hammers down a loose porch step. 


BECK 
You remember Ed Ball used to have my territory -- he never could get 
into see Kurt Anderson. Well, Thursday I went in there and when I 
walked out, I had a two-hundred seventy dollar order, net thirty days. 


Pearl seems to be hammering even harder. 
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BECK (Contd.) 
When I told Ed, he hinted there might just be an opening in the home 
office. That'd mean no more moving, once we got to Norfolk. 


(pause) 
Pearl, I don't know why you won't let me fix the porch. 


ANGLE ON SIDEWALK 


Cody and Ezra come up the sidewalk to the porch and greet their mother. Ezra is now 
playing a bamboo whistle. 


PEARL 

removes the nails from her mouth and kisses each boy. 
THE BOYS 

nod to Beck from the security of their mother's arms. 
BACK TO SCENE 


BECK (Contd.) 
Pearl, did you hear anything I just said? 
(he doesn't wait for a response) 
Boys, you want to see what your father bought you? It's on the back seat. 


Cody and Ezra run to the car. Beck smiles. Pearl seems disinterested but manages to 
sneak a glance in the boys' direction. 


ANGLE ON CAR 


Cody and Ezra both help carry an archery set in a big box from the car. They bring it 
onto the porch. 


PEARL 
The things you spend your money on. 


Cody opens the box and removes the bow and arrow. 


BECK 
Archery isn't just a game. It's educational. 
(more to boys than Pearl) 
It'll teach the boys to stand up straight. Give them good posture. 
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EZRA 
Mom, you always say, 'Stand straight, Ezra.’ 


The kids laugh. Beck is happy. Pearl shrugs. 
EXT. NESHAMINY FIELD - DAY 


Sunday afternoon with the whole family. Pearl picks dried flowers. Jenny sits 
buttoning and unbuttoning her sweater. Ezra chews a piece of grass and fingers his 
bamboo whistle. Beck still wears his salesman's clothes with the tie loosened. He 
finishes nailing the target to a tree while Cody places an arrow against the bow's 
string. 
BECK 
Wait now, son. You want to do things right. 


Beck crosses to where Cody stands and positions Cody. 


CODY 
I'll get a bull's eye on the first try. 


BECK 
Now, your left arm goes like this. You want to keep your wrist 
from getting stung, you see. And stand up straight. 
(laughs) 
For your mother... 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Before Beck finishes his instructions, Cody lets go of the arrow which hits the side of 
the target and falls to the ground. 


BECK 
is pissed. 
BECK 
Did I tell you to shoot yet? Did I? I wasn't even through 
explaining. You never listen. I don't know why I bother... 


Beck walks over to retrieve the arrow as Cody mutters loud enough to be heard. 


CODY 
No way it could stick in that hard tree. 
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CLOSE ON BECK 
who picks up the arrow and jams it into a bull's eye. 


BECK 
Look at that. Steel-tipped. Of course it sticks. I chose that tree. 
Of course it sticks. 


ANGLE ON PEARL 


squinting from off in the distance. 


PEARL 
Did he hit it? 


BECK 
No, he didn't hit it. He never listens. 


PEARL 
Let Ezra try. Beck, let Ezra try. 


CODY 
(not happy at all) 
That sissy. 


Beck walks over to where Ezra has joined his brother. 


BECK 
All right, Ezra. Come and try. Just don't get carried away like Cody. 


ANGLE OF ENTIRE FIELD - MUSIC OVER 
Beck takes the bow from Cody and hands it to Ezra with another arrow. Beck 
instructs him. Ezra is awkward but patient, unlike his brother. Pearl and Jenny watch 


from a distance. Finally... 


BECK 
Let her fly, Ezra. 


CLOSE ON EZRA 


as his arrow leaves the bow. 
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WE FOLLOW THE ARROW 


as it sails straight to the center of the bull's eye, and in the process, knocking to the 
ground the arrow still jammed into the tree. 


BACK TO SCENE 


BECK 
(admiringly) 
Will you look at that? 
Pearl walks closer. 
PEARL 
(matter-of-fact) 
Why, Ezra. A bull's eye. 
BECK 


See there, Cody. Just goes to show what happens when 
you follow instructions. 


Cody takes the bow from Ezra and places another arrow in it. Ezra wanders to the 
target to get a good look at his bull's eye. 


CODY'S POV 


He aims at the target, then moves to some shrubbery, then to Beck's Buick and back 
to Ezra...where he stops. 


EZRA 
turns to see his brother pointing the arrow at him. He runs toward Cody. 
EZRA 
(yelling) 
No! Stop, stop, stop! No! 
Ezra knocks Cody to the ground. 


THE ARROW 


leaves the bow. 
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CODY AND EZRA 


wrestle in the grass until Cody pushes Ezra off. Both boys look up to see -- 
PEARL 


who has fallen into Beck's arms. A circle of blood appears on the shoulder of her 
blouse. Jenny hangs on Pearl's skirt, crying. 


BECK 
Pearl, my God. Oh, Pearl. 
CODY AND EZRA 
are in shock. Then -- 
CODY 


(to Ezra) 
See what you've gone and done! 


Ezra runs to his mother. Cody stands up, brushes off his clothes and walks toward the 
car. 


INT. TULL LIVING ROOM - THAT NIGHT 


Pearl, her arm in a bandana sling, sits on a chair. Beck sits across the room with his 
Tanner case on the floor beside his feet. 


BECK 
I'm being transferred to Norfolk. 


PEARL 
Oh, Beck. We're hardly settled here, not even a year. 


BECK 
I know. 


PEARL 
I'm tired of moving. So are the children. 


BECK 
I'm going alone. 
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CLOSE ON PEARL 
startled and angry. 
PEARL 


I don't want to be one of those women who only see 
their husbands on the weekend. 


BECK (O.S.) 
You won't. 
It hits her. 
PEARL 
Why, Beck? Why? 
BECK (O.S.) 


(slowly) 
I don't want to stay married. 


ANGLE ON BECK 
who looks down at his hands, like a belligerent schoolboy waiting out a scolding. 
PEARL 


(lowers her voice) 
Tell me, what is it? 


BECK 
(slowly, pausing between words) 
I just told you. 
PEARL 
(unbelieving) 
We'll sleep on it. 
Beck stands and starts upstairs. 
BECK 
(not looking back) 


I’m going tonight. 


Beck exits as Pearl sits unmoving. 
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INT. TULL BEDROOM — NIGHT 


Beck has spread his clothing and toiletries across the bed. He carefully packs them 
into a large suitcase. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 

Beck looks around the room at the furnishings, at their wedding picture, at Pearl's 
dresser items. He picks up the alarm clock on the night table, winds it, then places it 
back beside the bed. He looks out the window into the night. 


INT. JENNY'S BEDROOM — NIGHT 


Beck enters quietly, sees his daughter sleeping. He walks over to her bed but doesn't 
touch her. He picks up a small rag doll from the floor and exits. 


INT. BOY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 


Beck enters and does the same, taking with him an Indian arrow of Ezra's, and 
Cody's old cap gun. He stares at the boys asleep. 


INT. TULL BEDROOM — NIGHT 


The kids' items, along with everything else, are visible in Beck's suitcase as he zips it 
shut. 


INT. TULL LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 


Pearl has turned on the table lamp but still sits in the same chair. A pot of tea has 
been made. She looks up to see -- 


BECK 


come down the stairs, suitcase in hand. He crosses the room, moving toward Pearl, 
but only to pick up his Tanner case. Then, without saying a word, he heads for the 
door. 


PEARL 
The children, Beck. You'll want to visit the children. 


Beck stops short of the front door. Turns to look at his wife. 


BECK 
No. I won't be visiting the children. 
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Pearl is stunned. Beck opens the door and pauses. 


BECK (Contd.) 
I am not an irresponsible person. I do plan to send you money. 


PEARL 
(indignant) 
I'm not your wife. Never was. You're married to the Tanner Corporation. 


BECK 
Who are you married to, Pearl? 


Beck exits and the door closes. 
INT. TULL KITCHEN - "OCTOBER 1944" - DAY 


Three months later, just before Halloween. Jenny stands in the middle of the room 
wearing the bottom half of a Humpty Dumpty costume. The top half sits on the 
kitchen table. Pearl is adjusting the suspenders that hold on the bottom half. 


ANGLE ON DOOR 


as Cody enters, wearing a sweater tied around his waist. He carries a football and 
some school books. 


CODY 
What in God's name is that? 


JENNY 
(excited) 
Can't you tell? I'm gonna be Humpty Dumpty for Halloween. 


CODY 
(to Pearl) 
You oughtta make one of those for Ezra -- as cracked as he is. 


PEARL 
(annoyed) 
Oh, Cody. Why do you have to be so hard-boiled? 
CLOSE ON CODY 


taken aback, not used to his mother making jokes. 
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JENNY 
That's right, Cody. 


Pearl continues adjusting the costume. Cody goes to the refrigerator, opens it, takes 
out a bottle of milk, and drinks right from the bottle. As he does this -- 


EZRA 


enters and immediately walks over to his mother, giving her a big hug. He sees a 
costumed Jenny. 


EZRA 
Hey, that's really nice. 
(then) 
Is it time for supper? 
PEARL 


Jenny, we're about through. Would you put all this up in my 
bedroom? Ezra, you set the table. 


Cody's had enough. He heads out of the kitchen, past Pearl, who goes to the 
refrigerator, takes out hamburger meat and begins to prepare supper. 


INT. TULL KITCHEN - EVENING 

Later. All are seated at the kitchen table. Ezra has set the table for five and there is 
one empty chair. Pearl's begins to serve dinner -- its hamburgers and mashed 
potatoes. 

THE BOYS 

start to eat. 

JENNY 


looks at her mother, who's hoping the inevitable won't be asked. 


JENNY 
Shouldn't we wait for Dad? 


PEARL 
No, not tonight. He'll be away all weekend... 


Everyone surprises Pearl by joining in her next word... 
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EVERYONE 
... business. 


Pearl is startled, but the kids go right on eating. Then Pearl, too, begins to eat. 
Moments later -- 


ANGLE ON CODY 
who can contain his disappointment no longer. 


CODY 
Again? But we'll miss the Colts-Giants game. Dad promised. 


PEARL 
Well, if it's the Colts against the Giants...I can take you. 


Cody knows his mother means well. He tries not to let it show that it's just not the 
same. 


ANGLE ON EMPTY CHAIR 

as everyone continues their dinner. 

INT. PEARL'S BEDROOM — NIGHT 

Pearl, wearing a nightgown and robe, puts the finishing touches on the Humpty 
Dumpty costume. She places it on a hanger and puts away her sewing machine. 
Pleased with her work, she leaves the room, carrying the costume. 

INT. JENNY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Pearl quietly opens the door. A night-light glows. Jenny is sound asleep. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 

Pearl hangs the costume on the door hook but changes her mind and carefully hangs 
it on the edge of the closet door, where her daughter will see it first thing when she 
wakes. As Pearl starts to leave Jenny's room, the phone in the hallway rings. 


INT. TULL UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT 


Pearl is quick to answer, catching the phone just after the first ring. 
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PEARL 
Hello? Hello? Who is it? 
(nothing) 
Beck? Hello? 


Pearl puts down the receiver and heads toward her bedroom. 
INT. PEARL'S BEDROOM — NIGHT 


Pearl removes her robe, places it on a chair and sits on the edge of her bed. She looks 
over at Beck's empty side and remains seated. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Pearl gets up and goes to the bureau for her purse. The Fourth of July picture has 
been framed and sits on top of the bureau next to her girlhood mementos. 


CLOSE ON ENVELOPE 


Pearl removes an envelope from her purse, slits it open and removes a check. She 
looks inside for a note. It’s empty. The check is placed back in her purse, which is 
closed and put back on the bureau. 


ANGLE ON DRESSING TABLE 


Pearl sits down at her dressing table with the envelope, opens the drawer, takes out 
her address book and opens it to a page where she carefully copies Beck's newest 
address. Then she replaces the book, closes the drawer, and opens another drawer 
where she places her husband's envelope on top of several others. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Pearl returns to her bed, but before she can get in she hears a noise from downstairs. 
Putting on her robe, she exits the bedroom. 


INT. TULL KITCHEN - NIGHT 
Ezra is closing the refrigerator door, sandwich in hand. He sees his mother. 
EZRA 


(eating) 
Night, Mom. 
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He leaves the kitchen. Pearl tidies Ezra's sandwich makings, then checks the kitchen 
door and windows. She looks out the window over the sink. 


PEARL'S POV 

the empty yard, the neighbor's house, the road under a street lamp. 
BACK TO SCENE 

Suddenly we hear a loud crash from upstairs. Pearl shrieks. 

INT. CODY'S & EZRA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 


It is dark. The overhead light snaps on and Pearl, wielding a baseball bat, stands in 
the doorway. Jenny, in nightclothes and carrying a stuffed rabbit, is right behind her. 


PEARL 
Good Lord, what happened? 


ANGLE ON BOYS 


From his bed, Cody stares at his mother with a sleepy expression. Ezra's bed has 
collapsed and he has disappeared into the bedclothes on the floor. 


PEARL (Contd.) 
(with concern) 
Ezra...honey... 


Pearl lays the bat down on the floor and sees magazines scattered all around Ezra's 
bed. 


CLOSER 


They are open to pictures of women in garter belts, black lace brassieres -- or in 
nothing whatsoever. 


PEARL 
picks one up and is astonished at what she sees. 


PEARL (Contd.) 
Ezra Tull! 
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EZRA 
peers over the edge of the bed and for the first time sees the magazines. 
PEARL (Contd.) 


(dropping magazine) 
What a disappointment. I never suspected you would be such a person. 


Before Ezra can reply, Pearl turns and exits, pulling Jenny with her. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Ezra immediately emerges from his bed and jumps on Cody. He grabs a handful of 
hair and shakes Cody's head. 


EZRA 
I hate your guts! 


CODY 
(teasing) 
You don't love your brother? Now be a good little boy. 


Cody finally manages to knock Ezra off, who begins to sob. 
CODY (Contd.) 
(a tinge of guilt) 
Oh, c'mon. 
ANGLE ON CLOSET - MUSIC OVER 
Cody gets up and goes to the closet. He shows Ezra where he'd stashed the slats. 
ANGLE ON BED 
Together they fit them into place, then heave the mattress back on the frame and 
smooth out the bedclothes. Ezra takes a good look at one of the magazines and 
begins to giggle. 


EXT. TULL HOUSE - NIGHT 


The light in the boys' room stays on for a moment, then goes out. 
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INT. CITIZEN'S BANK - DAY 


Pearl, wearing a WAC-style hat, stands before a teller's window. She removes a 
check from her purse, uses the pen on the counter to endorse it, and hands it to the 
teller. 


TELLER 
Here you are, Mrs. Tull. Twenty-five dollars. 


Pearl is silent and, turning away from the teller, she places the money in her purse 
and walks quickly from the bank. 


EXT. CITIZEN'S BANK — DAY 


Pearl, unsmiling, stands in front of the bank for a moment. Nobody else is around. 
She turns toward home. 


EXT. SWEENEY BROS. PRODUCE & GROCERY - DAY 


Pearl, still wearing her hat, stands in front of the store. Propped in the window is a 
faded sign -- "Cashier Wanted." 


INT. SWEENEY'S GROCERY - DAY 


Pearl enters and crosses to Mr. Sweeney, who is ringing up groceries at the cash 
register. 


PEARL 
I see you're still in need of a cashier. 


SWEENEY 
You're a perceptive woman, Mrs. Tull. 


CUSTOMER 
Mr. Sweeney, this soup can's dented. Can I have something off? 


Mr. Sweeney seems affable enough. But before he can speak -- 


PEARL 
Soup's soup. Full price. 
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ANGLE ON CUSTOMER 


who looks at Pearl, then to Mr. Sweeney, who is looking admiringly at Pearl. The job 
is hers. 


SWEENEY 
That's right. Full price, ma'am. 


Sweeney steps aside and Pearl places her purse beneath the counter. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Without another word, Sweeney moves off, and Pearl, still wearing her hat, finishes 
ringing up the order. The customer appears incredulous. 


PEARL 
That's seven dollars and thirty cents. 


The customer hands over the money. 


CUSTOMER 
(half-sarcastic) 
Congratulations. 


EXT. FIRST BAPTIST CHURCH - DAY 


Pearl, wearing a pillbox hat with net, exits the church. She says a brief hello to the 
minister. Accompanying her are Ezra and Jenny, the latter of whom talks with 
Melanie, a schoolmate, whose mother stands nearby. 


JENNY 
Melanie, I just love your dress. 


MELANIE'S MOTHER 
(to Pearl) 
How do, Mrs. Tull. Such a nice sermon. I haven't seen Mr. Tull 
lately. How is he? 


PEARL 
(curt) 
Away on business. 


Pearl ushers her kids down the sidewalk. Ezra takes out his recorder and starts 
playing as Jenny takes her mother's arm. 
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PEARL (Contd.) 
(calling back) 
He's in charge of the whole territory now. 
(then, to Jenny) 
Careful, Jenny. Your shoe might come untied. 


INT. TULL HOUSE - DINING ROOM — DAY 


Cody and Lorena, a fourteen-year-old neighborhood beauty, sit at the dining room 
table doing homework. Cody is drinking a beer. 


LORENA 
You sure know a lot about statistics. 


CODY 
(flattered) 
I guess you could say it's a hobby of mine. 


LORENA 
Not many people could remember so many numbers, I can tell you that. 


CODY 
I'll have to agree with you there. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Ezra walks through the room on his way to the kitchen. He plays his recorder. 


LORENA 
Who's that? 
CODY 
My brother Ezra, dummy. 
LORENA 


Well, how should I know. He's sure good-looking. 


CODY 
(uneasy) 
Good-looking. Ezra? 


LORENA 
And he's so serious. He must be deep. 
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Lorena goes back to her homework. Cody is quiet for a moment, then -- 


CODY 
(matter-of-fact) 
Some people think he's dangerous. He has fits. All of a sudden 
he'll be foaming at the mouth. 


LORENA 
(not looking up) 
I don't believe you. 


CODY 
When he gets that way, I'm the only one brave enough to go near him. 


LORENA 
I don't believe a word you're saying. 


Lorena looks out the dining room window. 


LORENA (Contd.) 
Your mother's coming. 


ANGLE ON CODY 
who jumps up and shoves the beer bottle under the buffet cabinet. Lorena laughs. 


LORENA (Contd.) 
I was just teasing. You ought to see your face. I don't even know 
your mother. 


Cody is relieved. His defenses are down. He retrieves the beer. 


CODY 
(sitting back down) 
The Sweeney Meanie. The cashier down at the grocery. 


LORENA 
Well, we do our shopping at Esmond's. How come she works? 
Where's your father? 


CODY 
Missing in action. 
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LORENA 
Oops, sorry. 


She turns back to her homework as Cody swigs his beer. From the kitchen we can 
hear Ezra's recorder. 


EXT. TULL HOUSE - PORCH - EARLY EVENING 


Cody sits on the porch glider. Ezra and Jenny, carrying school books, walk up. 


EZRA 
Hello, brother of mine. 

JENNY 
Is Mom home yet? 

CODY 


(sullen) 
Mom? Oh, you mean Pearl. 
(beat) 
She's on the warpath again. Better look out. 


Reluctantly, all three enter the house. 
INT. TULL LIVING ROOM - EARLY EVENING 


As the children enter, they hear Pearl slamming things around in the kitchen and 
talking to herself. 


PEARL (O.S.) 
Goddamn kids. 


They exit the living room toward the stairs. 
ANGLE ON FIREPLACE 


We hold for a moment on the mantel where the three picture frames have been filled 
with photographs of the children. 


INT. JENNY'S ROOM - EARLY EVENING 
The children enter the room, which is a complete mess. Heaps of clothes all over the 


floor. Empty drawers have been pulled from the bureau. Jenny's dresses lay in a 
heap, the closet stands open, its hangers stripped. 
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CODY 
Jen, what did you do? 


JENNY 
(teary-eyed) 
Nothing. Nothing, I swear. 


All three begin to pick up dresses and drawers and to otherwise straighten up. Jenny 
starts to cry as they work. 


ANGLE ON EZRA 


who seems even more affected by this than the others. He's struggling to face the 
incident. Finally -- 


EZRA 
I wish Dad were here. 


At first there is no response. 


CODY 
(after a moment) 
Well, he's not, so shut up. 


JENNY 
(not kidding) 
Let's run away from home. 


CODY 
Where? 


From downstairs, Pearl calls. 


PEARL (O.S.) 
Children, supper. 


EZRA 


(resigned) 
Let's go. We can finish in here later. 


INT. TULL KITCHEN - EVENING 


Cody, Ezra and Jenny are seated at the table. Pearl stands, takes Spam with a fork, 
places it on a plate and starts slicing. 
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PEARL 
(head down) 
It's not enough that I have to work 'til five p.m. I come home and find 
the table not set, the breakfast dishes not washed, supper not cooked, 
floors not swept, mail in a heap on the mat -- and not a sign of any of you. 


The kids are silent, hoping this will soon blow over. 


PEARL (Contd.) 
I know what's going on. I know what you're up to. Savages. 


ANGLE ON CODY 


as Pearl hands him his plate. He knows from the last remark that this incident will not 
soon end. So do -- 


EZRA & JENNY 
who quietly take their plates from Pearl. 


PEARL (Contd.) 
I know what people say. Customers are glad to tell me. 'Mrs. Tull, that 
oldest boy of yours is certainly growing up.' I know what they mean. 
(to Cody) 
They've seen you with a pack of Camels hanging around the hydrants 
with girls no better than tramps. 


CODY 


(protests) 


PEARL 
Girls in tight sweaters and ankle chains. I just have to smile and take it. 


JENNY 
(quietly) 
But not me, Mama. 
PEARL 
(all ice) 
I beg your pardon. 
JENNY 


I don't do any of those things. 
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PEARL 
You! I know about you. I couldn't believe my ears. 'Oh Melanie, I just 
love your dress.' A cheap little number from Sears. The plaid 
wasn't matched, a bunch of artificial flowers at the waist. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Pearl turns to Cody. 


PEARL (Contd.) 
Oh, your sister says, I wish I had that dress. 


Cody looks at Jenny, who is crying silently. Ezra keeps his eye on his plate, fearing 
he's next in line. 


PEARL 
is in a world of her own. 


PEARL (Contd.) 
And Melanie's mother. Well, it's just like opening a door to such 
a person. First thing she'll be walking in here as big as life bringing the 
catalogue. 'Mrs. Tull, I know Jenny would love a dress like Melanie's.’ 


ANGLE ON KIDS 

silent. Hoping it'll stop right here. 
PEARL 

does stop, but only to reflect. 


PEARL (Contd.) 
What's wrong with us, I'd like to know. Aren't we good enough 
for my own blood daughter? I'm doing my level best to provide. 
Slaving away every day at that grocery... 


Pearl looks right at Jenny. 
PEARL (Contd.) 


We're family. We used to be so close. What happened to us? 
Why are you so disloyal? 
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Jenny says nothing. Pearl sits down and reaches for the bowl of peas and starts to 
serve herself with a spoon. The subject is closed. 


ANGLE ON CODY 


who clears his throat. 


CODY 
But that was Sunday. 

PEARL 
Yes? 

CODY 
And this is Wednesday. 

PEARL 
Yes. 

Ezra looks more afraid than ever. 
CODY 


It's Wednesday, dammit. That's three days ago. Why bring up 
something from Sunday? 


CLOSE ON CODY 
Pearl throws the spoon in his face, and then slaps him. 
CLOSE ON JENNY 
Pearl grabs one of Jenny's braids and yanks her off her chair. 
CLOSE ON EZRA 
who is terrified. Pearl turns the bowl of peas over Ezra's head. Peas fly everywhere. 
BACK TO PEARL 
standing and spent. 
PEARL 


Parasites! I wish you'd all die and let me go free. I wish 
I'd find you dead in your beds! 
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Cody, Ezra and Jenny look at their mother unblinkingly. Silence. No one speaks. 
Pearl leaves the kitchen and goes upstairs. 


VARIOUS ANGLES - MUSIC OVER 


The three Tulls clear the table, wash dishes, clean the kitchen, pull the shades in the 
windows and lock the back door. Silently, they go upstairs to bed. 


INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - DREAM - DAY 


Several Nazi soldiers are seated around an empty chair. Hanging over this chair is 
what is obviously an interrogation lamp. The room is filled with cigarette smoke. 


SOLDIER #1 
We want to know everything about you. We must know everything...now. 


REVERSE ON JENNY 
who is being held near the entrance by the other soldiers. 


JENNY 
(terrified) 
I don't know anything. You're making a mistake. Really. 


BACK TO SCENE 
This is not a place one wants to spend a vacation. 


SOLDIER #1 
Sit her down. 


JENNY 
No! 


The soldiers strap Jenny to the chair, point the light in her face. 


JENNY (Contd.) 
I told you, this is all a big mistake. Call my mom, you'll see. 


PEARL (O.S.) 
Your mother is here. 
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ANGLE ON ENTRANCE 


Pearl stands in the doorway, arms folded, looking at her daughter. Her face is 
sinister. 


JENNY 
Mom! 


PEARL 
(ignores her) 
Herr Commandant...that's her. She's the one. 


THE NAZIS 

smile, look at Jenny. 

JENNY 

terrified, looks at her mother. 
ANGLE ON PEARL 


laughing. Soon she stops, considers something, and walks toward Jenny. Whispers in 
her ear -- 


PEARL 
(matter-of-fact) 
I raised you only to eat you. 


INT. JENNY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 


Jenny wakes up suddenly. She's shaking. Soon, she places the covers over her head 
and cries. 


EXT. TULL HOUSE - "THANKSGIVING 1945"— DAY 

A year later. A familiar 1940 Buick drives past the house. Beck is at the wheel. He 
goes to the end of the block, turns around and parks before reaching the Tull house, 
where he can remain unobserved. 


ANGLE ON HOUSE 


Ezra sits on the front porch glider. He plays his recorder while idly rocking back and 
forth. Cody opens the front door and comes out. From inside the house, Pearl calls. 
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PEARL (O.S.) 
Don't go too far. The turkey's almost ready. 


The door slams behind Cody, who looks toward his brother. 


CODY 
Want to walk up to Sloop Street? 


EZRA 
What's up there? 


CODY 
(nonchalant) 
Nothing much. Just this new girl at school. 


EZRA 
Oh, yes. Edith. 


CLOSE ON CODY 
surprised. Hoping his brother is mistaken. 


CODY 
You know who she is? A black-haired girl...ninth-grader...Edith Taber? 


ANGLE ON EZRA 
He's excited. Thinks this is what Cody wishes to hear. 


EZRA 
Yes, Edith! I was walking home yesterday playing my whistle 
and she caught up with me. 


CODY 
She did... 


EZRA 
Asked me if I wanted to see her recorder. So I went to her house and saw 
it. 


CODY 
(annoyed) 
You did what? 
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EZRA 
It's great, Cody. Plays sharps and flats with hardly any extra trouble. 


CODY 
You were in her house.? 
(then) 
Did she know you were my brother? 


EZRA 
Her mother served us cookies. 


Cody's about to explode. 


CODY 
You met her mother?! 


EZRA 
I wish I had a new recorder. Do you think Mother would get 
me one for Christmas? 


That does it. Cody's had all he can take. 


CODY 
You dunce. You raving idiot. Do you think she's got money 
for goddamn whistles? 


EZRA 
(taken aback) 
Well...no. I guess not. 


(pause) 
Are we going to Sloop Street? 
Cody doesn't answer. He kicks a porch pillar, goes into the house and slams the door. 
ANGLE ON EZRA 
who, after a moment, follows him in. 


ANGLE ON STREET 


where Beck remains seated in the car. 
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INT. TULL DINING ROOM — NIGHT 


Thanksgiving dinner is over and the family sits amiably around the dining room table 
playing Monopoly. Jenny and Ezra are already out of the game. Cody has almost all 
the money stacked in front of him. It's Pearl's turn. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 
as she throws the dice and lands on Broadway, which Cody owns. 


PEARL 
That's it for me. I’ve only got three dollars, not enough for a 
mortgage. You win again, Cody. 
(then) 
We should have remembered not to let you in this game. You always win. 


All laugh as they start to gather up the pieces. 


JENNY 
Mother, please put on the skit. Please! 


EZRA 
It wouldn't be a holiday without it. 


PEARL 
What do you say, Cody? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Without waiting for Cody's reply, Pearl gets up from the table and begins to play Ivy, 
a maiden in distress. Cody gets up and pretends to be the villain. He starts to "twirl a 
moustache." 


CODY 
(as villain) 
‘Ivy, sweet, sweet Ivy, lean upon my arm.' 


PEARL 
‘Oh, my no. I cannot. I must not.' 


Pearl rolls her eyes and shrinks into a corner. She has the blushing gaze and old- 
fashioned singsong response down perfectly. 
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ANGLE ON EZRA 
the hero, who now enters from the other side of the room. 


EZRA 
(bowing gallantly before Pearl) 
"Have no fear, young lady. I will pay the money for the mortgage 
on the farm.' 


Ezra dances Pearl into the living room where they collapse on the couch in giggles. 
Jenny applauds wildly. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

Cody, Pearl and Ezra return to take an old-fashioned bow as the applause continues. 
EXT. CALVERT STREET - NIGHT 

Beck's car is still parked. His eyes are closed. He awakens and looks toward the 
house -- every light but Pearl's bedroom light is off. He watches as this window goes 
dark. Beck starts the car and drives off. 


EXT. TULL HOUSE - "DECEMBER 20, 1945" — DAY 


Cody, just home from school, comes up the snow-lined walk onto the porch, opens 
the front door and calls. 


CODY 
Anyone home? 


No answer. He enters. 


INT. PEARL'S BEDROOM - DAY 


Cody enters the bedroom. It is extremely neat. He goes to the bureau and starts 
opening drawers -- finds a change purse, opens it and removes one dollar. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


He continues opening drawers. His mother's underclothes are neatly aligned. There is 
no sign of any of his father's clothes -- no socks, no underwear, no shirts. 
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ANGLE ON CLOSET 


as Cody pulls open the door, where Pearl's clothes hang neatly. Her shoes hang inside 
a shoe bag on the door. His father's clothes are gone except for a hanger strung with 
faded, frayed and spotted ties. On the floor in a corner of the closet sits a pair of 
Beck's shoes so ancient the toes curl up. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Cody goes to the dressing table, opens the top drawer. Pearl's handkerchiefs, 
perfectly ironed, are stacked as if in an invisible box. Another drawer contains a 
stack of Beck's letters. We can see they are addressed to Pearl Tull. Cody begins to 
open them. 


CODY 
(reads aloud) 
‘Sorry the enclosed is a little smaller than expected as I have 
incurred some...’ 


He tosses it aside and opens another. 


CODY (Contd.) 
'Ed Ball is talking promotion and I expect a fat raise." 


He goes quickly through the rest. The downstairs door slams and we can hear Ezra's 
recorder. Cody replaces the letters, slams drawer, looks quickly around and exits. 


EXT. BUSHNELL STREET - DAY 


Cody, Ezra and Jenny are shopping for a Christmas present for their mother. They 
pause in front of Scarlatti's Restaurant. 


JENNY 
Maybe instead of a regular present, we take Mother here for dinner. 


CODY 
With what we got? Fat chance. 


EXT. SCARLATTI'S RESTAURANT - DAY 
It is the most elegant restaurant they know. Two urns decorated with red ribbon flank 


a handsome door on which a large wreath hangs. The front door opens and the Tulls 
stop to look inside. 
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THE KIDS' POV 


The dining room has red-flocked wallpaper, soft lights in pink shades and a crystal 
chandelier. It has been decorated for Christmas. The tables are covered in snowy 
white linen with napkins folded in cones. A pot of poinsettias rests on each one. The 
crystal and silver gleam. 


MRS. SCARLATTI 


a handsome woman of a certain age, comes out of the restaurant. She has dark hair 
swept back in a chignon and wears a severe black dress with strands of pearls, a la 
Chanel. Not your usual Baltimore lady. As she stoops to adjust the bows on the urns 
she sees Ezra. 


MRS. SCARLATTI 
Is that my Ezra? And this must be Cody and Jenny. Doing your 
Christmas shopping. Well, have a very Merry Christmas. 
(then) 
Ezra, I'll see you Saturday, regular time. 


Mrs. Scarlatti checks the decorations again, turns, goes back into the restaurant and 
the door closes. 


JENNY 
(amazed) 
How do you know Mrs. Scarlatti, Ezra? 


Ezra shrugs. No response. 


CODY 
What's next Saturday? 


EZRA 
(uneasy) 
I'm learning to fold napkins and set tables. Last time, she paid me a dollar. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


He reaches into the pocket of his jacket and hands it to Cody. Jenny, thrilled at the 
additional money, suggests -- 


JENNY 
Let's buy Mother a diamond ring. 
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CODY 
That's really stupid. Even a dumb girl ought to know you 
can't buy a diamond ring for three dollars and twenty cents. 


The three continue walking. 


EZRA 
Mother would think we wasted our money. 


JENNY 
I didn't mean a real one. 

CODY 
How about gloves? 

JENNY 


It shouldn't be anything to wear. 


EZRA 
Or that she needs. 


Cody shoots his brother a look. Agreeable Ezra. 


CODY 
I know what you want for Christmas, Ezra. World peace. 


EZRA 
World what? I'd like a recorder. 





CODY 
Well, you're not getting one. You're getting a cap with turn down 
ear-flaps and corduroy pants. 


JENNY 
(pushes Cody) 
Cody, you weren't supposed to tell. 


Ezra looks down at the sidewalk, deflated. A woman putting on her child's mittens 
stops in front of them. They separate and go around her. 


JENNY 
Remember when Daddy bought us a sled and Mother said it 
was silly because it hardly ever snowed on Christmas? 
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EZRA 
But then on December twenty-sixth we woke up and there was 
snow everywhere. We had the best sled on the block and Cody 
was charging for rides... 


ANGLE ON JENNY 
who stops walking. Cody and Ezra also stop and look at her. 


JENNY 
Daddy's really not ever coming home again. Is he? 


CODY 
(places arm around her) 
Come on, the store closes at six. 


They resume walking three abreast and Cody takes a pinch of Ezra's sleeve so they 
won't drift apart in the crowd. 


EXT. ARMY BARRACKS - "1952" - NIGHT 

to establish. Somewhere in North Carolina. 

INT. ARMY BARRACKS - NIGHT 

Very late. Everyone is asleep. Definitely basic training time. A rustling is heard from 
outside which awakens several of the men. One of the soldiers gets up, looks to his 


buddy. 


SOLDIER #1 
You hear that? 


SOLDIER #2 
Probably a tomcat. 


More noise, like very slow walking. One man grabs his M-1 and starts for the door. 
Another comes from behind and grabs hold of it. 


SOLDIER #1 
We ain't in Korea yet. 


The soldier puts his rifle down. The men head outside. 
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EXT. ARMY BARRACKS — NIGHT 


The two soldiers are joined by men from other barracks who have also heard the 
noise. 


SOLDIER #3 
(whispers) 
Sounded like it was coming from those trees. 


ANGLE ON TREES 
Nothing but the moon poking through. 


SOLDIER #2 
Come on, we're just getting spooked for nothin’. 


Suddenly a man steps from behind a tree. He's pointing a rifle directly at the soldiers. 


SOLDIER #1 
Holy shit! 


Another soldier draws his pistol, while yet another shines a flashlight toward the 
man. 


ANGLE ON MAN 


who we now see is Ezra, nineteen, standing in his underwear. He's bigger than when 
we last saw him. 


SOLDIER #3 
(holding pistol) 
Put it down, man, or I'll shoot. 


No reply. Ezra just stands there. 


SOLDIER #3 (Contd.) 
I'm not kidding. I'll shoot! 


Still nothing. Then -- 


SOLDIER #1 
It's Tull. 
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SOLDIER #3 
What the hell is he doing? 


SOLDIER #2 
(figures it out) 
Nothing. 
(beat) 
He's asleep. 


The soldier holding the pistol puts it down while the others stare in amazement. 


SOLDIER #2 (Contd.) 
(again) 
The guy's sound asleep. 


EXT. DOWNTOWN BALTIMORE STREET - DAY 


A Greyhound bus makes its way toward the depot. We can see Ezra through the 
window, dressed in his uniform. He looks dejected. 


EXT. GREYHOUND BUS DEPOT - DAY 


The bus comes to a stop and several passengers disembark. Eventually, Ezra climbs 
down the steps, carrying a duffel bag. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


As he heads along the sidewalk, people approach and offer their congratulations, pat 
him on the back, say, "Nice work, soldier." Ezra, embarrassed, keeps his head to the 
ground the whole time. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


as Ezra looks for a taxi, he spots his mother standing next to a wooden bench. After a 
moment she comes over and silently enfolds her son in her arms. 


INT. SCARLATTI'S KITCHEN - “1955” - DAY 
Three years later. It is eight in the morning. The kitchen is empty except for Ezra and 


Mrs. Scarlatti. Ezra, at twenty-two, still lives at home with his mother. He is very 
much at home here, too, as he stirs a dish on the stove. 
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ANGLE ON TABLE 


where Mrs. Scarlatti sits, sipping her soup. A stack of bills, etc., is pushed to one side 
of the table. Ezra watches her anxiously for an opinion. 


MRS. SCARLATTI 
Twenty pieces of garlic. I still don't believe it. 


EZRA 
(pleased) 
It'll settle your stomach. I'd like to put it on Sunday's dinner menu. 


MRS. SCARLATTI 
It's delicious, dear boy, but not a dish for our customers. Can 
you imagine putting gizzard soup on a menu? 


She continues eating. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


The back door opens and Mr. Burdett, an elderly gentleman, enters carrying a bushel 
of vegetables. He nods hello to Ezra and Mrs. Scarlatti as he places it on a counter 
and goes out for another. Ezra begins to unload the bushel. 


EZRA 


(picks up eggplant) 
Aren't these beautiful, Mrs. Scarlatti? Mr. Burdett has brought us 


a whole bushelful. Shall I try an eggplant casserole? 
Mr. Burdett returns with the last basket -- tomatoes. He takes one out to show Ezra. 


MR. BURDETT 
Look at this! I wasn't even going to bring them. There ought to be 
a state law against selling red plastic and calling it a tomato. 


EZRA 
We shouldn't even serve tomatoes in the winter. 


MRS. SCARLATTI 
Dear boy, our clientele would get up and leave. Imagine, no 
tomatoes in the salad. 
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EZRA 
(offers) 
We could have different vegetables -- whatever's in season. 


MR. BURDETT 
Good point. 


MRS. SCARLATTI 
(won't budge) 
At Scarlatti's, people expect continental food, no matter what season. 


EZRA 
(off and running) 
I'd put up a blackboard —- just like in France -- and write on it 
every day. Maybe only two or three dishes a day. 


MRS. SCARLATTI 
It wouldn't be Scarlatti's. 


ANGLE ON MR. BURDETT 


who sits down at the table. He knows the subject is closed, yet enjoys that Ezra is so 
determined. 


EZRA 
(continues unpacking vegetables) 
Or maybe no menu at all. I'd just look at people and say, "You look 
a little tired. How about some oxtail stew -- or maybe gizzard soup. 
Made with love.’ 


MRS. SCARLATTI 
(laughs) 
And twenty pieces of garlic! Angel boy, you'll have to wait until I'm gone. 
Ezra serves Mr. Burdett a plate of gizzard soup, as Mrs. Scarlatti continues eating. 


EXT. TULL HOUSE - "JUNE 1958" - EVENING 


Three years later. Jenny, twenty-three and beautiful, pays off a taxi. Her suitcase is 
next to her. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


The front door of the house opens and Pearl, fifty-nine and in a flowered dress, high- 
heeled pumps and a veiled hat, walks out arm and arm with Ezra, now twenty-five. 
Cody, twenty-eight, dark and handsome in a New York business suit, follows. 


ANGLE ON JENNY 
The trio now spots Jenny and stops. 


PEARL 
Ezra, when you say family dinner, you mean family dinner! 


Jenny walks to the bottom of the porch steps where her mother waits. Pearl kisses 
Jenny. 


EZRA 
(to Jenny) 
I didn't know you'd come all this way just for supper. 


PEARL 
Ezra's got something important he wants to say and he's taking 
us all to Scarlatti's Restaurant. 
(looks Jenny over) 
Jenny, honey, you're thin as a stick. How long are you planning 
to stay? Cody is staying overnight. 


CODY 
No, I'm not. I'm not spending the night. I'm on a schedule. 


JENNY 
Ezra, let me go in and change. 


EZRA 
No, no, you're fine. 


Ezra takes Jenny's suitcase into the house and comes back out. 
ANGLE ON CAR 


All walk to the curb where Cody opens the door to a shiny blue car and helps Pearl 
inside. Ezra and Jenny get in the back seat. 
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CODY 
What do you think? Smell that new car smell. 


Cody starts the engine and pulls into traffic. 


EZRA 
It's nice, all right. 


CODY 
Of course, it's not paid for yet. 


PEARL 
Cody Tull. You're not buying on time. 


CODY 
Mother, you forget. Time is my business 


INT. SCARLATTI'S RESTAURANT — EVENING 


Pearl, Cody and Jenny are seated. Ezra talks to a waiter who brings another place 
setting. Pearl polishes a fork with her napkin. 


CODY 
Mother, do you have any idea who called for a time and 
motion study last week? 


PEARL 
(she's in a good mood) 
As a matter of fact...I don't. 


CODY 
The Tanner Corporation. 


She's in less of one now, but recovers quickly. 


PEARL 
Really. 

JENNY 
Tanner? 

CODY 


It's where our father worked. Where he still may be for all I know. 
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He pauses for a sip of water. He's speaking to Jenny but really talking to Pearl. 


CODY (Contd.) 
Jenny, you should have seen it. Such a nickel and dime 
operation. So tacky. 
(then) 
That same afternoon, I went out and bought my Pontiac. 


PEARL 
(to Cody by way of Jenny) 
There never was the slightest thing 'tacky' about the Tanner Corporation. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Ezra is now seated. The waiter has come to the table with a wine bottle. He pours 
some into Ezra's glass. Ezra tastes it and signals the waiter to fill the other glasses. 


CODY 
(to Pearl) 
Oh, Mother, face it! The Tanner Corporation is a trash heap. 


PEARL 
Cody, why must you act this way to me? 


EZRA 
Please, Mother. Cody. It's a family dinner. 
(he turns to his sister) 
Jenny, raise your glass. This is a toast. Mother... 


PEARL 
Thank you, dear, but wine in all this heat would settle on my 
stomach like a rock. 


EZRA 
It's a toast to me, Mother. 


The double doors to the kitchen open and Mrs. Scarlatti crosses to the table. She 
places her hand on Ezra's shoulder. All the Tulls look up. 


MRS. SCARLATTI 
Well, pour me some wine, honey. 


Ezra does, and gives the glass to her as he rises. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 

The others are curious as to what is going on. 

BACK TO EZRA 

who takes a dollar bill from his wallet and hands it to Mrs. Scarlatti. 


EZRA 
(beaming) 
With this dollar bill I hereby purchase a fifty-fifty partnership 
in Scarlatti's. 


PEARL 
(looks hard at Ezra) 
I don't understand. 


MRS. SCARLATTI 
Ezra's been my right hand for so long. He's like my own son. 
I couldn't manage without him. 


PEARL 
He's not your son. 


MRS. SCARLATTI 
No, my son was killed in the war. I had hoped things would 
be different. Lucky for me, Ezra came along. 


Pearl looks at Ezra. She's fuming. 


PEARL 
Ezra! How could you accept such a gift? What will people 
think? And from a woman to boot. 


(pause) 
I thought you were going to college. 


EZRA 
(matter of factly) 
Mother, I like making meals for people. 


MRS. SCARLATTI 
(as she sips wine) 
He's a sweetie and so talented. 


190 | STEVEN KUNES 


PEARL 
Ezra, how could you? You'll be beholden all your life. 


CODY AND JENNY 
feel terrible for their brother. Cody touches his mother's arm. 


CODY 
Let him be, Mother. It's his life. 


PEARL 
(pulls her arm away) 
You don't care. 


She rises and grabs her purse. 


JENNY 
(this can't be happening) 
I think it's great. We'll always have a place to eat. 


PEARL 
None of you care if this family breaks up! 


Pearl turns and marches out the door. Ezra goes after her. Cody and Jenny watch as 
Mrs. Scarlatti tucks the dollar bill into her bosom, sips her wine and shakes her head. 


MRS. SCARLATTI 
Mothers. 


Cody leans in and whispers to his sister -- 


CODY 
The money will be very safe in there. 


Jenny laughs. 

EXT. SCARLATTI'S RESTAURANT - NIGHT 

Cody and Jenny stand in front of the restaurant beside Cody's shiny new car. 
CODY 


Want me to drop you at home? I should have been in Delaware 
an hour ago. 
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JENNY 
Cody, if I ever get married do you think you can work 
it into your schedule? 


CODY 
(laughs) 
I'll try. 
(pause) 
So, do you want a ride? 
JENNY 


No, I ate too much. I have to walk it off. 


CODY 
In that case, if you turn left on Groton Avenue and cut 
across the playground, you'll save about eight minutes. 
(he smiles at his sister) 
Just kidding. 


She kisses her brother on the cheek. Cody gets into his car and drives off as Jenny 
walks toward home. 


EXT. BALTIMORE STREET - NIGHT 


Jenny walks slowly past Linsey's Candy and Tobacco, Bobbi Jo's Barbeque, a 
pharmacy, and stops in front of a smudged plate glass window with peeling gold 
letters -- "Mrs. Emma Parkins - Readings & Advice." 


EXT. MRS. PARKINS STOREFRONT - JENNY'S POV - NIGHT 


Jenny sees Mrs. Parkins herself pacing the room. She is a fat, drab old woman with a 
paper fan on a popsicle stick. Jenny hesitates, then turns the door handle and walks 
in. 


INT. MRS. PARKINS STOREFRONT - NIGHT 
Mrs. Parkins seems neither pleased nor unhappy to have a customer. 


MRS. PARKINS 
Come right in. Have a seat. 


JENNY 
(polite) 
Thank you. 
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Jenny sits down stiffly at a table near the door. Mrs. Parkins settles down with a 
groan in an armchair on the other side of the table. She still fans herself. 


MRS. PARKINS 
Seems like every year, the heat just hits me harder. 


Mrs. Parkins takes Jenny's hand and studies her palm. 


MRS. PARKINS (Contd.) 
Long life, good career line... 


JENNY 
(surprised) 
How did you know I'm going to be a doctor? 


MRS. PARKINS 
No sense beating around the bush. Is there something special 
you want to ask? 


JENNY 
Should I get...well...married? I mean, I have this chance. I've been asked. 


Mrs. Parkins puts down the fan and gazes at the ceiling. After a moment -- 


MRS. PARKINS 
Married! Should you or shouldn't you? 


ANGLE ON JENNY 
who opens her purse and takes out a letter. 


JENNY 
(looking at letter) 
That's what I don't know. Harley's researched everything. How much 
we could save in medical school by sharing a single apartment. 
And we could buy groceries in economy lots...and... 


Jenny looks up. Mrs. Parkins is staring at her. 


MRS. PARKINS 
And? 


JENNY 
And -- he thinks I'm intelligent and he says he loves me. 
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Mrs. Parkins picks up Jenny's hand that still holds the letter. 


MRS. PARKINS 
You'll have other proposals. 


JENNY 
But not like Harley. He's a genius. 


MRS. PARKINS 
Here is my advice. Go on and get married. 
JENNY 
(taken aback) 
Get married? But we've only had one real date. 


MRS. PARKINS 
Go ahead. Do it. Or don't. No matter. 
(then) 
You'll be destroyed by love. 


Mrs. Parkins lets go of Jenny's hand. 


MRS. PARKINS (Contd.) 
That'll be two dollars. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Jenny half-smiles as she searches through her purse. As she hands the money to Mrs. 
Parkins -- 


JENNY 
(self-assured) 

I could buy two restaurants with this. 
Mrs. Parkins is confused. Jenny exits. 
INT. SWEENEY'S GROCERY - LATE AFTERNOON 
Pearl rings up purchases for a customer. She's quite efficient. As she finishes, a 
salesman in a business suit, tie and hat, steps up behind the customer, waiting his 
turn. He carries a briefcase and doesn't appear to be buying anything. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


as the customer leaves the store, the man steps up to Pearl. 
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PEARL 
Yes? Can I help you with something? 


SALESMAN 
Are you Mrs. Tull? 


PEARL 
Yes. 


The man removes his hat and takes a business card out of his briefcase. 


SALESMAN 
I hope you don't mind my coming here. 
(then) 
I'm from American Life Insurance and Indemnity... 


PEARL 
(stricken) 
Has something happened to Beck? 


SALESMAN 
(smiles) 
No, Ma'am. He's just fine. We just need you’re okay on the 
pension plan that the Tanner Corporation is setting up. 


Pearl looks around and sees there are no more customers at the moment. The man 
takes out a clipboard and explains. 


SALESMAN (Contd.) 
(reading) 
As the wife, you are the primary beneficiary. But if you pre-decease 
Mr. Tull, we need an alternate beneficiary. Would that be Cody? 


PEARL 
Oh, no. All three children. 


SALESMAN 
Okay, whatever you say. That's Cody, Ezra and Jennifer, right? 


PEARL 
Right. Equally! 
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SALESMAN 
(looks at papers) 
I need your signature right here. 


The man places the papers on the counter. Pearl takes out her eyeglasses, puts them 
on and looks over the documents. Then she takes the pen from the salesman and 
signs. 


SALESMAN (Contd.) 
Well, that does it. 


He tears off a copy and hands it to Pearl. 


PEARL 
Do you need this pen? 


The salesman replaces his hat, then smiles. 


SALESMAN 
Why, no, Mrs. Tull. You can keep it. 
(pause) 


I'm sorry to have bothered you, but Mr. Tull wanted to 
be sure everything was in perfect order. Good day. 
The salesman leaves. Pearl looks at the pen in her hand. 
CLOSE ON PEN 
which reads -- "The Tanner Corporation." 


BACK TO PEARL 


who places the pen and paperwork in her purse. Another customer approaches the 
counter. 


EXT. BALTIMORE STREET - LATE AFTERNOON 


Down the road a bit, we follow the salesman as he walks up to a parked late model 
Buick. Beck Tull is at the wheel. The salesman gets in and the car drives off. 


INT. HOSPITAL CORRIDOR - DAY 


Ezra makes his way among other visitors toward a room at the end of the hallway. 
He's wearing a shirt and tie, and carries a bouquet of flowers. 
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INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY 


Ezra quietly pokes his head in the room, then carefully goes over to a table beside the 
bed where he removes old flowers from a vase and replaces them with the new ones. 


ANGLE ON BED 


where a fragile-looking Mrs. Scarlatti lies, sound asleep. Ezra kisses his fingers and 
gently presses them to her forehead. Then he straightens the handmade shaw! which 
covers her legs and quietly exits. 


EXT. HOMESICK RESTAURANT - "JUNE 1960" - NIGHT 


Two years later. Scarlatti's now has a new, hand-painted wooden sign above the 
door: "The Homesick Restaurant." 


INT. HOMESICK RESTAURANT - NIGHT 


This place is entirely different. The red-flocked wall paper has been removed to show 
brick walls. Children's drawings, an Oriole baseball hat, lots of plants, and a 
motorcycle with a Marilyn Monroe cutout astride have become part of a very eclectic 
decor. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The wall between the kitchen and dining room is down and we can watch a very busy 
kitchen staff. There is a feeling of a family kitchen here, except there are more cooks. 
One stirs soup while another removes a cake from the oven. 


ANGLE ON RUTH 


nineteen, a skinny, red-headed young woman in bib overalls. She is grating potatoes 
and talking to Ezra. He offers last minute instructions as he tastes one of the dishes 
offered by yet another cook. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


A plump waitress comes over to Ezra and points to the door where a group of well- 
dressed people wait to be seated. The host of the group does not look happy. As soon 
as Ezra approaches, he complains. 


CUSTOMER 
I used to say, don't knock Baltimore until you've seen Scarlatti's. Why, 
when Mts. Scarlatti was alive, you could bring anyone here. 
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EZRA 
(polite) 
I know there have been some changes, but... 


CUSTOMER 
I'll say there are changes. What kind of name is Homesick Restaurant? 


The other people in the place have taken notice of this exchange. 


EZRA 
We're still a fine restaurant... 


CUSTOMER 
I can see the cooks in the kitchen! 


EZRA 
(calm) 
I believe a meal tastes better if it is eaten in the room where it is prepared. 
(then) 
Why, tonight it's pot roast. 


CUSTOMER 
Pot roast! Pot roast I can get at home. 


He claps on his hat and exits, followed by his out-of-town guests. 
ANGLE ON EZRA 


He watches the door slam and with a shrug turns toward other more satisfied 
customers. 


ANGLE ON TABLE 


where a professional-type gentleman is seated. A book lies open next to his plate. 
He's obviously overheard the irate customer. Ezra greets him politely. 


EZRA 
The pot roast the way you like it, Mr. Kraft? 


MR. KRAFT 
(as he picks up book) 
‘Home is the place where when you go there, they have 
to take you in.' Robert Frost. 
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Ezra brightens as he walks toward the kitchen. 
DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. HOMESICK RESTAURANT - NIGHT 

Later. Pearl and a very pregnant Jenny sit at a large table. 


JENNY 
Is Cody bringing someone? 


PEARL 
A different girl every week! I guess he can't find the right one. 


Cody enters with Karen. They stand at the door and then spot the family table and 
cross to it. Karen is elegant, well-groomed, a beauty. She reluctantly lets go of 
Cody's arm as he seats her next to Jenny. Cody sits beside Pearl. 


KAREN 
(friendly) 
Hello. 
CODY 
Mother, you remember Karen. And my sister, Jenny. 
(then) 


Where's Harley? 


Jenny doesn't answer. Ezra comes to the table and greets all. He carries a bottle of 
wine which he pours into glasses and then sits down next to Karen. 


EZRA 
(to Karen) 
I'm glad you could come. 


CODY 
(raising glass) 
To everybody's good health. And to Ezra's food. 


EZRA 
(adds) 
To a happy family dinner. 


JENNY 
That, too. 
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Everybody sips, including Pearl. 


EZRA 
The soup is on its way. 


CODY 
Are you having it brought barefoot by runners? 


EZRA 
It's fresh off the stove. Piping hot. 


Pearl observes everything. Nothing gets past her. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
INT. HOMESICK RESTAURANT - NIGHT 


Later still. Soup plates are being removed by the waiter. Cody talks to Pearl but soon 
stops and watches Karen look at Ezra, speculatively. Finally, Ezra leans toward her 
and touches her earrings. 


EZRA 
How did you get those little circles through your ears? 


Cody starts to laugh but stops when he sees Karen raise her finger to her earlobe, 
mesmerized by Ezra. 


CODY 
Karen, let's go. 


Karen hesitates, bewildered. 


KAREN 
But we haven't finished dinner. 


Pearl understands. So does Jenny. 
CODY 
(rises) 


I'm leaving. You can stay with Ezra if you want. 


Karen, embarrassed, rises and follows Cody out of the restaurant. Ezra doesn't speak, 
equally bewildered. Then -- 
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JENNY 
(laughing) 
Cody's impossible. It must have been the lukewarm soup. 


PEARL 
Who are you to speak against your brothers? Married not even 
a year, pregnant, and talking divorce. 


Pearl gets up, gathers her purse and gloves, and exits. 

ANGLE ON JENNY 

who sighs, leans over to kiss Ezra, and follows her mother. 

THE WAITER 

arrives with the next course and stands looking at the empty places. 


EZRA 
(to waiter) 
They left. I guess they weren't hungry. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Ezra gets up, takes the tray from the waiter and walks to the kitchen. He puts it on the 
kitchen table and looks at Ruth who is at the stove. 


EZRA (Contd.) 
I wish just once we could get through a meal from start to finish. 


Ruth quits what she's doing at the stove and crosses to Ezra. 


EZRA (Contd.) 
We once got as far as dessert. Does that count? 


Ruth takes two plates from the tray, finds two knives and forks, then sits Ezra down. 
She pats his arm and sits next to him. 


EZRA (Contd.) 
I wish they'd tasted your pot roast. 


RUTH 
(soft) 
Doesn't matter. 
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They start to eat. 


RUTH (Contd.) 
Back home, we saved our fights for Saturday night -- after dinner. 


Ezra continues to eat, content. 
INT. JENNY'S APARTMENT - "DECEMBER 1960" - NIGHT 


Six months later. A tiny apartment where Jenny, now twenty-five, and baby, 
Rebecca, live. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


In an alcove is the baby's bed. Medical books are stacked on makeshift bookshelves 
made of bricks and boards. A fan on top of the bureau turns noisily. There is an 
unmade Murphy bed. Dishes in the sink. And most of all -- 


THE BABY 
is crying. And crying. 
ANGLE ON JENNY 


who sits in an armchair and desperately tries concentrating on a medical book. 
Reluctantly, she puts the book down and crosses the room where she picks up the 
baby, who immediately stops crying. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Jenny puts the baby back in its crib and as she walks away, the baby resumes crying. 


JENNY 
(out loud) 
Becky, please, darling. It's time to sleep. 


But Becky continues crying. Jenny returns to the crib, reaches in for the bottle and 
picks the baby up. Becky cries even louder. 


JENNY (Contd.) 
(both angry and exhausted) 
Stop it. 


But the baby's not listening. 
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ANGLE ON CRIB 


as Jenny flings the baby against the mattress. She throws the bottle at her, but it 
bounces off the side of the crib and falls to the floor. 


JENNY (Contd.) 
You goddamn baby! 


CLOSE ON BABY 
now exhausted from crying, sobs quietly. 


JENNY (Contd.) 
I wish you were dead. 


The baby starts crying loudly once again. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Jenny walks back to the armchair and sits down. Stares into space. Then -- 
JENNY (Contd.) 
(realizes) 
I'm just like...her. 


The phone rings. She answers. It's Pearl. 


PEARL (O.S.) 
Jenny. Don't you write your family anymore? 


Jenny starts crying. Dry, ragged sobs. 


JENNY 
Oh, Mommy... 


PEARL (O.S.) 
Jenny, hang up. Go lie down on the couch. I'll be there as soon 
as Ezra can drive me. Please, honey. 


The phone clicks. After a moment, Jenny slowly hangs up. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
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INT. JENNY'S APARTMENT - DAY 
Two weeks later. The place is immaculate. A bunch of flowers sits on the table. 
ANGLE ON PEARL 


who rocks gently in the chair, the baby on her lap. She reads to her from "Raggedy 
Ann and the Paper Dragon" while Cody talks on the phone, finishing up a business 
call. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Jenny lies on the Murphy bed which is made up with squared comers. Ezra sits on a 
chair next to the bed. He holds an empty bowl. Jenny has just finished eating. 


EZRA 
(to all) 
Some people don't take to gizzard soup, but Jenny has 
finished the whole bowl. 


Cody just rolls his eyes. Pearl looks up from her book. 


PEARL 
Jenny must be getting her strength back. 


Cody hangs up, turns to Pearl. 


CODY 
Or maybe she's too weak to resist. 


EZRA 
Very funny. 


CODY 
Well, it's all arranged. I've hired a sitter, Delilah Something. 
She starts tomorrow. Full-time. 


PEARL 
Good. I've used up all my vacation time and Jenny needs to 
rest a while longer. 


JENNY 
(looks up) 
I'm really well. I have to get back to the hospital. 
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Cody, Ezra and Pearl look at each other. Jenny is still very fragile. Cody then walks 
over to the bed, stands beside Ezra. 


CODY 
Not yet, honey. Not until you're one hundred percent. 


Cody slings his suit coat over his shoulder, gives his sister a little salute and is out the 
door. 


ANGLE ON BABY 
who starts to squirm. Pearl finds her place in the book. 


PEARL 
(to baby) 
I used to read this to your mother when she was a baby. 


ANGLE ON JENNY 


who has heard this comment and smiles to herself. As Pearl resumes reading to the 
baby, Jenny closes her eyes and listens. 


PEARL (O.S.) 
(reading) 
'The fight between Mr. Doodle and the Dragon was a great sight 
to see. The Dragon could growl very loud when he wanted to, and 
he growled louder than usual...’ 


INT. HOMESICK RESTAURANT - "MAY 1963" - NIGHT 


On a blackboard is tonight's menu. One dish -- oxtail stew. Cody sits at a table with a 
reserved sign, five settings and a booster chair. Ezra comes over. 


EZRA 
It's all set for six-thirty. 
(impatient) 
What's keeping them? 
CODY 


What's the problem? It's only stew. 


Ezra sits down. 
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EZRA 
It's not only stew. It's what you long for when you're 
sad and everyone's been wearing you down. 


CODY 
(checks watch) 
If you say so. 


ANGLE ON DOOR 
Pearl, Jenny and an almost three-year-old Becky enter. Becky runs over to Ezra. 


CODY (Contd.) 
Well here they all are. 


Mother and daughter carry no parcels but it is clear they've been shopping. Perhaps it 
is the frazzled cross look they share. Jenny's lipstick is chewed off. Pearl's hat is 
crooked. 


ANGLE ON TABLE 


Pearl starts talking as she approaches the table. Jenny places Becky in the high chair 
and sits down. 


EZRA 
(forever the host) 
I'm glad you could make it. 


PEARL 
(launching right in) 
Jenny and her notions. We found just the right thing. A 
nice pale gray with a crocheted collar. Suitable for a 
second marriage. Why are there five places set? 


Pearl continues standing. 


EZRA 
Have a seat, Mother. 


PEARL 
(as she sits) 
First, she asks me to go shopping with her and then she 
throws a tantrum right in the middle of Hutzler’s. 
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Jenny can stand this no longer. 


JENNY 
Pale gray! Anthracite is what the saleslady called it. No way. 
I'm not getting married in a coal-black wedding dress. 


CODY 
Well, I'm sure it'll all work itself... 


PEARL 
And then, only to spite me, she pulls out something white as snow. 


JENNY 
Cream-colored, Mother. 


PEARL 
Cream, white, what's the difference. You're marrying for the second 
time. The man has six children and his divorce isn't even final. 


JENNY 
I happen to like that dress. 


Silence. Both Ezra and Cody hope it's over. Then -- 


PEARL 
Well, I can see that nothing can satisfy you. 


JENNY 
Mother, I am satisfied. I love my cream-colored dress and 
so will Joe. Will you please just get off my back? 


EZRA 
Now, now... 


PEARL 
I don't have to stay here and take it. 


Pearl gets up, turns abruptly and marches back across the dining room, as erect as a 
wind-up doll. 


ANGLE ON JENNY 


who pulls out a compact, looks in it, let's Becky look in it, then returns it to her purse. 
Pp Pp y Pp 
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EZRA 
Please, Jenny, go after her. 


CODY 
Ezra, for once, just drop it. 
(then) 
I don't think I'm up to a family dinner anyway. 


Cody starts to get up. 
EZRA 
Cody, Jenny, wait. This is important. It's an occasion. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Ezra gets up and walks toward the kitchen where he takes the arm of the red-headed 
country cook, Ruth. She walks jauntily, wiping her hands on her backside while Ezra 
hovers adoringly by her side. 


ANGLE ON CODY AND JENNY 
as Ezra leads Ruth over to them. 


EZRA (Contd.) 
I'd like you to meet Ruth. Ruth, this is Cody and Jenny. And Becky. 
(then) 
We're getting married in September. 


CODY 
(surprised) 
Ruth? 


JENNY 
That's wonderful! 


Jenny kisses Ruth on the cheek as Ruth sticks out her hand to Cody. 


RUTH 
How do. 


EXT. TULL HOUSE - NIGHT 


Pearl sits on the glider, purse beside her, handkerchief in hand. Cody gets out of his 
car and comes up the porch. He sits down next to her. 
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PEARL 
You don't have to tell me, Cody. I know I made a scene. 


(pause) 
He's going to marry that country cook. I knew it when I saw 


those five plates. Lord, right on top of buying wedding dress 
number two for my only daughter. 


Cody reaches over and pats her hand as they continue to swing. 


CODY 
I guess things have to change, sometimes. 


PEARL 
Cody, you know I want you three to be happy. Why, I wouldn't hold 
Ezra back for the world -- though I don't know what he sees in her. 


The sound of crickets fill the night air. The streetlamps give everything an eerie 
glow. 


CODY 
Maybe he loves her. 


PEARL 
(reassuring herself) 
I've never been one of those mothers who try to keep their 
sons home. I only want what's best for my children. 
(determined) 
I want Ezra to marry. Truly. You can manage on your own 
but Ezra needs someone. He's too good. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Cody gets up and moves to the porch railing where he leans. He looks as if he's going 
to say something, but doesn't. 


PEARL (O.S.) 
Of course, I love all my children the same. Every bit the same. 


Cody doesn't move. Just stares out into the night. 
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PEARL (Contd.) 

Sometimes, I look at Ezra and Ruth and I want to say, 'Who do 
you think you are? Do you really believe you'll live happily ever 
after? That you're special?’ 

(long pause) 
Cody, I was special once to someone. I could just reach out 
and lay a fingertip on his arm and he would get all confused. 

(she takes a breath) 
I had the most beautiful wedding. I had three children. And when you 
were little, | was the center of your world. Why, the moment you 
came in from school, 'Mother, are you home?' Don't you remember? 


Cody does remember. We can hear the sound of the porch glider as it moves back 
and forth. 


PEARL (Contd.) 
It's really not fair. I'm old and walk along unnoticed, just like anyone else. 


Pearl continues to swing, alone. 
INT. TULL LIVING ROOM - DAY 


Pearl watches Ruth and Ezra play gin rummy on the floor, like kids. Ruth wears 
jeans, combat boots, an old shirt and smokes a little cigar. Cody enters carrying 
roses. 


PEARL 
Cody, what a surprise. We didn't expect you. 


CODY 
I have a client in Laurel, needed immediate attention. 


EZRA/RUTH 
Hi, Cody. 


PEARL 
Two weekends in a row. How wonderful. 


CODY 
(to Ruth) 
These are for you. 


Ruth looks at the flowers, then back to her game, where she draws a card from the 
deck. 
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RUTH 
What are they? 

CODY 
Well, roses 

RUTH 


Roses? This early in the year? 


CODY 
Greenhouse roses. I especially ordered copper to go with your hair. 


RUTH 
You leave my hair out of this. 


Ezra comes to his brother's defense. 


EZRA 
Honey, don't take it wrong. Cody meant it as a compliment. 


ANGLE ON PEARL 
who watches, unsmiling. 


CODY 
See, it's my way of saying welcome. Welcome to our family. 


EZRA 
Cody, that was awful nice of you. 


ANGLE ON RUTH 
She lays down her cards and smiles at Ezra. 


RUTH 
Gin. 


She takes a drag off her tiny cigar. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Cody stands holding the flowers. Pearl gets up and reaches for them. 
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PEARL 
Here, let me put those in water. Cody, I'll need the tall vase. 


She takes the flowers and leads Cody to the kitchen. 
INT. TULL KITCHEN — DAY 


Cody goes to a cabinet and reaches to take the vase down from a high shelf. Pearl 
fills it with water, sets it on the kitchen table and starts arranging the flowers. 


PEARL 
I know what you're up to. 
CODY 
(innocent) 
I beg your pardon? 
PEARL 


First off, you've never said, 'I beg your pardon' to me in your life. 
Cody thinks about this. His mother is right. Then -- 


PEARL (Contd.) 
I see through you like a sheet of glass. She's not your type. Ruth belongs 
to Ezra and she's the only thing in the whole world he's ever wanted. 


CODY 
You don't understand. 


PEARL 
This may come as a shock to you. I do understand. I may not be smart 
about a lot of things, but I understand my three children perfectly. 
I know what you're after. I see what's in your heart. 


This angers Cody. 
CODY 
Just like God! 
PEARL 
Just like God. 


They stand for a moment, looking at the bouquet. 
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EXT. CALVERT STREET - LATE AFTERNOON 


Cody walks alongside Ruth and Ezra. It's been raining and Ruth, in combat boots, 
walks right through the puddles. Carefree. Ezra plays his newest recorder while Ruth 
hums along. When he finishes the tune, he tucks the recorder in his pocket and circles 
Ruth with his arm. He pulls her close and she snuggles in. 


ANGLE ON CODY 
who watches all of this. His face registers both envy and revulsion. 


RUTH 
Tonight, let's do that Arab rice. 


EZRA 
And your country chicken. 

RUTH 
Good idea. 

CODY 


I guess all you two ever do is slave away in that restaurant. 


RUTH 
(a bit defensive) 
We do other things. 
CODY 
(offers) 


Have you ever been to New York? 
ANGLE ON RUTH 
Ruth shakes her head ‘no,' but she appears curious. 


CODY (0O.S.) 
I travel quite a bit, but for me, there's nowhere else I'd rather call home. 
The food, the shows, all the nightlife. Talk about fancy restaurants... 
(then) 
There's not a more romantic place anywhere, at least in my opinion. 


He's placed the ingredients in the pot, and now he lets them cook. Ruth says nothing. 
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EZRA 
(timid) 
Ruth, honey. Would you like to go someday? 
RUTH 


(hard to read) 
Sure. Maybe on our honeymoon. 


Ezra laughs. Cody is not amused. 


EZRA 
Honeymoon! Isn't she something? Don't you just love her, Cody? 


Ezra pulls Ruth tighter as Cody continues to watch. 
INT. TULL KITCHEN — NIGHT 
Pearl irons as she listens to the baseball game on the radio. Ezra enters. 


PEARL 
What's wrong? 


No answer. 


PEARL (Contd.) 
Ezra? Why aren't you at work? 


EZRA 
Mom, it's Cody. 
PEARL 
(clutching her heart) 
Cody... 
EZRA 


(distraught) 
He's gone off to get married. 


PEARL 
(relieved) 
Oh, married. I thought something terrible had happened. 
(then) 


Who to? 


214 | STEVEN KUNES 


EZRA 
(choked up) 

To Ruth. 

PEARL 
Your Ruth?! 

EZRA 
My Ruth. 

Pearl turns off the iron and the radio. 
PEARL 


Oh, sweetheart. It's your brother just being mean. 


EZRA 
(despairing) 
What does it matter why he did it. He stole her away. 


PEARL 
(offers) 
If she could be stolen, honey...why, you don't want her anyhow. 
ANGLE ON EZRA 
stricken. He starts to cry. Moves toward his mother, who takes hold of him. 
CLOSE ON PEARL 
as she remembers the loss of Beck. 


INT. BALTIMORE TRAIN STATION — NIGHT 


Ruth, in a navy blue suit, walks unsteadily on high-heeled sandals. Her hair is frizzier 
than usual, her makeup smeared. She looks as if she's been crying. 


ANGLE ON CODY 


who walks beside her and carries a large suitcase. He leads Ruth to a bench and sits 
her down. 


CODY 
Are you all right? You're sure you want to go through with this. 
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Ruth nods. 


CODY (Contd.) 
Okay. I'll get the tickets. 


He walks to a ticket window and gets in line. The line moves slowly and Cody, as 
usual, is impatient. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


A young woman with a child in front of him turns to survey the line. She smiles at 
Cody. 


JANE 
Cody Tull? 
(excited) 
It is Cody Tull. 
CODY 
Uh, yes. 
JANE 


I'm Jane Razzano. Remember me? 


CODY 
Oh, Jane. Well, good to see you. And this is your little girl? 


JANE 
Say hello to Mr. Tull, Margo. Mr. Tull and Mommy used 
to go to school together. 


MARGO 
Hi. 
CODY 
So, you're married... 
JANE 


(laughs) 
Remember the day I came to visit you uninvited? I had such a 
crush on you. Lord, I made a total fool of myself. 


Cody thinks back, remembers. 
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CODY 
You played a game of checkers with Ezra. 


JANE 
Ezra? 

CODY 
My brother. 

JANE 
You had a brother? 

CODY 


I certainly did. Do. You played checkers with him all afternoon. 
Jane tries her best to recollect, but can't. 
JANE 
That's funny. I remember everything about you...like it was 
yesterday. But I don't remember your having a brother. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The line moves forward and before Cody can answer, Jane is at the window. She 
buys her ticket, takes Margo's hand, waves to Cody and goes off into the crowd. 


ANGLE ON CODY 
who is next. He hesitates, starts to turn away, but -- 


RUTH 


is walking toward him, still wobbly on the high heels. Her hair is now combed, her 
makeup repaired. She calls to him, jokingly. 


RUTH 
I hope to get the knack of these things before long. 


She smiles. 


CODY 
You don't have to wear them, you know. 


PICK SIX | 217 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Ruth joins Cody at the window as he gets one final look at Jane, who disappears with 
her daughter through the door to a gate. 


RUTH 
Oh, I surely do. 
(nudges him) 
Cody, it's your turn. 
As Cody turns back to the window and buys the tickets -- 


RUTH (Contd.) 
I can hardly wait to get on the train. Do you think they'll 
have an eating car? 


EXT. ROUTE 40 - "SEPTEMBER 1978” - LATE MORNING 
Fifteen years later. A large tractor trailer moves south at a rapid pace. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


as the semi heads into Baltimore, it slows and eventually comes to a stop along the 
shoulder of the road. A young boy, about fourteen, climbs down from the passenger 
side and waves to the driver, who heads back onto the highway. 


ANGLE ON BOY 


who walks away before putting his thumb out for a ride. Soon, an elderly woman 
picks him up in an Oldsmobile. 


EXT. HOMESICK RESTAURANT - EARLY AFTERNOON 


The Oldsmobile stops in front and the boy, Luke, gets out. He looks the way Cody 
did at the same age. He's eager to say goodbye, but the driver continues talking. 


DRIVER 
Are you going to be all right? You sure your folks are inside? 


LUKE 
Yes, I am. 


DRIVER 
You'd better tell them it's not safe for a boy to be hitchhiking. 
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LUKE 
Yes, Ma'am. I appreciate your giving me a ride. 


Luke turns and walks to the front door. It's locked. 


DRIVER 
(worried) 
What's the trouble? 


LUKE 
I forgot. I have to use the kitchen door. 


Luke walks toward the rear of the building, then turns back to wave as the car starts 
up. 


INT. HOMESICK RESTAURANT - KITCHEN - EARLY AFTERNOON 


Workers dart about, preparing for the evening business. Luke stands in the doorway, 
unnoticed. He's almost forgotten why he came -- then he sees Ezra. 


ANGLE ON EZRA 

Luke watches as Ezra, now forty-five, cuts biscuits. His shirt sleeves are rolled up 
and a spotless white apron hangs around his waist. After a moment, Luke crosses to 
him and stands, waiting to be recognized. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 

Eventually, Ezra glances up, says hi, and goes back to his work. 

LUKE 


squares his shoulders, works up some nerve. 


LUKE 
I'd like a job. 


Ezra looks up again and reaches for a towel to wipe his hands. 


EZRA 
Luke? It's Cody's Luke, isn't it? 


LUKE 
How'd you guess? 
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EZRA 
Why, you do your shoulders just the way Cody does. 
Where is he? Back at the house? 


Luke looks down at the floor. 


LUKE 
I'm here on my own. 


EZRA 
Has something happened to him? Where's your mom? 


LUKE 
In New York. I left them there. 
(faces Ezra) 
Iran away. I didn't plan to, but he said... 


ANGLE ON EZRA 


who waits for Luke to finish. When he doesn't, Ezra removes his apron, places it on a 
hook and takes Luke's arm. They head toward the door. 


EZRA 
I know. When we were kids, sometimes I got so mad at 
Cody, I could just choke him. But I knew he didn't really 
mean it. He's my only brother. He wouldn't hurt you for the world. 


They exit. 
INT. TULL KITCHEN - AFTERNOON 
The kitchen is now an odd blend of old and new. A twenty-year-old coffee percolator 
sits beside a microwave oven. The table and chairs contrast with the double-door 
refrigerator. 
CLOSE ON WALL PHONE 
The receiver is out of its cradle.Pearl is on the phone with Cody. 
PEARL (O.S.) 


Now, Cody, I'm sitting here looking straight at him and he's 
perfectly all right. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


Luke sits at the kitchen table with a tall glass of milk and a plate of cookies. We get a 
closer look at Pearl. She's now seventy-nine, although the drive is still there. 


PEARL (Contd.) 
I hope you'll let him stay a while. 


(pause) 
Police! Call them right back. You're making a lot of fuss over nothing. 


CLOSE ON LUKE 
who rolls his eyes. This is what he lives with every day. 


PEARL (O.S.) 
He just thumbed a ride to the restaurant, and Ezra brought him home. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Pearl stops talking. Luke imagines he can hear his father yelling. 


PEARL (Contd.) 
All right, Cody. All right. I understand. 


Pearl hangs up without a goodbye and turns to her grandson. 


PEARL (Contd.) 
They'll be here as soon as they can. Your father wants to 
come get you right now. 


Great. 
INT. TULL DINING ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON 


Pearl and Luke sit at the dining room table with albums, loose photos, news 
clippings, etc., spread out. 


PEARL 
And this is my Uncle Seward, and my Aunt Bessie. They died 
a year apart from one another, back in 1944. My uncle owned 
the first car ever in Prince Georges County. 


LUKE 
They look like nice people. 
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PEARL 
They were. I lived with them from when I was about your 
age until I got married. 


Luke turns the album pages. 


LUKE 
Who's this? 


PEARL 
That was my Daddy. He passed away when I was just a baby. 
(points to other photo) 
This is, was, my brother. I never knew him because he died 
before I was even born. 


More pages. Then — 


PEARL (Contd.) 
Luke, look here. This is your dad. Two years old and so 
handsome. Even then. 


She laughs. Luke looks at the picture quickly and turns the page. He stops and points 
to another picture. 


LUKE 
Who's this? 


PEARL 
(leans in closer) 
Why, that's Cody teaching Ezra to ride a bicycle. 


LUKE 
Dad said I looked like Ezra. 
CLOSE ON PEARL 
She realizes why Luke ran away. 
PEARL 


Why, you're the spitting image of your father. Why would 
Cody say such a thing? 
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ANGLE ON LUKE 


who studies the photo intently and then, content, continues to turn the pages. He 
stops when he sees a small picture which has been placed alone on a large page. 


CLOSE ON PHOTOGRAPH 
A very pretty young woman, circa. 1905. 


LUKE (O.S.) 
She's pretty. 


PEARL (O.S.) 
That was my mother. 


BACK TO SCENE 
Pearl's eyes well up. Luke is still looking at the picture. 


LUKE 
When did she pass away? 


PEARL 
(hesitates) 
I...don't know. 


Luke is silent. He slowly closes the album. After a long moment: 


PEARL (Contd.) 
I wish your dad would let you come visit more often. 
(she smiles) 
We could go see the Orioles and I could have you all to myself. 


INT. TULL LIVING ROOM - EVENING 


A while later. Cody and Ruth have arrived. Ruth, now thirty-seven, wears an 
expensive outfit, all designer labels showing, but still finds it hard to walk on high 
heels. She puts her arms around Luke, half-crying, smoothing his hair. 


RUTH 
Luke! 
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ANGLE ON CODY 
now forty-eight, stands at the front door. Handsome as ever. 


CODY 
(to Luke) 
May I ask what you thought you were up to. Your mother's 
been beside herself. 


ANGLE ON RUTH 
who looks over her son's shoulder toward Pearl. 


RUTH 
We almost lost our minds. I kept looking out the same front 
window at the same sidewalk. Empty. You just don't know. 


PEARL 
(quietly) 
I do know. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


The front door opens. Ezra has returned early from the restaurant. 


EZRA 
Cody, Ruth. Good to see you. 


Ruth still stands with her arms around Luke. 


RUTH 
Oh, Luke, sweetheart, didn't you think you'd be missed? 


ANGLE ON PEARL 
who motions for everyone to sit down. 


PEARL 
How about some iced tea? 


Nobody moves. 


CODY 
No, we've got to start back. It's a four-hour drive. 
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Cody takes Ruth's arm to get her moving. She shrugs it off and goes to a chair and 
sits down. 


RUTH 
Luke, your father insisted on driving all the way himself. And too fast. 


PEARL 
Why not stay the night and start fresh in the morning? 


EZRA 
We could still have a nice dinner at the restaurant. 
(then) 
There are lots of new dishes to try. 


Cody looks at Ruth and then at Ezra. 
CODY 
I get more than enough new dishes at home. Why Ruth bothers, 
I'll never know. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Ruth gets up, signals Luke to join her and starts for the door. 


PEARL 
Well, maybe you will come for Thanksgiving. 


EZRA 
(sincere) 
We'll have a big family dinner at the restaurant. Jenny, Joe 
and all the kids... 
CODY 


Family dinner. I'm not even related to half those kids. Besides, 
I don't know where we'll be. 


PEARL 
There's always an airplane. 


LUKE 
Please, Dad. Couldn't we? I miss seeing Grandma. And Uncle 
Ezra and Aunt Jenny. 


Cody looks directly at his son. Sees how much this means to him. 
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CODY 
Well, I'll try. 
(then) 
Ruth, you got everything? Bye, Mother. So long, Ezra. I'll be in touch. 


Luke gives his grandmother one final hug, then follows Cody and Ruth, who have 
already gone out the front door. 


PEARL'S AND EZRA'S POV - THE STREET 


They stand in the doorway and watch as Cody and Luke get in the front seat of 
Cody's newest Mercedes-Benz and Ruth gets in the back. 


EXT. TULL HOUSE - "AUTUMN 1981" - DAY 


Three years later. Leaves blow around the glider on the porch. The neighborhood is 
quiet. 


INT. TULL DINING ROOM - DAY 


Ezra, forty-eight, is carrying his eighty-two-year-old mother down the stairs. He 
heads toward her bed, which, along with other furniture, has been moved to the 
dining room. 


PEARL 
(as he carries her) 
Be sure you get everything out of my vanity. I want it all where I can see 
it. 


EZRA 
Of course, Mother. 


He places Pearl down on her bed and goes back upstairs to retrieve the other things. 
CLOSER ON PEARL 


as she fumbles to adjust a pillow, it is evident she has gone blind. However, although 
she may have shrunk and aged, her true, interior self is still larger than life. 
Determined, she straightens herself out and waits for her son to come back. After a 
moment, the front door slams. 


JENNY (O.S.) 
Mother, where are you? 
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PEARL 
Where else would I be? 


ANGLE ON JENNY 


who comes in and stops immediately when she sees her mother in bed in the dining 
room. At forty-six, Jenny is still quite beautiful but does nothing to fix herself up. 
She stares for a moment at Pearl before speaking. 


JENNY 
What are you doing in the dining room? And where's Ezra? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Ezra reappears carrying his mother's belongings. 


EZRA 
(to Pearl) 
You saved newspaper clips about the Tanner Corporation? 


PEARL 
I said bring my belongings, not look at them. 


JENNY 
I can't believe it. I come over and find everything's falling apart. 


PEARL 
(in Jenny's direction) 
Jenny, did you bring the children? 


JENNY 
No, not this time. They're home with Joe. Mother, how are you feeling? 


Jenny leans in to kiss her mother. She places a hand on her forehead. 


PEARL 
I'm fine. Is Cody here, too? 
EZRA 
No, Mother. 
JENNY 
(rises) 


Mother, you're burning up. I'm going to call an ambulance. 
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ANGLE ON EZRA 
who steps between Pearl and Jenny. 


EZRA 
She won't go to the hospital. Dr. Vincent said we could wait. 


JENNY 
That quack! 


PEARL 
Jenny! Besides, I feel fine. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
favoring all three. Jenny looks to Ezra for support. He shrugs. 


PEARL (Contd.) 
(still in charge) 
It was nice of you to come by, Jenny. 


JENNY 
It's just that I worry about you. You're the only mother I have. 


PEARL 
(almost to herself) 
You should have got an extra. 


Pearl closes her eyes. Jenny, resigned, looks at her mother again and then goes 
toward the door. 


JENNY 
(to Ezra) 
I'll look in later. Call me if you need me. 


PEARL 
(answers for Ezra) 
Yes, Doctor. 
Ezra nods. Jenny exits. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Ezra has a seat in the armchair beside Pearl's bed. 
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EXT. CALVERT STREET - "WINTER 1981” - AFTERNOON 


Favoring the Tull house. It is a blustery day. Snow has been plowed to the sides of 
the street. 


PEARL (0.S.) 
Money doesn't grow on trees. 


INT. TULL DINING ROOM - AFTERNOON 


Ezra sits by Pearl's bed. A cup of tea rests on the table. He is dozing. Pearl's in bed 
with her eyes closed. 


PEARL (Contd.) 
Did you hear me? 
EZRA 
(awakening) 
What, Mother? 
PEARL 


But I should have let you stay home to pick it. 
Ezra stands and leans over the bed to better hear what his mother is saying. 
PEARL (Contd.) 
Shouldn't you get back to the restaurant? You're like a mother 


hen about that place. 


Ezra doesn't answer as he pats Pearl's hand. 


PEARL (Contd.) 
Ezra? 
EZRA 
Yes, Mother? 
PEARL 


Where is my address book? 


EZRA 
(reassuring) 
Right here. On the table. 
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PEARL 
Pay attention, Ezra. I want everybody in it invited to my funeral. 


Ezra is silent. Then -- 


EZRA 
Funeral! You're not going to die. 


PEARL 
(matter-of-fact) 
No, of course not. I have children. 


EZRA 
Let's not talk about it. 


The two are quiet for a long moment. The wind rattles the windows slightly. 


PEARL 
Don't forget. The people in my address book. 


INT. DOCTOR'S OFFICES - LOBBY - DAY 


This is a partnership of perhaps a dozen pediatricians. An assortment of children wait 
for their appointments, playing with an array of toys which are scattered about the 
lobby. 


INT. JENNY'S OFFICE - DAY 
Jenny is with a "patient," her attractive twenty-one-year-old stepdaughter, Elizabeth. 


JENNY 
Come on, say 'aah.' The check-up's on the house. 


ELIZABETH 
I'm not feeling so bad anymore. I think the vitamins worked. 


JENNY 
I remember college. You probably have mono. 
(then) 
Open. 


Elizabeth complies. Jenny looks down her throat. 
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JENNY (Contd.) 
Not good, but not bad considering you're at Georgetown. 


She starts to write a prescription. Elizabeth's sense of humor has momentarily 
disappeared. 


ELIZABETH 
I guess the ski trip is out. 


JENNY 
(smiles) 
Having a doctor for a stepmother is a real treat, huh? 


Jenny's private line buzzes. She moves to the phone and as she answers -- 


ELIZABETH 
You could have some better toys out there. 


ANGLE ON JENNY 
on the phone. 


JENNY 
Ezra...what is it? 


We hold on Jenny. Something has happened. 
EXT. NEW JERSEY MARSH — DAY 


We follow several geese as they come within twenty feet of the tree tops. Then we 
hear the blast from a shotgun. The geese scatter. 


REVERSE ON LUKE 
holding a smoking gun and wearing a down jacket. Cody takes the gun from him. 


CODY 
I told you to wait. They would have come lower. Now they're gone. 


LUKE 
Sorry. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


We get a better look at the two -- Luke is now seventeen, a spitting image of his 
father, with strong traces of Beck. Cody, at fifty-one, looks like your typical goose- 
hunting businessman. The right clothes, the right equipment, the lack of patience. 


CODY 
(resigned) 
Come on, let's head over to North Point. Maybe catch some action there. 


LUKE 
Okay. 


Luke is still sheepish. Cody, with as much emotion as he can muster, mumbles -- 


CODY 
Don't worry. No problem. 


Luke relaxes. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Off in the distance we hear a man shout, but can't make out what he's saying. 


CODY 
Who's that idiot? The birds will never come back now. 


As the man comes closer, we can hear that he is yelling somebody's name. 


MAN 
Mr. Cody Tull! Mr. Cody Tull! 


ANGLE ON CODY 

who wonders what this is all about. He shrugs, looks at his son. 

EXT. CALVERT STREET - BALTIMORE - MORNING 

It is mid-morning on a sunny day. A well-maintained ten-year-old Buick drives 
slowly down the street past the row houses. They are all slightly different. One has 


dozens of roses struggling in the tiny front yard. In another, an illuminated Madonna 
glows in the parlor window. 
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EXT. TULL HOUSE - MORNING 


The Buick comes to a stop across the street from Pearl Tull's house, which has a bow 
of mourner's ribbon on the front door. Parked in front of this house is a black stretch 
limousine with a chauffeur at the wheel. 


ANGLE ON BUICK 


as its driver, Beck Tull, gets out of his car. He is a trim, white-haired gentleman of 
seventy-six in an old-fashioned and slightly gangsterish pin-striped suit. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


He starts to cross the street, but suddenly the front door of the house opens and Cody, 
handsome and well-dressed, comes out followed by Jenny, her husband Joe and a 
gaggle of children. Bringing up the rear are a still too-thin Ruth, now forty with the 
copper fading from her hair, and Luke. All are dressed in dark clothes. 


ANGLE ON BECK 

who hesitates as they reach their limousine. 

ANGLE ON LIMOUSINE 

The chauffeur gets out, comes around and opens the rear door. Everyone gets in, the 
children on the jump seats. Cody and Luke are in front with Luke next to the driver. 
The limousine starts off. 


BECK TULL 


returns to his car and follows the limousine down the street -- a two-car funeral 
procession. 


EXT. BALTIMORE STREETS - "JANUARY 1982" — MORNING 

The cars drive through drab Baltimore streets, past Linsey's Candy & Tobacco, and 
Bobbi Jo's Barbecue with dusty artificial greenery on either side of the entrance. As 
they turn the last corner, they pass a high school, built circa 1930s. 


EXT. HOMESICK RESTAURANT - MORNING 


The limousine comes to a stop in front where Ezra, now forty-eight, is waiting. He 
wears a loose-fitting khaki suit which seems inappropriate for a funeral. There is a 
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space between his collar and the knot of his tie. He looks his usual benign self, if a 
bit sadder. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Ezra opens the back door of the limousine and starts to slide in next to Ruth. At the 
same instant, Cody opens the front door, gets out and directs Luke. 


CODY 
Son, get in back. Ezra, there's room in front. 


Luke, teary-eyed, gets in next to Ruth, who puts her arm around him as the limousine 
starts up. The Buick follows. 


EXT. BAPTIST CHURCH - MORNING 
The cars pull up in front of the First Baptist Church. 
ANGLE ON ENTRANCE 


On the announcement board in front is "Pearl Tull Service, 11:00 a.m. And they shall 
call her blessed." 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Everyone gets out of the limousine and starts up the church steps, with Ezra and 
Cody bringing up the rear. An elderly lady stops Ezra to murmur condolences. 


ELDERLY LADY 
So sorry to hear about your mother. 


EZRA 
Thank you for coming. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


As Cody waits impatiently for Ezra, he sees Beck, who has parked a little ways back 
of the limousine. Suddenly he recognizes who it is and turns angrily to Ezra. 


CODY 
(in a loud voice) 
For God's sake. Who the hell invited him? 
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EZRA 


(quietly) 
I did. Mother asked me to invite everyone in her address book 
to her funeral. And there it was under 'T' -- Beck Tull. 


CODY 
What did you say? 


EZRA 
I said, ‘Hello, this is Ezra. Mother has died and her funeral is 
Monday at eleven." 


ANGLE ON CHURCH STEPS 
Beck has now reached them. He stops one step below. 


BECK 
Hello, boys. It's your father speaking. 


Jenny comes down the stairs and stops. 


JENNY 
Cody, what's wrong? 


CODY 
(to Jenny) 
Your brother went and asked our father to the funeral. 


EZRA 
Mother told me to. 
JENNY 
(laughing) 
Typical Pearl. 
BECK 


And this must be Jenny. Last time I set eyes on you, you were 
just about nine. Your favorite song was Mairzy Doats. 


JENNY 
(taking Beck's arm) 


Everyone's waiting. We'll have a chance to visit after the service. 
ry g 


She leads him up the stairs. After a moment, Ezra and Cody follow. 
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CODY 
Damnit. After what he did, he doesn’t belong. 


The four of them disappear into the church. 
INT. HOMESICK RESTAURANT — DAY 
After Pearl's funeral. The place is empty except for one long table covered in white 
linen and set with crystal and china. Fifteen places including a high chair. Every seat 


taken. A waitress hovers. 


EZRA 
So, what do you think of this wine, Dad? 


ANGLE ON BECK 
holding the wine glass. He's at the head of the table. 
BECK 
Oh, I'm not much for wine, son. I don't drink anything that 
has to breathe. A little shot of bourbon is more my style. 


THE OTHERS 


try to observe Beck without looking obvious. It's been thirty-seven years since he 
left. 


EZRA 
How's the soup? It's eggplant. 


ANGLE ON BECK 
who has been looking at all the children. 


BECK 
What? 


EZRA 
The soup is one of our specialties. You'll love it. 


Beck carefully tastes it. Then he looks around the restaurant and back to Ezra. 


BECK 
This is some fancy operation. 
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ANGLE ON CODY 
who is having trouble with the whole situation. No one else knows what to say. 


EZRA 
Are you still with the Tanner Corporation? 


BECK 
looks at the children in disbelief. 


BECK 

No, no, I'm retired. I put in forty-one years of service. Gave 
me a wonderful banquet, and this pocket watch. 

(pause) 
To tell the truth, I miss it. I try to keep busy. Play cards 
with a few of my buddies at the hotel. 

(then) 
And I got a lady friend I see. No disrespect to your mother, 
but Claudette's a real fine woman. Even so, I still miss the 
action. You know what I mean, Cody. 


Cody looks up. 


CODY 
I don't know what you mean. 


Ezra changes the subject. 


EZRA 
Dad, did you know that Cody is an efficiency expert? 


BECK 
What's that? 


Cody doesn't answer. 


EZRA 
He's a time-study man. Visits factories and tells them what 
to do. He's one of the very best. Always getting written up. 


BECK 
(turns to Cody) 
Is that so? Well, that's fine. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 
Beck turns from Cody and looks around the table. 


BECK (Contd.) 
This is some crowd. Just like on TV. A big, happy family. 


Finally, Cody speaks. 


CODY 
Don't let them fool you. Why, not more than two or three of these 
kids are even related to you. The rest are Joe's by a previous wife. 


ANGLE ON JENNY 
who covers with a smile. 


JENNY 
We're what you call a blended family. 


JOE 
It was the only way I could be sure I had a doctor who made house calls. 


Joe looks toward his wife lovingly. 
ANGLE ON BECKY 
now twenty-one, she appears a bit nervous. 


BECKY 
Hi, Grandpa. I'm Becky. Jenny's my mother. 


BECK 
(moved) 
Well, hello. 
ANGLE ON CODY 


who can't stand it anymore. He pushes his plate away and looks at Beck. 
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CODY 
I've got this partner, Sloan. A bachelor all his life. Last year, Sloan ran into 
Sally, an old girlfriend. She was celebrating her little daughter's birthday, 
and Sloan, just to be polite, asked, "Which birthday is it?’ And when Sally 
told him, it rang a bell. He said, 'Why, she must be mine.' And Sally just 
looked at him and said, 'Yes, she is, as a matter of fact.' 


ANGLE ON BECK 
who thinks about this. 


BECK 
How strange. 


CODY 
leans in and explains. 
CODY 

Not at all. Sloan doesn't count. He wasn't part of the family. 

Not a real father. 
ANGLE ON BECK 
who is very uncomfortable. Flustered. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
All sit silently. Then, at the other end of the table, something crashes to the floor. 


THE BABY 


starts crying. Both Jenny and one of her stepdaughters (the baby's mother) gets up 
and goes to the high chair. Others get up to see what fell off the table. 


JOE 
It was just a serving spoon, no big deal. 


JENNY 
(to stepdaughter) 
Let me have her. She's all right. 


Jenny picks up the baby who immediately stops crying. Everyone returns to their 
seats. 
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ANGLE ON BECK'S CHAIR 
which is empty. A napkin is discarded on his plate. 


EZRA 
Dad is gone! 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Ezra gets up and goes to the front door. He opens it and looks out. Shakes his head 
and comes back to the table. 


EZRA (Contd.) 
(frantic) 
Come on, Cody. We can find him, bring him back and take 
up where we left off. 


Ezra starts for the front door. Cody remains seated. 


CODY 
Or, we could finish the family dinner without him. That's 
always a possibility. 


EZRA 


(mad) 
Fine. Do what you want. 


Ezra grabs his coat and goes out the door. 


CODY 
(calls after him) 
Good hunting. 


ANGLE ON TABLE 


Everybody slowly begins to eat, all except Luke. Cody pours himself another glass of 
wine and starts to drink. Luke is staring right at him. Cody puts down the glass. 


CODY (Contd.) 
Maybe I'll check on how Ezra is doing. 


Luke is relieved. Cody pushes back his chair, gets his coat and exits. 
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EXT. HOMESICK RESTAURANT - DAY 


Cody stands in front of the restaurant. Ezra is nowhere to be found. After a moment, 
Cody makes his decision and heads east through an alleyway. 


EXT. BUSHNELL STREET - DAY 


Cody comes out of the alley and looks around. No one is out in this cold. He's about 
to turn around when he sees a puff of smoke corning from the entrance of a nearby 
building. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Cody approaches the building and sees his father sitting on the front steps, smoking a 
pipe. He walks up to him. 


CODY 
Anything wrong? 


BECK 
I just needed some air. 
(then) 
Sorry to eat and run, but Claudette will be expecting me. 
You know how women are. She depends on me. 


Beck takes another puff on his pipe. 


CODY 
So did we. We were just kids. You turned your back on us. 


BECK 
But Pearl... 


CODY 
Yes, she was a witch! You left us in her clutches. 


Beck stares past Cody at a passing car. Cody sits down beside Beck on the steps. 


BECK 
At first, I made your mother very happy. She thought I was so 
wonderful. Everything was perfect. 
(remembers) 
You ought to have seen her face when I walked into a room. I 
could do no wrong... 
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CODY 
(bitterly) 
And then...? 


BECK 
She used up my good points. 


Cody doesn't understand. 


BECK (Contd.) 
I guess she saw my faults. No matter how hard I tried...I was on the road 
too much, I didn't help with you kids, I didn't get ahead in my work, I 
drank too much, I talked wrong, ate wrong, even drove the car wrong. 


Beck stops, takes a breath. He has been waiting thirty-seven years to explain. 


BECK (Contd.) 
Do you remember the archery set? 


CODY 
(soft) 


BECK 
It was a good idea. Set up a target and shoot off some arrows. First, 
Pearl says it's too expensive. Jenny says it's too cold -- this was in 
August. And then you and Ezra get in some kind of fight, shoot off 
an arrow and wing your mother. A disaster. A typical disaster. 


CODY 
It was my fault you left? 


BECK 
(not at all) 
No. It was the last straw. Everything I did turned out wrong. All 
at once, not even knowing I'd do it, I said, 'Pearl, I'm leaving.' I 
packed a bag and walked out that night. 


Cody has taken this all in. Then -- 


CODY 
You walked out on your own children. We loved you and needed you. 
We needed you to tell us things, to teach us. Christ, every Friday 
we kept hoping, praying, that you would come through the door. 
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A bus heads slowly down the street. Two kids on bicycles ride by, oblivious to Cody 
and Beck. 


BECK 
I almost did. One time, maybe two or three years later, I was passing 
through Baltimore and parked across the street, waiting. 
(pause) 
You came out of the house. I didn't even know you anymore. Figured 
you'd seen me, but instead you picked up the evening paper. 


CODY 
And you didn't come in. 


BECK 
No. Because I saw that when you picked it up, you flipped it 
in the air and caught it. 


(pause) 
I knew you could live without me. I knew that Pearl could 
manage. And | was right. 


Beck re-lights his pipe. Cody is speechless. 


BECK (Contd.) 
Jenny's a doctor. Ezra owns a fancy restaurant. And you, an expert. 
Own your own company. I'm proud of you. You all turned out fine. 
(then) 
She did it. 


CODY 
She sure did. God rest her soul. 


There is a long silence. Then, Cody turns to his father. 


CODY (Contd.) 
How come you never remarried. 


Beck starts to laugh. Cody doesn't understand. 
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BECK 
I saw a woman a few years after Pearl. Then another...and so on. 
Always end up the same. I figured getting a divorce would only get 
me in more trouble. I'd have been married ten times over if I did 
that. No, Pearl was the only wife for me. 
(then) 
What will happen now that she's gone? 


CODY 
I don't know. But I don't think we should wait another thirty-seven 


years to find out. 


BECK 
Not a very efficient use of time. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Ezra is heading down the street. He's spotted them. 


CODY 
Ezra's found us. Let's go finish dinner. 


Cody helps Beck to his feet and takes his elbow. They slowly walk toward Ezra, 
meeting eventually in the middle of the empty street. 


EZRA 
You guys ready for dessert? 


Cody smiles at his brother -- the resentment is gone. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Ezra and Cody, with Beck between them, turn the corner on to Bushnell Street and 
walk toward the restaurant. 


INT. HOMESICK RESTAURANT - DAY 
There is not an empty seat. Luke smiles at Cody. A genuine family dinner. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Ezra lifts a glass and the others follow. 
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EZRA 
I would like to propose a toast. 


The others raise their glasses and listen. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. WOODBINE ROAD HOUSE — BACKYARD - DAY 


Pearl works in her garden on the day she met Beck. He is coming toward her, flowers 


in hand. 
EZRA (V.O.) 


To Pear! Tull. 


OTHERS (V.O.) 
To Pearl. Amen. To Mom. 


PEARL (V.O.) 
This afternoon, I went out behind the house to weed. I was 
kneeling in the dirt with my pinafore a mess and the perspiration 
rolling down my back. 


Beck hands Pearl the flowers. She looks up at him as the two begin to talk. 


PEARL (V.O.) 
A bottle fly was buzzing and I could hear the Bedloe girl practicing 
her scales. I was kneeling on such a beautiful little planet. I was 
absolutely happy. Whatever else happens, I had this one moment. 


FADE OUT 
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First Comes Love 


First comes love 
then comes marriage 
then comes the baby 
in the baby carriage 
UNDER CREDITS 
FADE IN: 
EXT. NEW YORK CITY - FIRST AVENUE - MORNING 


Through the crosshairs of a rifle scope we follow an assortment of people along this 
busy Manhattan Street -- 


A MOTHER AND HER SON 

walk toward a private grammar school. The boy carries a schoolbag. 

A CAB DRIVER 

loads luggage into the trunk of his taxi. 

A HOMELESS OLD WOMAN 

picks through the garbage and is shooed away by -- 

A DOORMAN 

who stands in front of a high-rise. Finally -- 

EXT. LA BIBLIOTEK RESTAURANT - MORNING 

Through the crosshairs we slowly pan the length of this expensive, trendy restaurant, 
which is built like an elevated glass tunnel between two buildings. All tables are 
beside a window and offer a view of the United Nations. 


CLOSE ON BUSINESSMEN 


seated facing one another, eating their eggs Benedict. 
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ANOTHER COUPLE 
a man and woman, perhaps tourists, look down at the street as they enjoy their meal. 
FOUR MEN 


in very expensive suits appear to be talking business. They are foreign looking. One 
man drinks a Bloody Mary. Another looks over some type of chart. Another fidgets. 


THE FOURTH MAN 

the youngest and best-looking of them all, takes a sip from a champagne flute. He's 
about forty, well-built with dark hair and a nice tan. He smiles at the fidgety man, 
who in turn forces a smile back. 


INT. LA BIBLIOTEK RESTAURANT - MORNING 


as gunshots ring out. Shattered glass everywhere. Plates are blown right off the table 
in front of these men, who dive for cover. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

The shots continue, destroying every window in the place. People are screaming 
from under the tables. Finally the shooting stops, and no sooner does this happen 
then -- 


SEVERAL ARMED SECURITY GUARDS 


with earpieces and automatic weapons swarm the place, running over to the table 
where the four foreign businessmen hide underneath. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

They quickly grab the handsome one and whisk him away. He appears to be unhurt. 
TWO OF THE OTHER MEN 

including the fidgety one, are slow to get up and dust themselves off. 

ANGLE BENEATH TABLE 


The feet of the last man stick out from under the table. One of the security people 
looks at another. He's not coming out. 


PICK SIx | 247 


EXT. EAST RIVER - MOVING - AFTERNOON 


Around Twenty-third Street, as seen from the river, offering a sense of openness 
seldom associated with this concrete and glass jungle. 


REVERSE - ON THE RIVER 


The Dory B., a blue and white tugboat, heads south. She's got the river to herself on 
this cool October afternoon. The captain is wearing a pirate's hat and holds a sword. 
He waves and pulls off a long blast of his horn. 


END CREDITS 
EXT. UNITED NATIONS SCHOOL - CLOSE ON WINDOW - AFTERNOON 


A group of first-grade students clamor around the window, waving wildly at the 
tugboat, which returns yet another blast. The kids are all in costume. It's Halloween. 


LITTLE GIRL (0.8.) 
Miss Randall, come quick. The ship's passing by fast. 


GINA (0.S.) 
The story of my life. 


INT. UNITED NATIONS SCHOOL - CLASSROOM - AFTERNOON 
The children are still gathered around the window. 


GINA (O.S.) 
Okay, guys. The show’s over. 


The kids moan. They're reluctant, but -- 
REVERSE ANGLE - THE TEACHER 
Gina Randall, dressed as a schoolmarm, is in command. 
GINA (Contd.) 
Away from the window. He'll be back in the morning. 
(to astray child) 


Kevin, that goes for you, too. 


Kevin complies. Order is beginning to take shape. 
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VARIOUS ANGLES 


around the classroom reveal a very cozy, quaint atmosphere -- a home away from 
home. Maps on the walls, artwork hanging from the ceiling, little tables and chairs, 
bright colors. There is an international feel to the place. 


GINA (Contd.) 
Since it's Friday, I want a neat pile on all your desks. Your 
parents will want to see the good work you do. 


During ad-libs from the children we see this class consists of kids from all over the 
world. As they pile up their work, we also get a closer look at the teacher. 


ANGLE ON GINA 


At thirty-six, Gina could have it all. Sharp, compassionate, multi-lingual, responsible. 
Not to mention chestnut brown hair and soft hazel eyes. A kid couldn't ask for a 
better teacher. 


DARIAN 
Miss Randall, are you going to let us paint next week? 


GINA 
When I have a new teaching assistant, we can try it again. 


MATTHEW (0.S.) 
I found it! 


ANGLE ON A LITTLE BOY 
fumbling behind a brightly-painted radiator. 


GINA 
Matthew, please get away from there. 


MATTHEW 
(gets up) 


I found North Dakota! 


He holds up a dusty piece of wood in the shape of the state. 


GINA 
Well I'll be... 


PICK SIX | 249 


Gina takes it from him, wipes it off and places it on a hanging jigsaw map of the 
United States. 


GINA (Contd.) 
Thank you, Matthew. 


Matthew is proud of himself. 


JENNIFER 
Miss Randall, can I go number two? 


GINA 
You may. 


Jennifer gets up, heads for the bathroom. 


DUVILLE 
(Spanish accent) 
My dad calls it 'pinching a loaf.' 


GINA 
Thank you, Duville. 


DUVILLE 
And if you throw up, he calls it blowing chunks. 


Hold on Gina a beat, then -- 
INT. UNITED NATIONS SCHOOL - HALLWAY 
After school. The children, still dressed in their costumes, congregate outside their 
classrooms. Gina fights her way through the crowd on her way to the front entrance. 
Before she exits -- 
SEVERAL KIDS (0.S.) 
(in unison) 
Happy Halloween, Miss Randall! 


REVERSE ON CHILDREN 


Gina turns around to see a group of young children smiling at her. She is touched. 
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EXT. UNITED NATIONS SCHOOL - STREET - AFTERNOON 


Several limos are parked outside, waiting for the children of diplomats. A couple of 
drivers hold signs, not unlike at the airport, saying "Justin" and "Karina." 


ANGLE ON GINA 


still dressed as a schoolmarm, as she attempts to hail a cab. She is beaten out by a 
pushy New Yorker. 


GINA 
(to passenger) 
Thanks for thinking of me. I'll remember you in my will. 


The stranger says nothing as the cab speeds away. Gina begins to walk. After a 
moment, a weathered Toyota pulls beside her. The driver is wearing a large hat and 
dark glasses. 


BARBARA 
Pssst! 


Gina turns, sees the woman and, not recognizing her, resumes walking. 


BARBARA (Contd.) 
For chrissake, Gina, get in! 


Gina takes another look. 


GINA 
What on earth...? 


INT. CAR - AFTERNOON 


Gina sits beside Barbara Hirschenfeld, thirty-eight, a petite, dark-haired woman from 
Brooklyn. They pull out onto First Avenue. 


GINA 
What happened? What the hell is going on? 


BARBARA 
I had to talk to you. I'm sorry. 
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GINA 
I thought you were sick. The vice-principal said you 
went home with a fever. 


BARBARA 
I did. His name is Randy. 
(then) 
He called this morning. Asked what did I think about 
a ‘nooner' at the St. Regis? 


Gina laughs. Barbara takes off her dark glasses. It's obvious she's been crying. 


GINA 
You put on this disguise just so you could come here 
and tell your best friend? I'm flattered. 


Barbara begins to cry. 


GINA (Contd.) 
Oh my God, what happened? 


CLOSE ON BARBARA 
who talks between sobs. 
BARBARA 
So I show up at the hotel and he's got this Victoria's Secret 
shit. I get changed and we start to do it, only he wants me 
to move over a little, then a little more. 


Now she really breaks down. 


BARBARA (Contd.) 
Then I see this tiny red light. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
favoring the two of them. 


GINA 
A video camera?! Somebody was spying on you! 
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BARBARA 
The asshole's married! His wife was in the next room, with 
her lover, watching us! 


Barbara tries to pull herself together. Gina is speechless. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
The traffic is at a standstill. Police barricades have been set up. 


GINA 
Must be an accident. 


ANGLE ON LA BIBLIOTEK RESTAURANT 
looking pretty much like Dresden. A crane is being used to lift the debris. 


BARBARA 
(referring to herself) 
I'll say. 


BACK TO GINA AND BARBARA 
Gina places her hand on Barbara's shoulder. 
GINA 


Look, I know you don't want to hear this right now, but the 
best thing for you to do is get right back out there. 


BARBARA 
You're crazy. 
GINA 
You know I'm right. 
BARBARA 


I don't see you going out. Hey, what's with what's his name, the 
guy with the phone in his briefcase? 


GINA 
Tom. He doesn't call. Okay, so the pickings are slim, or maybe 


I'm too fussy. At this point, I'd rather stay home and rent a video. 


Tears well up in Barbara's eyes. 
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GINA (Contd.) 
Sorry. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Barbara speaks as though she were reading from a Price Waterhouse audit report. 


BARBARA 
In our age group, taking into account our education and income, there 
are four women to every man. Except here in New York, where the ratio... 


GINA 
(finishes) 
..1s 7.3 to one. And half the men marry women eight years younger. 
I read the same article. 


BARBARA 
We're lucky to get a date. 
GINA 
Thanks for the pep talk. 
BARBARA 


And if we do meet someone, the chances of it leading to marriage 
are one-eighth of the previous figure. 


ANGLE ON GINA 
Not sure if it's the numbers or her friend which is more exhausting. 


BARBARA (Contd.) 


(gets it) 
I'm bothering you with these numbers. 


GINA 
(kind) 


Sometimes. 


BARBARA 
Half the time, or more -- 


Gina gives her friend a look. 
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GINA 
Did you ever consider the odds of us meeting each other? 


We hold on Barbara, considering. 
EXT. EAST NINETEENTH STREET - DUSK 


Gina walks alone on this neighborhood street, carrying a small bag of groceries. She 
pauses a moment at the cement sundial. 


EXT. BABY SHOP - GINA'S POV - DUSK 


A perfectly adorable, cuddly cute storefront window. Her expression slowly turns to 
pain. 


FOLLOWING GINA 
where just next door she stops momentarily in front of a watchmaker's shop. An old 
man is inside working. The place is filled with a hundred clocks. Gina continues on 
her way. 
CLOSE ON GINA 
as she hears the loud chime of the Con Edison clock. 
ANGLE ON CON EDISON TOWER 
as the chimes continue. It's five o'clock. 
BACK TO GINA 
She can take this no longer. 
GINA 
(to all of New York) 
I want a baby! 


INT. GINA'S APARTMENT - EARLY EVENING 


Her place says it all. Soft, warm furniture. Stuffed bears on a shelf. A gumball 
machine in the foyer -- Gina Randall was born to be called mommy. 
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ANGLE ON DOOR 


as it opens and Gina enters, happy to be home. She places her purse on a table, above 
which hang two "Outstanding Teacher" awards. Some students' artwork also 
decorates the wall. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

Gina turns on the TV as she makes her way through the living room to the bathroom. 
ANGLE ON TV 

A newscaster reads today's big story. 


NEWSWOMAN (ON TV) 
Authorities say Prince Rivier of Palmyra is safe tonight amid intense 
security following what has now been labeled a failed assassination 
attempt. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Gina has returned with a paperback book which she tosses on a pile of books and 
magazines on the coffee table. The newscast continues. 


NEWSWOMAN (Contd.) 
The Prince's longtime friend and Chairman of the International 
Finance Committee, Andre Guerrero, was inadvertently killed 
in this morning's bloody and horrifying event. 
(beat) 
Accordingly, summit talks scheduled to open today concerning 
an impending market collapse in the region have been postponed. 


Gina watches news footage of the restaurant, where a clean-up crew is working. 
NEWSWOMAN (Contd.) 
Crews are working round the clock to clean up the devastation. Some 
patrons at La Bibliotek have been taken to area hospitals where they 


were treated and released. No arrest has been made in the shooting. 


Gina turns the television off. It's a lovely world. 
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CLOSE ON COFFEE TABLE 


Parenting, Self, New Woman, Good Housekeeping, Working Mother, several more 
parenting mags. Close by is a framed saying: "Shit Happens" under which is 
handwritten, "primarily to me." 


ANGLE ON GINA 


as she methodically straightens her magazines in a unique pattern, setting them at an 
angle on top of one another to form an Oriental fan. 


INT. GINA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 


A while later. Gina is snuggled up under the covers, reading. She takes the book, The 
Great American Man Shortage, and throws it across the room. Then she turns out the 
light and goes to sleep. 


EXT. CENTRAL PARK - DREAM - DAY 


Gina sits on a park bench, wearing a wedding gown. A bum, sporting a rumpled 
tuxedo, comes and sits down beside her. Gina closes her eyes and speaks. 


GINA 
So what's it going to be? 


BUM 
I'm sorry. But at this time I simply cannot commit to anything 
other than living under that tree over there. 


Gina gets up. 


GINA 
You were always a bum. 


She walks away. 
INT. NURSING HOME HALLWAY - DAY 
The dream continues. Gina still wears a wedding dress, only this time she's pushing a 


hundred. An equally old gent, attached to an oxygen tank, summons his strength to 
say a few words. 
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MAN 
Relationships are funny. 
(he wheezes) 
But for me, Gina, there are still a few more things I must do in 
life before I tie myself down to the bonds of holy matrimony. 


GINA 
How many more 'things'? 


MAN 
A few. I don't know. I can't commit to an exact number. 
Please, stop pressuring me! 


He coughs some more. 


GINA 
But we've been dating for sixty-three years, seven months and two days. 


MAN 
Stop talking like this. Please! 


GINA 
I want children! 


MAN 
My God. I'm peeing myself! 


INT. GINA'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NIGHT 


Gina snaps the light on, looking wide awake and determined. She punches the 
buttons on her phone. 


INT. BARBARA'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NIGHT 
As the phone rings, a hand picks up the receiver. It's very dark. 


BARBARA 
Hello? 


GINA (V.O.) 
Barbara, wake up, it's me. 


BARBARA 
Gina, what's wrong? 
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GINA (V.O.) 
Maybe this isn't the time. 

BARBARA 
But... 

GINA (V.O.) 


I'm going to have a baby. 
The light flashes on, revealing an extremely startled woman. 


BARBARA 
What?! 


INTERCUT WITH GINA'S BEDROOM 


GINA 
You're gonna be Aunt Barbara! 


BARBARA 
Who is this? 


GINA 
I've decided to have a baby. 


BARBARA 
Before or after you run for the Senate? 


GINA 
I'm not gonna let fifteen magazines and Phil Donahue tell 
me I can't have one. Women have been having babies for 
five thousand years. Suddenly in the last ten we can't? 


CLOSE ON BARBARA 
She thinks about this, begins to soften. 
BARBARA 
I think you should get some rest. It was another one of those 
dreams, right? 


BACK TO GINA 


more determined than ever. 
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GINA 
Look, I know you think I'm crazy. Hell, I don't know who, how, when or 
what. I just know I want a baby and that I'm somehow going to have one. 


BARBARA 
(half sarcastic, half serious) 
Congratulations. 
GINA 


And you know what? Just saying it makes me feel great! 


BARBARA 
Then I feel great, too. 


GINA 
Of course as my best friend I wanted you to be the first to know. 


BARBARA 
I'm flattered. Sweet dreams, honey. 


CLOSE ON GINA 


Having hung up the phone, she now has a glow about her that can only come from 
one's soul. After a moment, she shoves more books and magazines to the floor. Then 
she turns off the light. In the dark -- 


GINA 
(to herself) 
I think I want a boy. 


INT. WALDORF TOWERS - CONFERENCE ROOM - MORNING 


A room large enough to accommodate even the most swelled heads of state. This 
morning it's an "off the record" international finance meeting. 


ANGLE ON HUGE DOUBLE DOORS 
as one of them opens. Two superbly-dressed men enter accompanied by assistants. 


We follow them for about twenty yards as they walk alongside the conference table 
to their seats. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


The table holds perhaps sixty people, but only a half dozen are here, including the 
fidgety one from the restaurant. Beside him sits the Prince, Michel Rivier, who 
methodically goes over documents which are handed to him by an aide. 


ANGLE AT HEAD OF TABLE 


The new Chairman of the International Finance Committee, Davidoff Frederick, 
takes his seat. 


FREDERICK 
Your response to this tragedy was swift and unified. Regrettably, 
our meeting could have occurred under much better circumstances. 


The others say nothing. One man a few seats away, Jacques Wayser, looks agitated. 
FREDERICK (Contd.) 
I doubt that anyone can ever fill the shoes of my predecessor, 


but I shall endeavor to bring honor to your appointment and 
effect the resolution of the difficulties before us. 


ANGLE ON WAYSER 


an elderly gentleman, has had enough. He isn't buying any of this and speaks his 
mind. 


WAYSER 
Why not save the bullshit for the club and get to the matter at hand. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 
Some men echo these sentiments, while others lash into Wayser for such a remark. 
ANGLE ON ANOTHER MAN 
Adolph Henessy, who stands and calls out -- 
HENESSY 
Please, I beg of you all, let's adhere to the rules of the committee 


and work as one. Otherwise we will all suffer. 


This seems to work. The men begin to settle down. 
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ANGLE ON MICHEL 


who remains quiet, still looking at his assortment of papers. He begins to place them 
in a certain order, on top of one another, like an Oriental fan. 


BACK TO FREDERICK 
in control, but sweating. 


FREDERICK 
What looms at our throats is a serpent. New restrictions have 
made it impossible to trade one another's currencies. I do not 
exaggerate when I say we shall all collapse within twelve 
months unless substantial changes are made here today. 


This quiets everyone. Michel is listening but doesn't seem as emotionally involved as 
the others. 


ANGLE ON WAYSER 
He bangs his fist on the table. 
WAYSER 
Why don't we get to the point? My country has agreed to a 
temporary non-trade status. Three others have followed suit. 
All we need is a fifth to be in accord with the new policy. 
(he turns toward Michel) 
Why has the Prince ignored the terms reached by the rest of us? 


ANGLE ON MICHEL 


He looks at Wayser, then at others in the room. There is plenty of rumbling going on 
now. 


FREDERICK 
Stays out of it, happy to be overlooked for the moment. 
BACK TO MICHEL 


He's surprisingly calm. The fidgety man beside him, Josef Lustig, pats his arm as if 
to offer some comfort. Michel gives him a reassuring look. 
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MICHEL 
My family has ruled the island of Palmyra for three hundred and 
seventy-two years. Not once have we allowed our country to 
be used for other people's laundry. 


This should cause an uproar, but Michel is so soft-spoken, the others wait until he 
finishes. 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
It is not my policy to flush anyone's drug money through Palmyra's 
banks. Nor do I wish to become wealthier running other nations 
into the ground by imposing non-trade restrictions. I do not ask 
any of you for such 'favors', therefore I expect that you not ask me. 
(then) 

You must lie in the bed that you yourselves have made, because on 
this issue we will not sleep together. 


ANGLE ON TABLE 

as the furious men argue amongst themselves. 

INT. WALDORF TOWERS - PRIVATE ELEVATOR 
Michel and Lustig are alone in a security elevator. 


LUSTIG 
Michel, these men mean business. They'll stop at nothing. 


MICHEL 
I meant every word I said in there. 


LUSTIG 
Somebody killed Guerrero, but it is you they were after. 


MICHEL 
(scared, but covers) 
It goes with the proverbial territory. 


Lustig pushes the "stop" button, abruptly halting the car between floors. 


LUSTIG 
You can't die on us, Michel. Palmyra will turn to shit. 
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MICHEL 
Josef, you are my most trusted friend. Please, do not worry. 
I'm not going to be killed. 
(smiles) 
I have a bullet-proof vest with matching rain hat. 


LUSTIG 
(not amused) 
If not for yourself, then for the sake of the people...you 
have to take...precautions. 


CLOSE ON MICHEL 
who considers this, then pulls back the "stop" button. 


MICHEL 


(grins) 
All right. I'll take precautions. 


The elevator continues upward. 
EXT. STREET - DAY 


It may be autumn in New York, but it's summertime for Gina. She practically skips 
down the sidewalk, bubbling over with excitement. She stops in front of the Reborn 
Maternity Shop, looks at the dresses in the window. 


INT. UNITED NATIONS SCHOOL - TEACHER'S LOUNGE - DAY 


We pan past several tables until we come upon Gina and Barbara talking over cups of 
coffee. 


BARBARA 
You can't be serious. 


GINA 
I'm drinking decaf, aren't I? 


BARBARA 
It's the statistics. I freaked you out too many times. 
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GINA 
Come on, Barbara. You know the drill. You meet a guy, wait 
weeks for his calls, date for six months, get serious for six 
months, get engaged for six months, get married and tough out 
the first year, get pregnant, wait another nine months... 


BARBARA 
(ticked) 
What's your point? 


GINA 
I'm thirty-six years old. I'm looking at three-and-a-half years till 
my due date, assuming the man of my dreams is at the next table. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Both women see a poor imitation of Wally Shawn at the next table. 
BACK TO SCENE 

BARBARA 


(for herself as much as Gina) 
What's the rush? My cousin Ellen had her first child at forty-two. 


GINA 
How's the baby? 
BARBARA 
(defensive) 
Much better. 


EXT. CITY ADOPTION AGENCY - DAY 

to establish. 

INT. CITY ADOPTION AGENCY - DAY 

A madhouse. Gina is seated in a small cubicle across the desk from a social worker. 
SOCIAL WORKER 


(taking notes) 
And your husband's name? 
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GINA 
I'm...single. Is that a problem? 


SOCIAL WORKER 
(hesitant) 
It's still...possible. 


GINA 
How possible? 


The social worker pulls out a thousand-page computer printout and plops it on her 
desk. 


SOCIAL WORKER 
(matter-of-factly) 
There's a waiting list. 


Gina is speechless. 


SOCIAL WORKER (Contd.) 
You have a better chance winning the Publishers' Clearinghouse. 


EXT. MIDTOWN STREET — AFTERNOON 


A few days later. A determined Gina reads from a notepad as she walks, finally 
looking up when she reaches the correct address. 


GINA'S POV 
Above the door in gold letters: The Rogosin Clinic. 
BACK TO GINA 
who takes a breath and opens the door. 
INT. ROGOSIN CLINIC - LOBBY - AFTERNOON 
This could be an insurance office. Everyday office furnishings appoint the lobby of 
what is actually an internationally renowned fertility clinic and sperm bank. Gina 
approaches the receptionist. 
RECEPTIONIST 


(warm) 
Hello. How may I help you? 
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GINA 
I have an appointment with -- 
(looks at paper) 
-- Miss Saunders. 


RECEPTIONIST 
Of course. You must be Miss Randall. 


INT. ROGOSIN CLINIC - OFFICE 


Gina is seated in Evelyn Saunders’ office. A replica of the Mona Lisa hangs on the 
wall to her right. Saunders couldn’t be more clinical. 


SAUNDERS 
We offer services to women based entirely on physical and 
emotional competence -- not on race, color, religion, sexual 
preference or marital status. 


GINA 
Well, that answers my questions. 


Saunders is not amused. 


SAUNDERS 
Alternate insemination has existed for over one hundred and fifty 
years, though it's been practiced much more during the past twenty. 


Saunders takes out a hefty stack of applications and other paperwork. Gina appears 
overwhelmed. 


SAUNDERS (Contd.) 
After you see the rest of our facility you can go home and fill these out. 
(reassuring) 
It's easier than it looks. 


INT. ROGOSIN CLINIC - HALLWAY 
Gina follows Saunders through the rest of the tour. 


SAUNDERS 
All of our donors are carefully screened, as are the recipients. 
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FURTHER DOWN THE HALL 


is a room filled with three rather large liquid nitrogen tanks, each with its own set of 
gauges. A technician logs the meter readings on his clipboard. 


SAUNDERS (Contd.) 
That's the storage technician. 


GINA 
(matter-of-factly) 
Hans. 


SAUNDERS 
(smiles) 
Werner. 


ANGLE ON SIGN - GINA'S POV 
above one of the metal tanks. It reads: "Time Is On Your Side.” 
INT. ROGOSIN CLINIC - ROGOSIN'S OFFICE 


Gina is seated on a couch. Rory Rogosin, the clinic's founder, sits across the coffee 
table on a leather chair. He appears to be in his mid to late sixties. 


ROGOSIN 
People criticize my clinic. They criticize me. They say that creating 
a child in this manner does not conform with reality. 


GINA 
My friends tell me the same thing. 


Rogosin stands. 


ROGOSIN 
Ask those 'friends' of yours, what is reality? 


INTERCUT GINA THROUGHOUT 


ROGOSIN (Contd.) 
Have you ever seen the nucleus of an atom, yet the existence of 
the universe depends on it. Have you ever touched the human soul, 
yet it drives you more strongly than any muscle in your body. 
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Rogosin looks out the window. 
ROGOSIN (Contd.) 
A single fly is capable of laying twenty million eggs. Leo Tolstoy 
pulled War and Peace from the nothingness of pure thought. 
Rogosin turns and looks straight at Gina. 
ROGOSIN (Contd.) 
Who is to say that at this very moment I and everything around me 
are nothing more than the creation of your own cosmic dream? 


He sits back down. Gina is quite moved. Then -- 


GINA 
Does this mean you don't take insurance? 


DISSOLVE TO: 

VARIOUS SHOTS - GINA'S THEME 

Melodic piano music filters through a montage of Gina preparing for the big event. 
INT. GINA'S APARTMENT - CLOSE ON PAPERWORK - EVENING 


as she fills out questionnaires, blacks in dots with a pencil, considers where she 
stands on a chart that says "Ovulation." 


INT. OBSTETRICIAN'S OFFICE - MORNING 
Gina is getting a full physical and stands on the scale, a thermometer in her mouth. 
EXT. BABY SHOP - DAY 


The same shop as before. Gina window shops -- inside the display are two baby 
baskets, one blue, one pink. This isn't a pipe dream any more. 


ANGLE ON WATCHMAKER SHOP 


Gina sees the ticking clocks in the window. Smiles. Gives them the finger. 
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MORE SHOTS - CONTINUE MUSIC 


Gina talking with Barbara over lunch. They peruse a baby naming book and take 
turns crossing out names such as Achmed. They laugh, consider Molly and Taylor. 


CLOSE ON CALENDAR 


as a finger is placed on Friday, December fourth. Then the hand flips ahead nine 
months to the following September. 


INT. GINA'S APARTMENT - CLOSE ON HAND - NIGHT 


Gina closes a file folder on what is the final document she's had to complete. She 
then gets up and moves to the window. 


GINA'S POV - UPTOWN 

Gina stares out at the city, into the night. 

BACK TO GINA 

Still looking out the window, she caresses her left ring finger, empty. Music ends. 
INT. ROGOSIN CLINIC - EXAMINATION ROOM - DAY 


Gina is propped up on the table and nervously waits for Doctor Wu to administer the 
first treatment. 


GINA 
You've done this hundreds of times, according to Doctor Rogosin. 


DOCTOR WU 
In China I was paid to help people stop having babies. In United 
States all different. You relax, Miss Randall. 
He takes a vial from a wire rack and attaches it to some sort of plastic device. 
ANGLE ON GINA 


Nervous. 


GINA 
Not even dinner and a movie first. 
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GINA'S POV 
She can only see the sheet covering her knees, which are propped up. 


GINA (Contd.) 
(rambling) 
I could've married Scott Cuthbert when I was twenty-one. He was 
a clown. I mean it, a professional one. Red nose, the works. 


No response. 


GINA (Contd.) 
I haven't even told my parents about this yet. They live in Michigan. My 
mom would have a heart attack. And my friends think I'm crazy. Kind of. 
But I figure I'm not gonna marry some guy I don't love just to be married. 
(beat) 
I think I want a boy. I’ll take a girl in half a second, but a boy would be 
just fine with me. Hey, is this going to hurt? 


Silence. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Gina peeks around her knees. Doctor Wu stands across the room at his lab table. 


DOCTOR WU 
If lucky, in about thirty-eight weeks. 


GINA 
You're done? 


Doctor Wu nods yes. After a moment -- 


GINA (Contd.) 
(considers) 
..Was it good for you? 


INT. GINA'S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - AFTERNOON 


We pan across the kitchen counter, past the window which reveals a steady blanket 
of falling snow, then onward, ending upon a home pregnancy test, inside of which is 
a blue circle. Someone's hit pay dirt. Gina comes into frame, busily straightening the 
counter. She's eating an apple. 
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INT. LIVING ROOM 


An extraordinarily neat apartment. The buzzer rings, and as Gina moves toward the 
intercom we see only one book on her coffee table: "Getting Organized." 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Gina, wearing a Michigan State t-shirt, presses the buzzer and opens the door. Then 
she continues her organizing. Soon her friend enters carrying two grocery bags. 


BARBARA 
(starts right up) 
My best friend, knocked up by a Pyrex syringe. 


GINA 
You're so sweet. 


INT. KITCHEN 


Barbara places the bags on the counter and unpacks them throughout. At first she 
removes milk, cottage cheese, eggs. But as the conversation progresses we get into 
such items as herbal tea, pre-natal vitamins, a heating pad, etc. 


BARBARA 
Who gets pregnant on the first try? 


GINA 
Me. 
(beat) 
And Catholic girls. I told you I was ready. 


BARBARA 
(imitates old person) 
In my day a girl would date. The fellow would come to meet her 
folks. They'd say he was a no good bum, but he'd come through with 
a ring anyway. Then the wedding, and the honeymoon. Then the honey. 


GINA 
I sense intrigue here. 


BARBARA 
(back to normal) 
Where do they get the honey? 
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GINA 
Mostly from medical students. Their health conditions can be 
verified more easily. Plus they get paid. 


BARBARA 
What ever happened to a summer job? 


Gina has been putting away the food items and finally notices the other stuff. 


GINA 
(confused) 
What's all this? 
BARBARA 
The tea's for morning sickness, the vitamins are for you...and...the baby. 
(beat) 


The heating pad is for me, when I stay over to build your confidence. 
Gina is touched. She leans toward her friend, gives her a hug. 
INT. GINA'S APARTMENT - CLOSE ON TV - NIGHT 


"The Sound of Music" is playing, and the song "Climb Every Mountain" is just 
coming to an end. We hold on the white mountain top for just a second, then -- 


MATCH DISSOLVE TO: 

ANOTHER LARGE WHITE AREA 

We are very close but slowly pull back until we distinguish Gina's white robe 
covering her very pregnant stomach. She carefully gets up and turns off the 
television. Singing, she makes her way into the bedroom. 


EXT. UNITED NATIONS SCHOOL - PLAYGROUND - DAY 


Some teachers watch as children play on what is a beautiful, sunny June day in the 
city. 


INT. UNITED NATIONS SCHOOL - RECEPTION AREA - DAY 


Gina waits in the principal's reception area. She's glancing at the wall which contains 
dozens of pictures of current and former students. 
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ANGLE ON END TABLE 


Several magazines are piled up, including Time, whose cover story features Prince 
Rivier and the international market collapse which plagues much of the world. Gina 
picks the magazine up and begins to read, only to be interrupted. 


SECRETARY 
Mr. Abramson will see you now. 


GINA 
(turns) 
Thank you. 


INT. PRINCIPAL'S OFFICE 


As Gina enters, Lance Abramson, fiftyish with that infamous single strand of hair 
which somehow always manages to cover so much scalp, helps her into a chair. 


ABRAMSON 
Gina. How are you feeling? 


GINA 
Heavy. 
ABRAMSON 
You look terrific. 
GINA 
Thank you. 
ABRAMSON 
(jovial) 


So, do you want a boy or a girl? 


GINA 
Well, I'm not officially saying anything, but I really would not mind 
having a baby...boy. 


ABRAMSON 
(smiles) 
Splendid. 


Abramson moves behind his large desk to the comfort and security one often gets 
from such a position. 


274 | STEVEN KUNES 


ABRAMSON (Contd.) 
I wanted to go over something with you...which concerns 
me...to some extent. 


GINA 
Okay. 


ABRAMSON 
I've received letters from several of the parents concerning you. 


GINA 
(nervous) 
All good I hope. 
ABRAMSON 
When it comes to your teaching, there's certainly no one more dedicated. 
(beat) 


What these particular letters indicate, however, is a concern by some 
parents, and frankly, by some members of the school board, over what 
they consider your rather unorthodox -- 


GINA 
(cuts him off) 
-- pregnancy. 


Abramson is silent. 


GINA (Contd.) 
Two hundred thousand women are impregnated by alternate fertilization 
each year. I didn't realize being a mother constitutes a criminal act. 


ABRAMSON 
(phony as hell) 
I understand your position completely, and I'm in total agreement 
with you. 


GINA 
Last year I was voted Outstanding Teacher for the second time in 
a row. I love it here, Mr. Abramson. 


ABRAMSON 
And we enjoy your being here. 
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GINA 
Then please don't say what I think you're going to say. 


ABRAMSON 
(soft) 
I'm afraid that's not possible. 


GINA 
I see. 


ABRAMSON 
This is a private school. The board can vote however they wish. 


GINA 
There was a vote? 
ABRAMSON 
I work for them, too. 
GINA 
I can't believe any of this. 
ABRAMSON 


(offers) 
Look, it's June already. You were planning to take part of next 
semester off, anyway. 

(beat) 
Who knows, perhaps by then there will be a new development. 


GINA 
Like maybe I'll be married? 


ABRAMSON 
Perhaps that, yes. 


Gina gets up, starts to leave. 


ABRAMSON (Contd.) 
I'm sorry, Gina. Some parents feel uncomfortable around you. 


Gina stops, turns. 
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GINA 
Uncomfortable around me? They never even see me. Their 
chauffeurs pick up and deliver their precious little offspring. 
(then) 
Those same parents barely see their own children. 
(finally) 
They don't raise their kids. I do. 


Gina exits, leaving behind a reflective school principal. 
INT. THE GLASS SLIPPER SINGLE'S BAR - EVENING 


Wall to wall hormones. A battle of perfume and cologne. Gina and Barbara stand at 
the bar. More than a few people give Gina and her belly a second look. 


BARTENDER 
What'll it be, ladies? 


BARBARA 
I'll have a vodka tonic, and a V-8 and for my friend and her little date. 


The bartender moves off. Barbara can see that Gina is upset. 


BARBARA (Contd.) 
You can fight the school. 


GINA 
Sure. And maybe I'll get on the cover of People. 


BARBARA 
(changing subject) 
Isn't this place a trip? 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


The crowd is well dressed and there is a more relaxed tone to this place than your 
average singles’ bar. But make no mistake. This is serious business. 


BARBARA (Contd.) 
Oh my God. 


A very handsome man has just entered the place. 
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BARBARA (Contd.) 
He's gorgeous. 


GINA 
He can't be unattached. 


BARBARA 
Why not? 


The man picks his way through the crowd. Several women give him looks of interest. 
Finally, he meets his date -- another man. 


BARBARA (Contd.) 
(disgusted) 
That does it. 
The bartender brings their drinks. The two women sip them in silence. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Another gorgeous guy, apparently viewing the two women with interest. 


GINA 
Hey, I think that guy's looking at you. 


BARBARA 
Fat chance. 
GINA 
(insistent) 
Really. 
ANGLE ON MAN 


as he makes his way through the crowd towards the two of them. He's got that GQ 
look, everything in its proper place. 


GINA (Contd.) 
What'd I tell you? 


Barbara feigns nonchalance. Gina casually fixes her friend's hair. 
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BARBARA 
(matter-of-factly) 
He is gorgeous. 


The man is only a few steps away now. 


GINA 
Invite me to the wedding. 


He reaches the bar. Thirty-seven years of accumulated good looks. Dark hair, broad 
shoulders, impeccable dress. 


PAOLO 
(slight accent) 
Ladies. 


Gina and Barbara just nod. 


PAOLO (Contd.) 
My name is Paolo Bernard. 


BARBARA 
(nervous) 


GINA 
Hi, Paolo. This is Barbara. 
BARBARA 
(beyond shy) 
PAOLO 

Hello, Barbara. 
CLOSE ON BARBARA 
as Paolo leans close. He whispers in her ear. 

PAOLO (Contd.) 


(whispering) 
I believe I am in love with your friend. 
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BARBARA 
(shocked, then) 
She's pregnant. 
PAOLO 
She's not wearing a ring. 
Gina can't hear any of this. 
BARBARA 
She's pregnant. 
GINA 
(smiles) 


Hey, there's a booth open. Maybe you guys want some privacy. 
Barbara gives her friend a deadpan look. Paolo smiles at a confused Gina. 
ANGLE ON BOOTH - LATER 
Gina and Paolo are seated at an intimate corner booth. No sign of Barbara. 


PAOLO 
I'm sorry your friend had to leave. 


GINA 
She had papers to correct. 


PAOLO 
And you? Do you have 'papers' to correct? 


GINA 
I'm on a...leave of absence. 


This guy's definitely interested. Gina is dumbfounded. Paolo lifts his glass of mineral 
water, clinks it against Gina's V-8. 


PAOLO 
To the baby. 


They drink, then -- 


GINA 
Do you mind my asking you something? 
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PAOLO 
I'm thirty-seven. I run a holding company that controls several businesses 
dealing in everything from zero coupon bonds to stuffed koala bears. I've 
never married, have a fabulous blood count, and live in a penthouse on 
East Eighty- first. My favorite book is To Have and Have Not. 
(finally) 
My shoe size is eleven. 


GINA 
My thoughts were more in the area of why a handsome, successful man 
would be interested in an unwed, pregnant, unemployed woman when -- 
(gestures) 
-- younger, attractive ladies are crawling out of the woodwork? 


VARIOUS ANGLES 
It's true. Some of them are gorgeous. But -- 


PAOLO 
(laughs) 
That is quite simple. 
(very serious) 
I come to these places to meet you. 


He places his hand gently on hers. 
INT. NYU HOSPITAL - DELIVERY ROOM - MORNING 


We are close on Gina's left hand, which is being held tightly by Paolo's hand. We can 
hear her scream. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Paolo, in full surgical attire, stands behind Gina, supporting her head with his other 
hand. The doctor and two nurses await the birth of the baby. Gina appears 
surprisingly calm for a woman in the process of delivery. 


CLOSE ON SCALE 


As the needle registers eighty-three pounds. A hand hits it and the numbers change to 
eight pounds, eight ounces. We hear the sound of a baby crying. 
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CLOSE ON BLANK RECORD OF BIRTH 


as a clerk's hand checks off the box indicating "boy," next to which we can now see a 
tiny set of inked footprints. The date is marked August twenty-ninth. 


INT. NYU HOSPITAL - GINA'S ROOM - THAT EVENING 
Gina holds her son a moment longer before handing him back to the nurse. 
INT. NYU HOSPITAL - NURSERY AREA - FOLLOWING DAY 


Through the glass, Barbara and Gina look at the babies. Barbara holds a blue pair of 
baby booties. The camera focuses in on the crib labeled Taylor Phillip Randall. 
Asleep. 


INT. GINA'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 


The place is adorned with birthday decorations. Gina holds little Taylor snugly. 
Paolo crosses. All three are wearing party hats. A Gerber's birthday cake is on the 
coffee table. 


GINA 
(to baby) 
Is it time for bed? Yes it is, my little birthday boy. 


PAOLO 
He is so big for eight weeks. So healthy. 


GINA 
I'm very lucky. 


PAOLO 
We're very lucky. 


She moves to him, nuzzles his cheek. Taylor makes a gurgling sound. 


GINA 
Come on, nighty-night time. 


She heads for the bedroom. 
PAOLO 


(twinkle in his eye) 
Sounds good to me. 
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GINA 
The doctor said two more weeks. 


PAOLO 
You need a new doctor. 


Paolo stands alone in the living room, checks his watch, looking a bit fidgety. He 
goes to the window, looks out. 


INT. GINA'S BEDROOM - LATER 
Gina sleeps soundly, her head tucked between the pillows. We move over a bit to 
reveal that Paolo is not in the bed beside her. Her hand reaches for him. She wakes 
up, realizes he's not there. 
GINA 
(whispers) 


Paolo, are you all right, honey? 


No answer. She goes back to sleep -- or tries -- but instead her curiosity leads her out 
of bed into -- 


INT. LIVING ROOM 
All quiet on the western front. Then -- 
INT. BATHROOM 
Nothing. 
INT. TAYLOR'S ROOM 
Gina enters the room very quietly. She tip-toes to the cradle. 
GINA 
Taylor? 
(then) 
Oh my God. Paolo?! 
She switches the light on. The baby is gone. 


INT. LIVING ROOM 


Gina frantically searches for either her baby or Paolo. No luck. Not anywhere. 
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ANGLE ON GINA 
as she picks up the phone, dials 911. She can't believe this is happening. 


GINA 
(into phone) 
Yes, this is an emergency. 
(takes a breath) 
My baby is missing. 


EXT. GINA'S APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT 
The light is on in Gina's apartment. Two police cars are parked outside. 
INT. GINA'S APARTMENT - NIGHT 


Two plain-clothes detectives take Gina's statement while a uniformed patrolman 
waits at the door. 


BIGNAMI 
Now, Mrs. Randall, where exactly was your husband prior 
to the disappearance? 


GINA 
I don't have a husband. 


CROFT 
How long have you been separated? 


GINA 
He was my Lamaze partner... 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
A frazzled Barbara pushes her way past the uniformed officer at the door. 


BIGNAMI 
She's the friend? 


GINA 
Barbara... 


The two embrace. The detectives wait patiently. After a moment -- 
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BARBARA 

Are you all right? 
Gina starts to cry. 

BARBARA 

What a dumb question. 
(to police) 
You have to find him! 
CROFT 
What's his name? 
BARBARA/GINA 


Paolo! Taylor! 
EXT. EAST EIGHTY-FIRST STREET - DAWN 


Gina, Barbara and the ranking detective, Gary Bignami, stand in front of two 
brownstones -- 442 and 446. 


BIGNAMI 
(soothing) 
There doesn’t seem to be a number 444. You sure that’s what’s he said? 


BARBARA 
(answers for Gina) 
Positive. 


The uniformed officer descends the steps of one of the buildings. 


OFFICER 
No sign of a Paolo Bernard on the mailboxes. 


BARBARA 
(to Gina) 
You were never at his place? 


GINA 
I was seven months pregnant. He stopped over after work. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The second detective walks over from the car. 
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CROFT 
New York Telephone has no record of him -- unpublished or 
otherwise. The number you gave us has never been in use. 


GINA 
We called each other ten times a day. 


CROFT 
(oblivious) 
Nor can we pick up any criminal record or social security number. 


Bignami looks at Gina, reflective. 


BIGNAMI 
You've got a lot of guts. My kid sister wanted to do the same 
thing. Bought a Miata instead. 
(then) 
What did you say the baby’s name is again? 


Gina gives him a long hard look. 


GINA 
Taylor. 


INT. POLICE STATION - MORNING 
Gina and Barbara are seated at a desk piled high with paper. The two look exhausted. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


as they look through mug books in the police sketch room. Pages upon pages of 
society's finest. Finally -- 


BARBARA 
(comes upon a photo) 
Marty Krzywonos! My God, I dated this guy. 


GINA 
(reads) 
Male solicitation. 


BARBARA 
Rub it in. 
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CLOSE ON VIEWFINDER SCREEN 


as an assortment of noses are graphically placed on a man's face. Then different 
hairstyles and ears. 


PULL BACK TO REVEAL 

Gina and Barbara beside a police computer sketch artist. 
POLICE ARTIST 

There's our man Stanley. 

CLOSE ON DOT MATRIX PRINTER 

as a mediocre facsimile of Paolo spews forth. 


BARBARA (O.S.) 
He's got the same expression as he did in the bar. 


ANGLE ON GINA 

frozen. She just stares at Paolo's picture. 
EXT. POLICE STATION - MORNING 

Gina and Barbara walk away from the station. 


BARBARA 
What can I do? 


GINA 
I really need to be by myself. 


BARBARA 
This isn't the time to be alone. Right now, you need to be with 
people who love you. 


GINA 
(insists) 
For me, this is precisely the time. Please, just for a bit. I'm going 
to do what the police said. Go home and stay by the phone. 
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BARBARA 
(understands) 
I'll call this afternoon. 
(then) 
By then the whole thing will probably be over. 


Gina smiles at her friend. 
INT. GINA'S APARTMENT - AFTERNOON 


We are close on the telephone as Gina picks it up, checks for a dial tone, then places 
the receiver back in its cradle. 


INT. NURSERY 
Gina looks around momentarily. Still numb from it all. 
INT. GINA'S BEDROOM 


Gina tries to lay down but she couldn't be more awake. She gets up and heads for the 
bathroom. We hear the shower turn on. 


INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Gina straightens up the way people do when they have a ton of nervous energy and a 
determination to remain strong. She collects trash, crams it into a large plastic bag 
and heads for -- 


INT. LIVING ROOM - ANGLE ON TABLE 


Gina dusts furiously under a framed photo of herself as a little girl with her family. 
The telephone rings and she picks up. 


GINA (INTO PHONE) 
I'm still all right. 


BARBARA (V.O.) 
Just checking. 


As she paces with the phone, the cord accidentally trips her family photograph onto 
the floor, shattering the glass. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


Gina then tries to tie the bag of trash while holding the phone, but some of it falls on 
the carpet. 


GINA (INTO PHONE) 
(frustrated) 
I'll call you in a bit. I'm cleaning. 


ANGLE ON CARPET 


She hangs up. Starts to pick up what fell out of the garbage bag. Sees a note written 
in Paolo's handwriting. 


CLOSE ON PAPER 

Nothing special. A reminder list. And a telephone number: 628- 6364. 

ANGLE ON GINA 

The number has her perplexed. Double-checking, she opens her address book and 
sure enough it's Paolo's number, the one she gave to the police. It is clear that she 
wonders why he would write down his own telephone number. 

CLOSE ON ADDRESS BOOK 

A few entries down the list from Bernard, Paolo. Rogosin Clinic. 628-6379. 


BACK TO GINA 


who makes the comparison. Awfully close. Two different parts of town in the 
country's biggest city... 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Gina dials the clinic. 


COMPUTER VOICE 
The number you have reached, 628-6364, has been disconnected. 


Gina hangs up and immediately dials the police. 
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INT. POLICE STATION — SWITCHBOARD - NIGHT 


An operator sits behind a hundred blinking telephone buttons, pushing them quickly, 
one right after another. 


OPERATOR 
Please hold, please hold, please hold, please hold... 


INT. GINA'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 


Gina holding. Soon she hangs up, puts on her coat. Grabbing her purse, she heads for 
the door. 


EXT. ROGOSIN CLINIC - NIGHT 


Gina tries both the door and the buzzer. Nobody home. She starts to walk away, then 
has a second thought. 


EXT. ROGOSIN CLINIC - ALLEYWAY - NIGHT 

Gina makes her way down the alley to the side of the building. She spots a window 
ajar. Not able to climb in the first time, she moves some garbage cans up to the wall. 
A cat scurries away. 


INT. ROGOSIN CLINIC - NIGHT 


Gina pops her head through the window, looks around in the darkness, climbs inside. 
She walks down the familiar hallway past cubicles of desks, most of which are bare. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Gina carefully opens the door to Rogosin's office. She takes the keychain flashlight 
from her purse, points it toward -- 


GINA'S POV - ROGOSIN'S OFFICE 
Empty. Not a stick of furniture in the place. 
REVERSE - ON GINA 


as she opens the door further and enters. 
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INT. ROGOSIN'S OFFICE 

She stands bewildered for a moment in the center of the empty room. 
INT. HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER 


Gina heads down the hallway, looking everywhere. The place has obviously been 
vacated. She heads for the "Vault." 


INT. "VAULT" 


Eerie beyond words. The vats are still present, only they, too, are empty. Gina peeks 
into each one, looks at racks where test tubes used to be. As she does this we hear a 
noise from outside. Quickly, Gina ducks behind an aluminum vat. 


GINA'S POV 
The silhouette of a man appears in the doorway. He, too, holds a flashlight. 
VARIOUS ANGLES 


of the room as his beam hits the assortment of leftover equipment. The creaking from 
his shoes grows louder. He's coming ever closer to -- 


GINA 


who hides even more, but still he's moving closer and closer until his beam comes 
upon her. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Gina stands, her left hand pointing a light right in his eyes, her right hand in her 
pocket. 


GINA 
Hold it right there, pal, or I'll blow your brains out. 
(then, tougher) 
Your fuckin’ brains out. Got that? 


REVERSE - GINA'S POV 


a very surprised, but very good-looking man of about forty -- Michel. The Prince. He 
stops dead in his tracks. 
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MICHEL 
Don't shoot. Please. I am not armed. 


GINA 
Back up. You're too close. 


MICHEL 
Of course. 


He complies. As he steps back we get a better look -- still tall, dark, handsome -- but 
scared shitless. 


GINA 
I'm not kidding. One false move and you're on the other side of the grass. 


MICHEL 
I understand. Take it easy. 


Gina appears awkward, indecisive, of which Michel takes note. 


GINA 
Back up some more. 


Michel backs out of the room into the hallway. Gina points him toward Rogosin's 
office. 


INT. ROGOSIN'S OFFICE 


Michel and Gina at the entrance. 


GINA 
In the middle of the room. 
MICHEL 
What do you want? 
GINA 


You heard me. 
(he complies) 
That yours? 
ANGLE ON LEATHER BRIEFCASE 


which sits near the wall. 
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BACK TO GINA 
who tries the light switch. A fluorescent fixture goes on. 


MICHEL 
There's no money in there. 
(then) 
I'm not a burglar. Please, let me go. 


GINA 
Who are you? 


MICHEL 
Look, I came here by mistake... 


He starts to go. Gina moves her hand around in her pocket. 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
My name is Michel. I came here to find Rogosin. 


GINA 
(defiant) 
Well he's not here, is he, Michel? 


She opens the briefcase, begins to sort through it, all the while keeping him 
"covered." 


CLOSE ON BRIEFCASE 
which, at first glance, could belong to an engineer -- lots of graph paper, charts, etc. 


MICHEL (0O:S.) 
I tell you there's nothing of value. 


ANGLE ON PAPER 


She comes across a piece of paper -- a ransom note, really, pieced together with 
words from a magazine. 


GINA (0.S.) 
(reading) 
"Your son is safe for now. We will be in touch. 911 kills the kid.’ 


PICK SIX | 293 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Michel is shaken. 


MICHEL 
Please... 


She holds up a piece of graph paper, looks at it. 


GINA 
DNA. Amniocentesis. Footprints. 
{then) 
These are my lab records! 


MICHEL 
I'm told I have a son. 


GINA 
Mine is missing. His name is Taylor. He has dark hair, brown eyes -- 
(she looks at Michel) 
-- and your nose. You son of a bitch. Where's my baby?! 


MICHEL 
I don't know. 


GINA 
You have all this information. 


MICHEL 
They sent it to me. For proof. 


GINA 
Who? 


MICHEL 
Extortionists. Somebody who knew that I -- 


GINA 
-- made a deposit? 


No response. 
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GINA (Contd.) 
Great. 
(beat) 
So you're the father of my baby. 


MICHEL 
Only technically. 
(then) 
Please, would you at least take your finger off the trigger? 


GINA 
I'm calling the police. 
MICHEL 
(sweats) 
No! You cannot do that. 
GINA 
Why not? 
MICHEL 
It will only jeopardize things. 
(assuring) 


All they want is money. Money I have. The child will be 
returned unharmed. 


GINA 
To me. The baby gets returned to me. 


MICHEL 
Of course. You are the mother. 


GINA 
I don't want any of this 'Kramer vs. Kramer' shit. For nine months, I 
carried little Taylor. Your involvement was more in the area of nine 
minutes. 


MICHEL 
I'm sure you are a good mother. 


GINA 
Coming from a guy like you, that makes everything just swell. 
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EXT. ROGOSIN CLINIC - NIGHT 
Gina and Michel leave through the front door. Then it dawns on Gina -- 


GINA 
How did you get in here...? 


But before she can say another word -- 
SEVERAL ARMED GUARDS 
grab her and begin to place handcuffs on her wrists. 
MICHEL 
(to his men) 


No! Stop that! It's not necessary. 


The men ease up. One produces the "gun" in Gina's pocket -- a clamp used to hold a 
test tube. 


GINA 
(scared) 


I've done nothing wrong. 


MICHEL 
I know. These men are just doing their job. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


There are several limousines parked across the otherwise empty street. The group 
heads toward them. 


EXT. STREET - NIGHT 

The limos head up Madison Avenue. None have license plates. 
INT. LIMO - NIGHT 

Gina sits beside Michel, amongst several guards. 

GINA'S POV 


The security people have earpieces, much like the Secret Service. 
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BACK TO GINA 


She turns her attention to Michel, who does not look all that comfortable with the 
situation. 
MICHEL 
Where do you live? We'll drop you off. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

Gina can't believe her ears. Her face tells Michel this was the wrong thing to say. 
ANGLE ON MICHEL 

who knows it and says not another word. 

EXT./INT. WALDORF TOWERS - REAR ENTRANCE - NIGHT 


The cars drive into an underground parking structure. Some head into another tunnel 
while the main limo stops beside an elevator door. Michel and Gina get out, 
accompanied by some guards. As the elevator doors open -- 


GINA 
(to Michel) 
Who are you? 


MICHEL 
(smiles) 

I told you. Michel. 
They enter the elevator. 
INT. ELEVATOR 
Most studio apartments are not this nice. The group stands silently throughout the 
trip. Michel looks at Gina, studies her clothing, her hair...and gets caught. His eyes 
turn away fast, and now it is she who studies him. 
INT. WALDORF TOWERS - MICHEL'S APARTMENT - NIGHT 
Puts to shame perhaps everything in Manhattan. Large, elaborate, ornate. 


ANGLE ON GINA 


as she exits the elevator with Michel. Who lives like this? 


PICK SIx | 297 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
They head for one corner of what must be the living room. Michel gestures -- 


MICHEL 
Please, sit down. 


He sits first. After a second, Gina joins him. The other men leave them alone. 


GINA 
You're that guy? 
MICHEL 
What? 
GINA 
That...Sultan... 
MICHEL 
Prince... 
GINA 


(finishes) 
...from that island with all the minerals... 


MICHEL 
.. apricots. 
CLOSE ON GINA 
who realizes -- 
GINA 
They tried to kill you. At the restaurant. 


(then) 
I hope you believe in child support. 


ON MICHEL 
He couldn't have counted on any of this. 
GINA (Contd.) 


I want my baby back. I don't see why we shouldn't contact 
the police. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


Josef Lustig stands about thirty feet away at the far end of the room. Sees the two 
sitting together. Calls out -- 


LUSTIG 
Is everything all right? 


Michel indicates it is, but Lustig hurries over anyway. 
MICHEL 
(to Gina) 
Who was with you when the baby disappeared? 


GINA 
My boyfriend. Who the police say doesn't exist. 


Lustig interrupts. 


LUSTIG 

That's not surprising. 
(then) 

She's the mother? 

MICHEL 
Josef Lustig, meet Gina... 

GINA 
...Randall. 
ANGLE ON GINA 


uncomfortable and untrusting. She wants to leave. 
MICHEL 
senses as much. Offers -- 


MICHEL 
Why don't we go into my office? 
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INT. MICHEL'S OFFICE 


Through the window we catch what may be the best view of Manhattan ever seen. 
This office, in contrast to the rest of the apartment, is rather simple -- a collection of 
somebody's favorite things. 


ANGLE ON DESK 


This guy must love Sharper Image. Fiber optics, gravity balls, the works. A miniature 
pool table sits to one side of the room. 


GINA AND MICHEL 
cross to the desk, followed by a very curious Lustig. 


LUSTIG 
(to Michel) 
You say there's a note along with the data? 


MICHEL 
Let's just say, dear friend, that your idea has backfired. 


GINA 
Would one of you mind letting me know what's going on? 


ANGLE ON MICHEL 
who sits behind his desk. Gina comes closer. 


MICHEL 
There are no heirs to the throne. 
(uncomfortable) 
I went to the clinic for security reasons. 


GINA 
Why? 


MICHEL 
Assassination insurance. 


Michel is silent. Lustig turns to Gina. 
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LUSTIG 
We live in a small country, but a very wealthy one. There are some 
rather undesirable people who would like to be in power. To turn 
Palmyra into something...unspeakable. 


GINA 
Palmyra. That's in New Jersey. You guys are from that TV show. 


MICHEL 
Whoever took the baby... 
GINA 
... Taylor... 
MICHEL 


..yes, Taylor. Whoever took Taylor just wants money. Whatever 
they want, I will pay. 


GINA 
(to herself) 
I knew this wouldn't be easy. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Lustig shoots Michel a look. She's going to be a tough one. 


LUSTIG 
Why don't I get us something to drink? 


MICHEL 
Good idea. 


Gina says nothing. Lustig exits. 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
I know this is difficult for you. 


GINA 
(matter-of-fact) 
I'm going to the police. 


MICHEL 
They gave me a number to call. 
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GINA 
Who? 


MICHEL 
The people with...our baby... 


He takes out some papers, finds the number. 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
They want me to call. So, I'll call. 


GINA 
The police can check for fingerprints. 


But Michel is already dialing. He punches the numbers on the note. 


MICHEL 
Sure they can. After they find Jimmy Hoffa and D.B. Cooper. 


INTERCUT 


a series of mechanical goings-on within the phone circuitry that culminates in a 
close-up of a satellite dish, wires running down the side of a building, a bank of 
electronic equipment. 


COMPUTER VOICE 
Michel, if this is you, press number four. 


We hear a touch tone “four.” 


COMPUTER VOICE (Contd.) 
If you are ready for instructions, press three. 


BACK TO SCENE - ON MICHEL 
He complies. Gina is listening in. 
MICHEL 
(to Gina) 


Still think the police can help? 


Gina is silent. 
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COMPUTER VOICE 
Instructions as follows. Collect one thousand emeralds of five- 
carat weight. If you understand, press the pound sign now. 


Michel does. 


COMPUTER VOICE (Contd.) 
Call this number tomorrow evening at seven o'clock sharp. 


The line goes dead. Gina is dumbfounded. Then, almost instantly, she stands up. 


GINA 
You've got some friends. 


She exits his office. Michel gets up, follows her. 

INT. MICHEL'S LIVING ROOM 

Gina walks around, looking at the various items in this palace. 

VARIOUS ANGLES - THE ARTWORK 

Impressionist mostly. Some statues. A small marble fountain. Like a mini-museum. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 

The World Trade Center and Statue of Liberty look as if they're right next door. 
ANGLE ON GINA 

who turns her attention on a painting of a castle. As she studies it -- 


MICHEL (O:S.) 
This is my home away from home. This is my home. 


Gina turns toward Michel. 


GINA 
You're the guy who buys up everything. The airline. The amusement 
park. You see it, you buy it. Like it was nothing. 


MICHEL 
I'm an impulsive shopper. 
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GINA 
Like it means nothing to you. 


MICHEL 
What are you getting at? 


GINA 
Does my baby mean anything to you? 


MICHEL 
Yes. He does. 
GINA 
Good. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
GINA (Contd.) 


One thousand emeralds. At five carats. 


MICHEL 
About one hundred and fifty thousand American dollars apiece. 


GINA 
That would be... 


MICHEL 
One hundred and fifty million dollars. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Gina heads for the huge wooden door. Michel follows. Lustig arrives with coffee, in 
time to overhear -- 


GINA 
I'm going home. 
MICHEL 
(worried) 
You can freshen up here. 
GINA 


How do you get out of this place? 
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MICHEL 
I pay the ransom, you get the baby back. Simple as that. 
(then) 
I can't believe I'm saying this. 


GINA 
(solemn) 
I asked you a question. 


EXT. WALDORF TOWERS - DAWN 


Gina exits the building and walks along the sidewalk. The street is empty but for a 
single lost soul -- a fiftyish woman who talks silently with someone imaginary. 


ANGLE ON GINA 


confused, tired, her thoughts scattered. She turns down the offer of a cab and keeps 
walking. 


INT. MICHEL'S APARTMENT - DAWN 


Michel and Lustig stand before a picture window of Manhattan. The city will soon be 


awake. 
MICHEL 
Josef, how did this woman get impregnated with my child? 
LUSTIG 
I don't know. 
MICHEL 
How could such a thing happen? 
LUSTIG 
There must be someone in our cabinet who found out you’d 
made a...deposit. Perhaps has us bugged... 
ANGLE ON MICHEL 


who is quite concerned. And not just about his own men. 


MICHEL 
Who is she? 
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He produces a short file, begins to read. 
LUSTIG 
Gina Randall. A kindergarten teacher. Single. Born in East 


Lansing, Michigan. Never married. A brother and a sister. 


MICHEL 
My God. 


Lustig can see the pain in Michel's eyes. Michel gets up, paces about. 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
Where does she live? 


CLOSE ON LUSTIG 

deeply concerned for his boss. 

INT. GINA'S APARTMENT - MORNING 

Gina kneels beside her coffee table. Dressed in a robe with a towel wrapped around 
her head, she carefully studies a thick book which we eventually see is an 
encyclopedia. 


ANGLE ON ENCYCLOPEDIA 


favoring the word "Palmyra," followed by a description and accompanied by pie 
charts concerning vegetation, rainfall, topography, etc. 


ANGLE ON GINA 


as she looks over this information, the telephone rings. Picking it up -- 


GINA 
Barbara... 
BARBARA (V.O.) 
Did I wake you? 
GINA 


I couldn't sleep. 
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BARBARA 
I'm coming over. 
GINA 
No, I need to rest. 
BARBARA 
I'll stay on the couch. 
GINA 
I'll be on the couch. I'll call you soon. 
(pause) 
No word yet. 


She hangs up. Eyes the couch. Lies on top, stares at the ceiling, shuts her eyes. Opens 
them when the intercom rings -- 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


We see the moment the thought hits her -- could it be the police with her baby? Gina 
hurries to the door. 


GINA (Contd.) 
Yes, come in. 


She hits the buzzer, not even waiting for a reply. Then she begins to pace, ending up 
in front of her coffee table and the geography book. 


ANGLE ON DOOR 


where we hear knocking. Gina opens it to reveal Michel, looking weary and 
uncomfortable. 


MICHEL 
May I come in? 


ANGLE ON GINA 
who doesn't respond normally. Instead she acts as though she's been thinking. 


GINA 
The police could at least try to take fingerprints from the ransom note. 
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MICHEL 
If you believe that you would have called them -- which I doubt 
you have. 


Gina pauses a moment. Then -- 


GINA 
I made some coffee. 


She waves him in and closes the door. Michel immediately moves to the center of the 
room. Before Gina can say a thing, he notices the open book on the table and sees a 
picture of himself in front of a castle. 


CLOSE ON PHOTO 
Michel is just a teenager and stands beside his father and mother. 


MICHEL (O:S.) 
I see you're a quick study. 


ANGLE ON GINA 
Okay, she's been caught. 


GINA 
I'm a teacher. 


She moves to get the coffee. Michel gets up, walks over to a corner of the room, sees 
her "Outstanding Teacher” award on the wall. 


MICHEL 
You must be quite proud of this. 


GINA 
I hope you're not being patronizing. 


MICHEL 
You would hate that. 


Michel continues to take everything in, eventually making his way over to the 
kitchen counter where Gina has set two coffee mugs. 
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GINA 
So Taylor's father is a Prince. My mom would get a kick out 
of this, if she had a sense of humor. 


MICHEL 
You mind if I use the little polo pony's room? 


GINA 
It's in the hallway. 


Michel places his leather bag on the counter and heads for the bathroom. No sooner 
does he do this then Gina opens it up and looks inside. 


ANGLE ON BAG 


Not your typical stash -- some candy, keys, a flashlight, and lots of small pieces of 
paper which contain an assortment of poems. Robert Frost, e.e. cummings, etc. And a 
computer printout with facts on Gina, including her driver's license picture. 


ANGLE ON GINA 


furious. She picks up the phone and dials 911. When the operator answers she hangs 
up. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Michel returns and picks up his coffee. He notices Gina's silence as well as the paper 
in her hand. He's sorry. 


MICHEL 
My assistant ran a routine check on you. This is not a typical situation -- 


GINA 
(explodes) 
It's because of you that my baby is missing. I've done all I can 
to be reasonable, and you're busy having me investigated! 


MICHEL 
I didn't tell you to look in my bag. 


GINA 
I'm sorry. 


Michel moves to the coffee table and begins reading from the geography book. 
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MICHEL 
“Palmyra, on the northeast corner of the Caspian Sea, offers a 
milder climate than that of its surrounding countries. The limited 
monarchy has been in existence for more than three centuries...” 


Gina joins him and takes the book. 


GINA 
Why is this baby so important to them? 


MICHEL 
Let's just say a baby with my genes wins the 'Get a Date in 
Palmyra’ contest. 


Gina places the book on a shelf. 


GINA 
Whoever is behind this must know about you, the clinic, the works. 


MICHEL 
(sarcastic) 
You think so? 


GINA 
The last thing I need is attitude from someone who can't keep 
track of his own sperm. 


MICHEL 
(stung) 
What were you thinking when you allowed yourself to be impregnated 
this way? What were you planning to tell the child? 


GINA 
That I love him. 
(then) 

And what exactly were your plans? 


MICHEL 
I had no plans. I'd be dead. 


ANGLE ON GINA 


not impressed with this guy at all. 
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MICHEL (Contd.) 
You think I'm insensitive. 


GINA 
If the test tube fits. 


Michel goes over to the kitchen counter. As he places his coffee mug down he sees 
Gina has magnetic little sayings on her refrigerator door -- including the same e.e. 
curmnings poem which Michel carries in his bag. 


ANGLE ON GINA 


who has since joined him and taken note of this fact The two look at one another for 
a long moment. They begin to speak simultaneously. 


MICHEL 
Perhaps we should help one another. 


GINA 
Let's ease up a bit, okay? 


INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER 


Michel is alone while Gina gets dressed in the bedroom. He moves slowly 
throughout the room, looking at things. 


GINA (O.S.) 
You're snooping, aren't you? 


MICHEL 
I'm absorbing the flavor of your fine home. 


Michel picks up a small stuffed animal, strokes it, realizes it belongs to his son and 
gently puts it down. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Michel now stops in front of an upright piano, looks at the assortment of pictures. 
Gina with Barbara on a ski trip. Gina surrounded by students. 


CLOSE ON MICHEL 


He's jealous. The Prince is jealous. 
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ANGLE ON DESK 


Michel comes upon a police report on Gina's desk. He turns to check that he's not 
being watched. 


MICHEL'S POV 
All clear in the hallway. 


BACK TO POLICE REPORT 


as Michel sorts through the missing persons complaint, studying the time, date, etc. 
Then coming upon the computer sketch of Paolo. 


CLOSE ON MICHEL 


who reacts, his hands shaking as he hurries to place the sketch back in the folder, 
which he does just seconds before Gina enters the room. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Gina wears jeans and a blue sweater. Michel's nervousness dissipates as he looks at 
her. 


GINA 
Do you think I'll have Taylor back today? 


MICHEL 
Yes, I do. And I believe he's quite safe and well-attended. 


For the first time Gina looks confident about the situation. She goes to the window, 
then turns and looks directly at Michel. 


GINA 
I thought my boyfriend did this. 


This stings Michel. 


GINA (Contd.) 
That's what the police said. But I've gotten no ransom demand, 
so I figured he didn't want money. 
(thinks) 
You got the ransom demand. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 
Michel walks over to her. 


MICHEL 
I confess. I did snoop. 


He goes to the desk, pulls Paolo's picture from the police file. 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
Your 'boyfriend' used to head our banking system. He was 
..removed...for improprieties. 


Gina scowls. 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
(defensive) 
I'm not the bad guy. 


GINA 
What is it they want? 


MICHEL 
I thought they wanted emeralds, until I saw Derek's picture. 


GINA 
His name is Paolo. 


MICHEL 
Call him what you wish. 


Gina takes the picture, gives it a look. 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
He took enough money with him when he left. I believe the 
emeralds are merely a distraction. 


INT. MICHEL'S APARTMENT - CLOSE ON EMERALDS - DAY 


A literal treasure chest, and it is blinding. Michel and Gina hover over the emeralds 
in Michel's office, where Lustig shields his eyes in mock protection. 


LUSTIG 
I cannot allow you to go out alone with these. Derek will kill you. 
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MICHEL 
No, I don't think so. I suspect he is after one of the trade codes. 


LUSTIG 
That you cannot give him. 
ANGLE ON GINA 
who leans in toward Lustig. 
GINA 


We will give him anything he wants. 


MICHEL 
Derek would not have gone to such trouble for emeralds. I'm 
afraid we are all in a tough spot. 


All three appear concerned, maybe a bit frightened. 
CLOSE ON MICHEL 
who signals Lustig, then turns to Gina. 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
Would you excuse us? 


As if she's got a choice. 
INT. MICHEL'S OFFICE 
Michel writes a series of fourteen numbers on a piece of paper. Hands it to Lustig. 


LUSTIG 
Is this really necessary? 


MICHEL 
What else can I do? I trust you more than anybody on earth. 
(then) 
This is the override code. 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
Should Derek request one of our catchment numbers, I can give 
it to him, he can test it out. Then I can override it, unless I'm not 
around, in which case, you can. 
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LUSTIG 
I don't like this one bit. 


We hold on Lustig a long moment, then focus in on the wall clock. 
ANGLE ON CLOCK 
it reads two o'clock. 
MATCH DISSOLVE TO: 
THE SAME CLOCK 
now reads six fifty-nine. 
MICHEL'S HAND 
presses numbers on the phone. 
MICHEL AND GINA 
still in Michel's office, listen to the ringing. This time they use the speaker phone. 
COMPUTER VOICE 
Thank you. Press four. 
(Michel does) 
If you have the emeralds, press one. 
(Michel does) 
If you are ready to receive instructions, press nine. 


Michel presses six. 


GINA 
Michel. 


Michel signals "shhh." 


COMPUTER VOICE 
You have entered an incorrect code. Press nine for instructions. 


Michel presses two, then two, then four and eight. 
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MICHEL 
(whispers) 
Two, two, forty-eight. 
We wait a long moment. Finally -- 
DEREK (V.O.) 


That's right. The Prince who remembers everyone's birthday. 


It's Paolo's voice, only we now know that's not his real name. Gina reacts, but Michel 
again signals for silence. 


MICHEL 
I'm a walking Hallmark card. 


INT. DEREK'S APARTMENT - EVENING 


Derek sits near a computerized device. Looks serious. Tired. Talks into a cordless 
phone. 


DEREK 
How do you like Gus? 
MICHEL (V.O.) 
Who? 
DEREK 


My computer. Completely untraceable. Some age we live 
in, huh, dickhead? 


GINA (V.O.) 
Where the hell is my baby, you dumb fuck!? 


INTERCUT GINA AND MICHEL 
Michel puts his hand over her mouth. 


DEREK (V.O.) 
Hello, sweetums. Your precious one is just fine. And the nurse I 
got is cuter than hell. A full C-cup. Okay, don't thank me. 
(then) 
But let me add, for the record, beware of people you meet in singles' bars. 
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BACK TO DEREK 


MICHEL (V.O.) 
Where and when? 


DEREK 
Not much for chit chat, right, your Highness? 


As he says this, we pan past Derek to peek into a fully equipped nursery. 
INT. DEREK'S APARTMENT - NURSERY 


We are close on a colorful mobile, then move down to Taylor who is sound asleep in 
a crib. 


MICHEL (V.O.) 
Derek, this is a very serious thing you have done. 


DEREK (0.8.) 
Save it for Geraldo. Hey, maybe he'd book you guys. Two 
strangers who didn't go bump in the night and still made a baby. 


MICHEL (V.O.) 
Derek... 


DEREK (O.S.) 
Gives me a tingly feeling. 
(then) 
No guards, no cops, nobody. You got it? 


MICHEL (V.O.) 
I got it. 


The baby stirs just a bit. 
DEREK (0.S.) 
Nine tomorrow morning. Our old hiding place. 


MICHEL (V.O.) 
You sure you want to meet there? 
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DEREK (0.S.) 
I'm a sentimental guy. You show up with the emeralds on 
time and you'll have the kid back within the hour. 
(then) 
Oh, and I almost forgot. Bring along the Baltic trade code. 


INTERCUT MICHEL AND GINA 


GINA 
Please, Paolo. Or Derek. I want my baby back. That's all. 


As she says this, little Taylor awakens. Gina can hear him crying through the phone. 


GINA (Contd.) 
Oh, my baby. Honey... 


BACK TO NURSERY 
The baby stirs some more. Derek enters with a cordless phone. 


DEREK 
Maybe you want to sing him a song. Here, talk to him. 


He holds phone up to Taylor. 


GINA (V.O.) 
Taylor. Honey, it's Mommy. 


The baby starts to cry. 


DEREK 
You got twenty seconds. 


BACK TO GINA 
desperate. She's going to get her baby back. 


GINA 
Taylor, it's okay, sweetie. Don't worry, we'll be together tomorrow. 


ON TAYLOR 


still crying. 
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GINA (V.O.) 
(starts to sing) 
'Hush-a-bye, don't you cry, go to sleepy little baby...' 
DEREK 
rolls his eyes, could care less. 
TAYLOR 


settles down. 


GINA (V.O.) 
‘When you wake, you shall have, all the pretty little horses..." 


MICHEL 
feels for the mother of his child. 
THE BABY 
is happy, smiles. 
EXT. DEREK'S BUILDING - EVENING 
A satellite dish sits atop the building. 
GINA (V.O.) 
(continues to sing) 


'Dapples and greys, pintos and bays, all the pretty little horses...’ 


We pull back more and more to see the New York City skyline as Gina sings to her 
precious one. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
INT. POLICE STATION - CLOSE ON TYPEWRITER - MORNING 
A form is being typed: Gina Elizabeth Randall. Age 36, missing since -- 


BARBARA (0:S.) 
Last night. At least. 
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PULL BACK TO REVEAL 
Barbara standing before Detective Gary Bignami -- again. 


BARBARA (Contd.) 
And it's very unlike her, despite the circumstances. 


BIGNAMI 
I'm sorry, ma'am, but we have strict rules regarding missing persons. 


BARBARA 
Seventy-two hours. Just like on TV. 
(then) 
You don’t think this case is a bit of an exception? 


BIGNAMI 
There's nothing I can do. I'm sure she'll turn up. 


BARBARA 
That's what we were hoping before. 


Bignami pulls the form from his typewriter. 


BIGNAMI 
I can understand your frustration, but we really are doing all we can. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Barbara tries to see Bignami's file, which he pushes to one side. 


BARBARA 
Then I'm assuming, when you get to it, you'll be running an R-1 
status report with TRW. At that time, it might not be a bad idea 
to check signatures on any credit card receipts. That'll let us know 
if she's all right. Phone records are iffy, but what the hell. 
(beat) 
I did a paper once. 


Bignami gives her a long look...he either hates her...or wants to kiss her. 


BIGNAMI 
You go on what, three dates a year? 
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CLOSE ON PRINTER 

as Gina's portrait spews forth. 

EXT. WALDORF TOWERS - MORNING 


Michel and Gina grab a cab. Michel makes sure no one is watching. He carries a 
black Haliburton case. 


EXT. CITY STREETS - VARIOUS - MORNING 
People heading for the downtown area. The cab takes the Eighth Avenue route. 
EXT. HUDSON RIVER - MORNING 


Looking good. A barge makes its way south. The oil tankers are docked along the 
Jersey shore. 


EXT. BOWLING GREEN - FERRY ENTRANCE - MORNING 
People arrive from Staten Island. Still trying to wake up. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


The entrance to the Statue of Liberty boat. Tourists with cameras. Favor Gina and 
Michel as they purchase tickets, walk toward the boat -- 


GINA 
Isn't this a bit unusual? 


MICHEL 
For Derek, it's rather dull, actually. 


EXT. STATUE OF LIBERTY BOAT - DECK - MORNING 


The pre-recorded tour tape plays throughout. Michel brings Gina some coffee as she 
sits guarding the emeralds. 


GINA 
If this guy sends us on some wild goose chase, I'll kill him. 
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MICHEL 
He's serious. 
(thinks) 
Must have done a lot of research to pull this off. 
(then) 


You just happened to step into it. 


GINA 
What's with the trade codes? 


MICHEL 
What's not with them...they're more important than nuclear defense codes. 
(beat) 
You ever see your President being followed by a man with a briefcase? 


GINA 
Sure. 


MICHEL 
He's got the answers to the universe in there. He can authorize 
the launch of missiles, or transfer your country's money to a 
pre-determined neutral ‘safe house' -- without the permission of 
Congress. 


CLOSE ON GINA 
What a different world this guy comes from. 


GINA 
Who follows you with the briefcase? 


BACK TO SCENE 
Michel laughs. Points to his head. 
MICHEL 
In here I hold twelve codes, two of which can override 
the other ten. Like PIN numbers at a cash machine. 


ANGLE ON GINA 


as she retreats to her coffee and looks at the city in the distance. 
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GINA'S POV - THE CITY 
mystical as ever. 


GINA (O.S.) 
I was seven months pregnant. But Paolo didn't care. I 
thought I'd met the man of my dreams. 


BACK TO SCENE 
Close on Michel, who leans in toward Gina. 


MICHEL 
He's very sick. 


ON GINA 
hurt, disappointed, determined. 


GINA 
Thanks for the tip. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The boat approaches the docking area. Passengers rush toward the gate, some already 
snapping pictures. 


GINA AND MICHEL 


hold back. Both look at the passengers as if each one were somehow part of Derek's 
sinister plan. Then Gina looks up -- 


THE STATUE OF LIBERTY 
Still a sight to behold. But not one's first choice for a ransom drop. 
EXT. STATUE OF LIBERTY - MORNING 


A tour guide takes the passengers to the front of the statue and begins reading the 
plaque. 


MICHEL 
(to Gina) 
Come on. 
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The couple heads away from the tourists and makes their way around the statue. 


INT. STATUE OF LIBERTY - STAIRS 


Gina and Michel ascend the winding stairway. Both are already out of breath. 


GINA 


What does...Derek...mean about you knowing people's birthdays? 


MICHEL 


It's one of my few small talents. Had it since I was little. 


GINA 


So if I were to say Winston Churchill -- 


Nikita Khrushchev. 


April 17, 1894. 


MICHEL 
-- I'd say November 30, 1874. 


GINA 


MICHEL 


Now as Gina says their names, Michel overlaps her, spouting forth birthdates before 


she can even finish. 


GINA 
Joe Louis. 


GINA 
Josephine Baker. 


GINA 
Emily Dickinson. 


GINA 
Katherine the Great. 


MICHEL 
May 13, 1914. 


MICHEL 
June 3, 1906. 


MICHEL 
December 10, 1930. 


MICHEL 
April 21, 1729. 


Gina, too out of breath to comment, follows him onward and upward. 
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EXT. STATUE OF LIBERTY 


On the other side of the island a speedboat is docked. Empty. We pan toward the 
stairway entrance and see that standing behind a Nikon camera, pretending to be a 
tourist, is Dr. Rory Rogosin. He heads into the stairway. 


INT./EXT. STATUE OF LIBERTY 
Gina and Michel have made it to the top. They look out at the view. Spectacular. 


GINA 
Did you flip your eyelids like the other kids? 


MICHEL 
(ignores her) 
Come on. 


GINA 
(confused) 
Huh? 
He leads her to a small locked door. 


ANGLE ON THE FLOOR 


Michel reaches down, looks under an electrical conduit. Peels away a strip of duct 
tape. Picks up a key. 


ANGLE ON DOOR 

Michel opens the creaky door, revealing another set of stairs. 
ANGLE ON GINA 

Disbelief. 

EXT. STATUE OF LIBERTY - FAVORING TORCH 


GINA (V.O.) 
We're really in the torch? 


MICHEL (V.O.) 
From what I understand, tourists have not been permitted up here in years. 
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INT/EXT. STATUE OF LIBERTY - TORCH 
The couple has climbed to the very tip. They look out the portholes. 


GINA 
So what are we supposed to do, just leave the suitcase here? 


MICHEL 
He said for us to wait. So we will wait. 


A moment. Then another. 


GINA 
How long? 
MICHEL 
As long as it takes. 
GINA 


I figured you might have some experience in this type of thing. 


MICHEL 
Well, I don't. 


There’s a noise outside the door. Gina panics just enough for Michel to cover her 
mouth. He looks at her reassuringly. She relaxes. The two wait for -- 


THE DOOR 


to open. It's Rogosin with a nine-millimeter pistol. 


ROGOSIN 
(jovial) 
Good morning. 
MICHEL 
Good morning. 
GINA 


You motherfucker. Where's my baby? 


ROGOSIN 
Gina, I'm surprised. You didn’t talk like this at the intake interview. 
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GINA 
Fuck you. 


ROGOSIN 
(ignores that) 
Derek has seen to it that little Taylor is being well taken care of. 
You will have him back, safe and sound, this afternoon. 


MICHEL 
So you're his partner. 


ROGOSIN 
In a matter of speaking. And I can't thank you enough for sparing me 
the remainder of my life asking strangers to go into 'that booth over there." 


GINA 
You're nothing but scum. 


ROGOSIN 
Names will get you nowhere. On the other hand, the suitcase 
with the emeralds will. 
(to Michel) 
Your Highness. 


Michel slides him the Haliburton. 


ROGOSIN (Contd.) 
Very good. 


MICHEL 
You will check them. 


ROGOSIN 
I trust you. 
(smiles) 
The baby has your nose. 


He leaves, locking the door, but leaving the key inside the lock. 
VARIOUS ANGLES 


Rogosin then begins his descent. Gina and Michel immediately attempt to free 
themselves. 
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(fairly calm) 
I'd like to see Rogosin dead. 


MICHEL 
Hard labor would be better. 


A phone rings. Gina and Michel turn and look around. 
REVERSE ANGLE 
nothing. Michel's hand searches the wall as the ringing continues. 


GINA 
It's some type of alarm. I knew it. We're gonna get arrested. 


MICHEL 
(still searching) 
No. 
He pulls out a small, hand-held cellular phone from under an area of the wall. 


ANGLE ON GINA AND MICHEL 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
Hello? 


DEREK (V.O.) 
Do you have the emeralds? 


MICHEL 
Rogosin does. 


EXT. STATUE OF LIBERTY - TORCH 


DEREK (V.O.) 
What?! 


MICHEL (V.O.) 
I gave them to Rogosin. Now what about the baby? 


INT. DEREK'S APARTMENT - CLOSE ON DEREK - MORNING 


sweating blood. 
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DEREK 
Rogosin?! 


INT. STATUE OF LIBERTY - TORCH - MORNING 


DEREK (V.O.) 
That was not part of the plan... 


MICHEL 
I don't understand. 


DEREK (V.O.) 
Rogosin is not part of the package! 


The door flies open. Gina and Michel react. It's a nine-year old child -- a tourist -- 
with the key in his hand. 


MICHEL 
(to Gina) 
He's got the code. I wrote it on a card in the suitcase. Come on! 


The couple runs past the child and down the stairs. The child picks up the phone 
which was dropped to the floor. 


DEREK (V.O.) 
You blew it, dickhead. I can't wait any longer. 
(beat) 
Michel! Michel! 
CHILD 


I'm not a dickhead. You're a dickhead! 





INT. STATUE OF LIBERTY - STAIRS - TRACKING 


The couple moves quickly, past assorted tourists. At first they try to get around them, 
but eventually can't help bumping into several. 


EXT. STATUE OF LIBERTY - MORNING 
Rogosin climbs aboard his speedboat and begins to untie its mooring. 
BACK AT THE STATUE ENTRANCE 


more tourists, more photo opportunities. 
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ANGLE ON GINA AND MICHEL 

They scramble madly, searching for Rogosin, first looking mistakenly toward the 
Statue of Liberty boat. They hear an engine start and immediately head toward the 
other side of the island. 


ANGLE ON ROGOSIN 


starting to pull away. Gina and Michel run toward his boat and end up eating his 
spray. 


GINA 
Shit. 
(yelling to Rogosin) 
I'll get you, you bastard! 
MICHEL 


(grabs her arm) 
This way! 


ANGLE ON OTHER SPEEDBOAT 
Michel pulls Gina toward another boat which has since docked. The two climb 
aboard and as Michel attempts to start the engine, a man -- obviously the vessel's 


owner -- yells from a short distance away. 


MAN 
Hey, what the hell do you think... 


But Michel has started the boat. Gina unties the remaining rope and as she does the 
man starts to climb aboard. 


CLOSE ON THROTTLE 


Michel hits it hard. The man falls back into the water as Michel and Gina head after 
Rogosin. 


ANGLE ON STATUE OF LIBERTY TOURIST BOAT 
The Captain has seen this and is on the radio. 
ANGLE ON THE MAN 


getting out of the water, pissed. 
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EXT. HUDSON RIVER - MORNING 

Rogosin heads for Manhattan. His boat slaps the water hard. 
REVERSE ON 

Gina and Michel, in hot pursuit. 

ROGOSIN 

sees them. Smiles. Presses down on the throttle. 

MICHEL 


returns the gesture. Gina falls back when he does this, her hair already wet. Michel 
didn't know he had this much power. 


TWO SHOT 

Michel slowly closes the gap. 

A POLICE BOAT 

heads north from downtown. The cops attempt to angle toward Rogosin. 
GINA 

pulls herself up, stands beside Michel. 


GINA 
Look, the police! 


Michel says nothing. He presses the throttle but it's already to the limit. 
THE POLICE 

close in. They've done this before. 

ROGOSIN 


is beginning to sweat. He pulls into the West Side docks and climbs from the boat 
onto an old wooden pier. 
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GINA AND MICHEL 

are not far behind. Nor are -- 

THE COPS 

who are now followed overhead by -- 

A POLICE HELICOPTER 

which has an excellent view of the action. 

EXT. WEST SIDE DOCKS - MORNING 

Rogosin heads toward a Cadillac parked beside a trash container. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Without tying up the boat, Gina and Michel hop onto the pier. As Rogosin scrambles 
for his car, a notepad falls from his pocket. 


GINA 

sees this as she follows Michel. 

ANGLE ON ROGOSIN 

He sees the couple run toward him. Pulls his nine-millimeter pistol, waves it. 
THE COUPLE 


backs away and hides behind another trash bin. 


ROGOSIN 
fumbles with his car keys. 
GINA 
He's getting away! 
MICHEL 


I don't think so. 
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THE POLICE BOAT 

docks. Two cops climb atop the pier. 

ROGOSIN 

sees this and fires at them. They hit the deck and take cover. 
ANGLE ON PAVEMENT 


Gina sees that the notepad Rogosin dropped is only a few feet away. She reaches out 
and pulls it toward her. 


THE POLICE HELICOPTER 
hovers over the scene. 
PILOT 
{through speaker) 

Drop your weapon and place your hands over your head. 
ROGOSIN 
complies by firing several times at the chopper. Not a smart move. 
ANGLE ON POLICE HELICOPTER 
as it turns slightly. An officer points a rifle at Rogosin, lets loose. 


ROGOSIN 


hides behind the metal Haliburton. Bullets tear right through, split it open, spilling 
the emeralds. And killing Rogosin. 


THE POLICE 
start to approach. Sirens can be heard in the distance. 
GINA AND MICHEL 


who have witnessed the whole thing, slip quietly into an old abandoned building 
behind them. 
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COPS 

now arrive on the scene, swarm around Rogosin's body. 

EXT. STREET - MORNING 

The couple cross the next street and head toward an alleyway. 
EXT. ALLEYWAY 

They sit on some crates, safe for the time being. 


GINA 
We should have stayed. We have nothing to hide. We did nothing wrong. 


MICHEL 
Paying a ransom on a reported kidnapping, without involving 
the police, stealing a boat -- 


GINA 
That's one hundred and fifty million dollars! 


MICHEL 
It's the trade code I'm worried about. My country has more 
emeralds than Columbia. 


GINA 
I thought you had apricots. 


MICHEL 
We do. Right next to the emerald mines. 
(beat) 
I suppose that code is going nowhere.I must change it nonetheless. 
(then) 
And it'll take a week to get more emeralds. 


ANGLE ON GINA 
She produces the notepad, hands it to Michel. 
GINA 


Rogosin dropped this. 
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CLOSE ON NOTEPAD 
as Michel flips through it. Mostly blank. Just one page with some numbers. 
INT. GRAND CENTRAL STATION - DAY 


The couple walks through this old train station. Boarding announcements and other 
noises filter through their conversation. 


GINA 
I think we're barking up the wrong tree. 


MICHEL 
A kidnapping, a ransom demand and some numbers, in 
my mind, add up to a locker. 
(off her look) 
I watch all your TV shows. 


As they walk toward the rear of the terminal they pass an Army recruiting monitor. 
CLOSE ON MONITOR 
as it shows a platoon of soldiers parachuting from a cargo plane at dawn. 


VOICE 
We do more before eight a.m. than most people do all day. 


GINA 
Wanna bet? 


INT. LOCKER AREA 


About a thousand of them. On any given day they could contain anything from 
money and drugs to inflatable animals. 


ANGLE ON ROWS OF LOCKER NUMBERS 


GINA (O.8.) 
C-1-2-9-6-2-9. 


The locker numbers are close -- but no cigar. 


MICHEL (0.S.) 
What else? 
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ON THE COUPLE 


GINA 
NCW-11. 


Nothing. 
INT. BANK OF PAY PHONES 


A hundred of them. One person attempts to make a collect call, another scoops the 
coin return for change. 


MICHEL 


sandwiched in between some of New York's finest, punches a series of numbers to 
activate his country's trade codes. He doesn't look happy. 


MICHEL 
(dumbfounded) 
Nothing goes through. Lustig must have changed them all. 


ANGLE ON GINA 


who stands behind him as he tries calling Lustig's private line. Several rings. No 
answer. 


ANOTHER PAY PHONE 


has opened up beside Michel. Gina inserts a coin and dials Derek's computer. A tape 
says it's not a working number. The two hang up at the same time. 


GINA 
What the hell is going on? 
INT. CONCOURSE 
Gina and Michel head for an exit. 
MICHEL 


(frustrated) 
Perhaps the bus terminal. Or the airport. 


336 | STEVEN KUNES 


GINA 
(thinks hard) 
Perhaps. 


We hold on Gina a moment. Michel stares at her, waiting. 
EXT. NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY - ESTABLISHING - DAY 
The lions are still on duty. 


MICHEL (V.O.) 
When I first met Derek at Oxford, he was studying passive resistance. 


GINA (V.O.) 
Who knew? 


INT. NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY - DAY 
The couple fumbles through the card catalogs. 


GINA 


(stops) 
How did he get the key to the door of the torch? 


MICHEL 
Derek arranged to have you impregnated with my semen and you 
want to know how he got the key to a door? 


ANGLE ON DRAWER 
Gina goes through the cards. 


GINA (0.S.) 
I was right. They're Dewey decimal numbers. 
(beat) 
The first one is -- not here. There's no book with this number. 


MICHEL (O.S.) 
And the second? 


GINA (O:S.) 
Hold on. 
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ANOTHER DRAWER 
The numbers are close. Closer. 


GINA (O.S.) 
Nothing. 


More fiddling with the cards. 


MICHEL (0.S.) 
Have faith. 


Then -- 


GINA (O:S.) 
Strike three. 


ANGLE ON GINA AND MICHEL 


MICHEL 
I'm sorry. 


GINA 
(covering up) 
I'm not mad. Besides, it was my idea to come here. 
(then) 
Let's request them anyway. 


MICHEL 
They are not in the catalog, Gina. I don't want to see you hurt any more. 


ANGLE ON REQUEST COUNTER 
Gina hands over three request slips. 


CLERK 
I must have the titles, honey. 


GINA 
I'm sorry, I don't have them. 


CLERK 
The rules are very simple. 
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GINA 
Please, right now these numbers are all I have in the world. 


The clerk looks hard at Gina. Softens. Gives her three claim numbers and disappears. 


MICHEL 
You need to rest. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - MINUTES LATER 
A pregnant woman reads through a stack of books on motherhood. 
PULLING BACK 


we see Gina staring at her from another table. She's a beaten woman. This is not at all 
how she'd thought it would be. Michel arrives with two slips, drops them on the 
table, shakes his head. Gina puts her head in her hands. 


ANGLE ON MICHEL 
as he sits beside her, places his hand on her shoulder. Strokes the back of her hair. 


MICHEL 
You really wanted to be a mother. 


GINA 
(soft) 
All my life. My whole goddamned life. Maybe I was selfish. 
Maybe it wasn't meant to be. 


MICHEL 
Gina... 


GINA 
I lost my job. My friends think I'm crazy. I'm almost out of money. 


MICHEL 
Listen...however it occurred, we made a baby together, and 
we're going to get him back. 


Gina cries. 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
Please, Gina. Don't cry. 
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She continues, doesn't care who sees her. 


GINA 
I'm so tired. 


MICHEL 
I know. 


They sit, holding on to one another for a long moment. 
ANGLE ON TABLE 
The clerk drops a book on the table. The cover reads, "First Comes Love." 


CLERK 
One outta three ain't bad. 


Gina and Michel sit up, look at the book, then turn to each other. A smile. Gradual 
energy. Bingo. 


EXT. WEST SIDE DOCKS - DAY 

The area has been roped off and hordes of people press close to see the police as they 
meticulously pick up emeralds which have scattered about the pavement. News 
crews are also on the scene, and scores of cops guard against impending mayhem. 


ANGLE ON UNMARKED POLICE CAR 


Two detectives look at a picture of Gina and Michel which was taken from the police 
helicopter. 


CLOSE ON PHOTOGRAPHS 

The couple rides in the speedboat, climbs onto the pier, chases after Rogosin, etc. 
ANGLE ON SIDE STREET 

favoring Barbara who stands beside Detective Bignami. 


BIGNAMI 
I get caught with you here, I'm in a lot of trouble. 


BARBARA 
I can appreciate that. 
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BIGNAMI 
This is strictly a police matter! 


Barbara starts walking toward the detectives in charge. For a moment, Bignami holds 
back in disbelief. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Not far away, an elderly Hispanic man gives one of the unrecovered stones to his 
wife, who starts to cry and hugs her husband. 


ANGLE ON BARBARA 
as she's about to be taken away by very irate detectives. Bignami intercedes. 


BARBARA 
(to Detective) 
You're not being at all cooperative. 


BIGNAMI 
Lieutenant, this woman is with me. 


BARBARA 
I just wanted some information. 


BIGNAMI 
Miss Hirschenfeld. Please! 


He leads her away from the scene. 


BIGNAMI (Contd.) 
I'll talk to them, see if I can get anything further, but in the meantime 
just be happy your friend is alive and stay out of my way! 


OVERHEAD ANGLE 
Quite a scene. Barbara stands alone while Bignami talks with some detectives. 


People are still looking through every crack and crevice in the street for their pot of 
gold. The Statue of Liberty sits off in the distance. 
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INT. NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY - COPYROOM - DAY 

CLOSE ON COPIER 

as it blinks and paper comes out. 

GINA 

operates the machine, turning pages of the book to copy them, while Michel reads. 


MICHEL 
This is all Derek's handwriting. We should just take it. 


GINA 
(insistent) 
We don't need to get arrested for stealing a book. They're 
magnetically coded. 
(holds it up) 
See? 


ANGLE ON BOOK 
It's one of those blank books you get from the stationery store. 
GINA (O.S.) 

He put his own Dewey decimal number on the thing and stuck 

it in the return cart. I wonder how many of these are in the place? 
She continues copying. 
INT. NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY - READING ROOM 
The two pore through the copies. 

MICHEL 
What a clever method of passing information. All they needed 


was the number. 


GINA 
No better place to hide a book than a library. 


CLOSE ON BOOK 


We see the name and address of the Rogosin Clinic, along with a step by step outline. 
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DISSOLVE TO: 


INT. ROGOSIN CLINIC - SOFT FOCUS - DAY 


A somewhat stylized reenactment, much like "America's Most Wanted," shows 
Derek and Rogosin going over a file of information at Rogosin's desk. 


MICHEL (V.O.) 
Derek probably met Dr. Rogosin under some pretense before 


offering him a deal. 


Derek gestures to the doctor, trying to convince him of something. Rogosin appears 
interested. 


MICHEL (V.O.) 
After all, Rogosin didn't have to be told of any kidnapping plans. 


Derek hands Rogosin some documents. 
GINA (V.O.) 
Look here, it says he's prepared consent papers signed by you. 
The doctor had permission. 
CLOSE ON ROGOSIN 
still hesitant. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
reveals gold coins being placed on the desk. 
BACK TO ROGOSIN 
thoughtful. He starts to smile. Nods his head. 
ANGLE ON DEREK 


who reaches out to shake Rogosin's hand. 


GINA (V.O.) 
I wonder why they chose me? 
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INT. NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY - READING ROOM - SAME 
Michel looks at Gina. Amazed she would ask. 

MICHEL 

(kind) 
Why wouldn't they? 

A long moment. Then Gina turns another page. 
CLOSE ON BOOK 
as a crude, hand-sketched diagram of an industrial complex comes into view. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. WAREHOUSE - SOFT FOCUS - DAY 
The sketch in the book has come to life. We are at a manufacturing center dug deep 
into a hillside. We pull back slowly to reveal it's part of an enormous mountain 
range. A Range Rover is parked outside. 


INT. WAREHOUSE - SOFT FOCUS - DAY 


As pages of the book turn we can see different locations, people and angles -- racks 
upon racks of electronic equipment all form a U-shape around a small satellite. 


CLOSE ON SATELLITE 

Two men inspect its reflectors. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 

Derek holds a map in his hand and speaks with one of the men. 


GINA (V.O.) 
They're building some type of rocket and they need a ton of money. 


MICHEL (V.O.) 
No, it's a communications satellite. 


Derek looks closer at the small satellite. 
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MICHEL (V.O.) 
Somehow Rogosin got a hold of this book number and 
double-crossed Derek. 


EXT. WAREHOUSE - SOFT FOCUS - DAY 
Derek gets into the Range Rover and drives away. 


GINA (V.O.) 
I'd have my baby back if it weren't for that. 


INT. GUN SHOP - SOFT FOCUS - DAY 


A Lee Harvey Oswald-type purchases a very expensive rifle scope which comes with 
its own leather case. As he waits for the sale to be finalized, he turns toward a man at 
another counter. 


ANGLE ON MAN 
It's Derek, inspecting some pistols. He smiles. 
EXT. GUN SHOP - SOFT FOCUS - DAY 


Pages still turning. The two men get into a dark blue van where a very nervous Lustig 
is waiting. 


MICHEL (V.O.) 
No wonder he didn't answer the phone. 
(then) 
My father grew up with Josef Lustig. He's like my uncle. Or was... 


Lustig inspects the rifle scope. His nervousness turns to satisfaction. 
Superimposed over this is the ultimate "To Do" list: kill Guerrero (but make it look 
like a failed attempt at Michel), contact sperm bank, convince Michel, contact and 


romance mother, take baby...all with dates and details. 


GINA (V.O.) 
Here's a phone number. 


INT. LIBRARY REFERENCE ROOM - SAME 


Gina pulls a gray paperbound phone directory from a shelf. 
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GINA 
Just because it's unlisted doesn't mean we can't find it. My 
dad knew all about public information. 


MICHEL 
(scans directory) 
A reverse directory. First the number, then the address. 


GINA 
Realtors use them all the time. Pretty nifty, huh? 


The Prince has faith in this girl. 
EXT. STREET - GARMENT DISTRICT - DAY 
The two head down Seventh Avenue amongst the clothing merchants. 


GINA 
(frantic) 
He'll want more emeralds. That means another ransom call, another trip 
to the Statue of Liberty. Or maybe the Empire State Building this time. 


MICHEL 
Gina, please. We're on the right track. Let's not fall apart now. 


GINA 
Who's falling apart? 


CLOSE ON NEWSSTAND - DAILY NEWS 


"Mother Of Kidnapped Baby Kidnapped." Gina's driver's license picture is on the 
front page. Michel buys a copy but Gina takes it from him. 


GINA 
So much for anonymity. 


Michel is concerned, looks immediately around. No one has noticed them. 
VARIOUS ANGLES 


as the couple makes their way west into seedier territory. A far cry from the Waldorf. 
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EXT. WEST FORTY-EIGHTH STREET BUILDING - AFTERNOON 


Gina and Michel come upon a dilapidated building whose front door has been 
boarded shut. 


MICHEL 
I had a feeling we were fooling ourselves. 


GINA 
Let's check around back. 


They head toward the rear of the building. Look side to side, up and down. 
GINA (Contd.) 
(dejected) 
You're right. This is a dead end. 


She begins to head away. 


MICHEL 
Wait a second. 


ANGLE ON ROOF 


where it appears there is nothing but debris and some rusted out barrels. Gina looks 
up. 


GINA (0.8.) 
Junk. 


MICHEL (O:S.) 
That thing next to the junk. 


CLOSER 
we can make out the shape of a rust-colored satellite dish. 
ANGLE ON FIRE ESCAPE BEHIND BUILDING 


The two climb past the halfway point. 
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EXT. ROOFTOP 


Gina and Michel step onto the debris-laden roof. They wade through piles of junk, 
finally reaching the satellite dish. Michel considers their options. Gina takes his arm, 
leads him toward a door. 


MICHEL 
They could be armed. 


GINA 
I don't care. 


She tries the door. Locked. Michel grabs an old metal pipe and starts to pry away at 
the rusty knob, breaking it off. The two enter. 


INT. BUILDING — HALLWAY - AFTERNOON 


Michel and Gina walk past stacks of cardboard boxes and other packing materials. 
They continue down the hallway. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
The two try various doors. The building is apparently abandoned. 


MICHEL 
I think we've struck out. 


VARIOUS 
as the two move throughout the building. 
GINA 
(determined) 


Let's try one more floor. 


They do. This time behind a sliding metal door is a hand-carved wooden one. Beside 
it is mounted a keypad. 


ANGLE ON GINA 
who doesn't hesitate, enters a code. 


GINA 
NCW-11. To Have and Have Not -- his favorite novel. 


348 | STEVEN KUNES 


A green light. She turns the knob. Michel is impressed. 
INT. DEREK'S APARTMENT 


Eerie. An elegantly furnished apartment that seems to go on forever. Gina and 
Michel are very quiet, moving slowly through the living room, taking it all in. 


GINA 
(breaks the silence) 
He's not here. I can tell. 


Michel heads one way but Gina goes another. 


MICHEL 
Come on. Let's see if we can find something that tells us 
where Taylor might be. 


No answer. Michel turns, but Gina is gone. 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
Gina? 


He goes off looking for her. 
MICHEL (Contd.) 
Gina? 
He looks in every direction, into a bedroom, a bathroom. Then he hears breathing. 
CLOSE ON MICHEL 


recognizing -- 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
Gina. 


INT. NURSERY 


Gina stands over a crib in the same nursery we saw earlier. Very nice, very clean. 
Very empty. 


GINA 
I'm okay. Really I am. 
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Michel goes over and holds her for a long time, caressing her hair, finally kissing her 
forehead. The two look into each other's eyes, then slowly draw to one another and 
kiss softly. As they pull apart 


MICHEL 
When all this is over, after we get our child back, I'd like 
to go out on a date. 


Gina laughs, is about to speak, when we hear a series of clicks and beeps. 
ANGLE ON ADJOINING ROOM 

Derek's digital communications center is currently in operation. 

INT. COMMUNICATIONS CENTER 


Gina and Michel hurriedly enter. Michel checks the receiver, tries to adjust a few 
knobs, presses a button. A man's heavily accented voice can be heard. 


MAN'S VOICE 
.. Specifications which will meet our navigational standards. Derek, 
please know that I look forward to our meeting tonight at the Old 
Man on the Mountain. And of course, tomorrow night's fireworks. 
(laughs) 
Should be some dip in the stock market this week. 


The laughter continues as the machine disconnects. Gina is terrified. 
ANGLE ON RECEIVER 
Michel presses more buttons, turns more knobs. Gina pulls his hand away. 
GINA 
No. We can't screw up. Derek might be checking in to get 
this pervert's message. 


TWO SHOT 


Michel looks at her, dead serious. 
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MICHEL 
That man was James Blancarte. The Finance Minister 
of Suriname. They're going to launch a satellite tomorrow 
night. With the trade code they can zap money from all over 
the world -- through Palmyra into God knows where. 


GINA 
How much money? 


MICHEL 
Enough to start a thousand wars. 


As the two leave, Gina spots a woman's nightgown hanging on the back of Derek's 
bedroom door. Says nothing. Michel takes her hand. 


EXT. THE OLD MAN ON THE MOUNTAIN RESTAURANT - NIGHT 
We are close on a woodcarving of a snake which hangs above the entrance. 
GINA AND MICHEL 

are across the street some distance away. 


GINA 
What kind of place is this for a meeting? 


MICHEL 
We sit to the rear of the restaurant and wait. And do nothing until I say so. 


GINA 
Fine. 


INT. THE OLD MAN ON THE MOUNTAIN RESTAURANT - NIGHT 


Another one of those mountain-motif-comes-to-the-Big-Apple places. Theme reeks 
from the walls. Gina and Michel head toward a private corner of the restaurant as 
Grizzly Adams the manager directs Pocahontas the waitress their way. 


WAITRESS 
(sounds like Dolly Parton) 
Good evening. What will be your first pleasure tonight? 


GINA 
An iced tea. 
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MICHEL 
Two, please. 
WAITRESS 
Goin' all out, huh? 
The waitress exits. 
GINA 


This place reminds me of a wax museum. 


A number of wax museum lookalikes swarm the bar. Plus the Indian music. Pretty 


bizarre. 
MICHEL 
I'm waiting for Jack Palance to appear. 
(then) 
Are you frightened? 
Gina doesn't answer. Then -- 
GINA 


I can understand about security purposes, about your going to 
the clinic and all. But why not just get married? 


MICHEL 
I could have wed several hundred times over...but it would not 
have been right. 


GINA 
You're rich, powerful, handsome...how is it not possible that -- 


MICHEL 
I was in love when I was very young, but not since. I wish to 
be in love to be married. 


GINA 
You never even met Taylor. Yet you would give so much for his return. 


MICHEL 
My closest aide betrayed me. My country will soon collapse along 
with many others. 


Gina knows there's more. 
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MICHEL (Contd.) 
I made a promise to my mother. The first born child gets the family 
rocking horse. 


GINA 
Any other guy would deny the whole thing, and -- 


MICHEL 
(offended) 
I am not 'any other guy.' I told you, I made a promise. 
(then) 


Look, you didn't run out and marry just anybody. I suspect 
we've seen the same movies. 


Gina has fallen for this guy. And vice-versa. 

A WHILE LATER 

Gina and Michel snack on chips and salsa, sip from their iced teas. 
MICHEL'S WATCH 

lights up, reads 10:40 p.m. The waitress comes over. 

WAITRESS 


Darlin’, you sure you don't want a beer or somethin’? In The Real McCoy, iced tea 
would get you tarred and feathered. Gina and Michel look at one another in disbelief. 


INT. RESTAURANT - RECEPTION AREA 


Gina and Michel study a picture on the wall of the original Old Man on the Mountain 
Restaurant. 


EXT. NEW HAMPSHIRE MOUNTAINS - DAWN 


The magnificent rock formation known as The Old Man on the Mountain -- no 
different than it's been for a thousand years. We pan down slowly to -- 


EXT. THE OLD MAN ON THE MOUNTAIN RESTAURANT - DAWN 


As in the picture, only more weather-beaten and exotic. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 
where we see mountains that go on forever. 
EXT. MOUNTAIN ROAD - DAWN 
Travelling along a windy mountain road is a Jeep Cherokee. 
ANGLE ON SIGN 
"Franconia, New Hampshire." 
INT. JEEP 
Gina and Michel sit quietly as they make their way into the mountains. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


It's a month away from ski season. The hundreds of ski runs look as desolate as a 
shut-down merry-go-round. Gina and Michel get out of the Jeep. 


EXT. OLD MAN ON THE MOUNTAIN RESTAURANT - DAWN 
Gina and Michel walk slowly toward the restaurant. 


GINA 
Where do you think they've got the baby? 


MICHEL 
I don't know. But we've only got half a day to find out. After 
that they'll be gone...you can count on it. 


As the couple crosses the street, we pan down the block to a man who speaks into a 
walkie-talkie. 


BACK TO GINA AND MICHEL 
now carefully encircling the restaurant, making sure not to be seen. 


GINA 
Nobody'd ever find us in this place. 


MICHEL 
I suppose that's the idea. 
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INT. THE OLD MAN ON THE MOUNTAIN RESTAURANT - DAWN 


Gina and Michel enter through a side door. It's a combination of a 76 truck stop and 
Rick's American Cafe. No one seems to be present. 


ANGLE ON GINA AND MICHEL 
as they move toward the bar. Used glasses, some broken plates on the floor nearby. 


MICHEL 
From the look of things, I'd say six boiler makers and a comment 
on the wife's moustache. 


INT. RESTAURANT - BACK ROOM 
Definitely Sydney Greenstreet decor. A roulette table stands front and center. 


GINA 
This place gives me the creeps. 


Michel picks up several hundred dollar bills from the floor. 


MICHEL 
Somebody left in a hurry. 


INT. POLICE STATION - MORNING 
Barbara and Bignami stand before a computer in a special security section. 
CLOSE ON COMPUTER SCREEN 
Gina's name is a blinking green item. 
BIGNAMI (0:S.) 
She used her Mastercard to rent a car. 
(beat) 
And to purchase airline tickets. 


Michel's name now blinks on the screen. 


BARBARA (O.S.) 
Who's that? 


Bignami looks toward agent who punches up Michel's name in the computer. 
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ANGLE ON SCREEN 
Little info, just a "Code 44-R.” 


AGENT 
A diplomat. 
(matter-of-fact) 
They flew to Manchester, New Hampshire. 


Bignami can anticipate Barbara's reaction. Shakes his head. 


BIGNAMI 
The FBI has an office in Boston. 


EXT. RESTAURANT - ROAD - MORNING 
Gina and Michel close the door to the Jeep and start the motor. The sound of the 
engine running is in contrast to the silence of the mountains. After a moment, Michel 


puts the vehicle into gear and heads down the road. 


GINA 
Which direction should we head? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
A military jeep pulls up behind them and a man dressed in fatigues fires at the two 
with a rifle. Michel swerves off the concrete road on to a dirt road and heads up a 


hill, plowing through overgrown brush. 


MICHEL 
Why don't we try this one? 


CLOSE ON MICHEL 
shifting into four-wheel-drive. Lucky they rented a Jeep. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


The wheels spin as they head up the rocky hill. The brush is so thick it's impossible 
to see more than ten feet ahead -- which can be quite hairy at forty miles an hour. 
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VARIOUS 


The two vehicles wind their way up the steep mountain. Gina holds on to the 
dashboard and attempts to navigate, but there's nothing she can do. 


THE MILITARY JEEP 

has fallen behind, but one soldier manages to get a bead on the Cherokee and fires. 
ANGLE ON CHEROKEE 

as bullets rip through the rear window, puncture the spare tire and hit the gas tank. 
FIRE 

shoots out of the exhaust pipe like a blow torch. 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
Well, at least we're on the right track. 


ANGLE ON GINA 


GINA 
Michel, we're on fire! 


MICHEL 
(checks rearview mirror) 
Hold on! 


He swerves to avoid a boulder. But there's nowhere to go. Then -- 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
Jump! 


Gina and Michel jump as their vehicle smashes into the huge rock. 
ANGLE ON MILITARY JEEP 


They're not so lucky. They crash into the Cherokee and soon both vehicles are 
engulfed in flames. The soldiers begin to climb out but are stopped by an explosion. 
One soldier, the shooter, is completely on fire. As he struggles in an attempt to 
extinguish the flames, he accidentally shoots himself. 
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ANGLE ON WOODS 


Gina and Michel watch the fire from a short distance away. Michel reaches over to 
comfort her. 


GINA 
Lucky I initialed the insurance rider. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
A short while later. Michel and Gina follow a path until they hear running water. 


MICHEL 
There's a stream up ahead. 


They head about twenty-five feet away and see -- 
A HUGE WATERFALL 


cascading down the side of the mountain. Only now do they realize just how high up 
they are. 


GINA 
At least you're not one to exaggerate. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


As Michel and Gina sip handfuls of water, we can see that a ski lift parallels the 
waterfall. Its gondolas lie dormant for the time being as ski season is still a month 


away. 
MICHEL 
Let's follow the lift. Must be a clubhouse up there. 
GINA 
With a phone. 
OVERHEAD ANGLE 


The couple trudges up the side of the mountain, following the lift supports. Not 
another soul is around, just Gina, Michel and the overwhelming beauty of New 
Hampshire in October. 
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INT. UNITED 727 - DAY 


Two gray-suited FBI agents sit in the first-class section. We move slowly to the right 
of them until we come upon an exhausted Bignami, next to whom is Barbara. 


CLOSE ON BARBARA 


Like a kid in a candy store. She's amazed at the array of food and service that first- 
class has to offer. Shrimp cocktail, individual salt and pepper shakers, the works. A 
stewardess walks by and Barbara stops her. 


BARBARA 
You got any of that Grey Poupon stuff? 


Bignami and the FBI agents say nothing. 
EXT. NEW HAMPSHIRE MOUNTAIN - DAY 


Gina and Michel reach the top of the mountain only to find there's another gondola 
which goes deep into the adjoining hills. 


GINA 
Can't we get this thing to start? 


MICHEL 
Maybe. 


ANGLE ON LIFT AREA 

Michel and Gina look at the panel of switches. Michel tries a few but nothing 
happens. Gina follows the electrical conduits across the loading area to a fuse box 
where she flicks some circuit breakers, causing the ignition of the lift's central motor. 


ANGLE ON MICHEL 


He's ready to install a matching throne. Gina walks over as Michel engages the 
gondolas, which begin to move. 


ANGLE ON BOARDING AREA 


The couple waits as a gondola approaches. Its doors slide open and they enter. 
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INT. GONDOLA - DAY 


Gina and Michel descend into a beautiful valley before being lifted up another 
mountain. 


VARIOUS 

The gondola moves far into the mountain range. 

EXT. WAREHOUSE - DAY 

Derek stands beside a man dressed in fatigues. He holds a walkie-talkie. 
DEREK 


(into walkie-talkie) 
How bad is it? 


VOICE 
Both men are dead. 

DEREK 
What about the others? 

VOICE 


Gone. We think they’re up on the lift. 


DEREK 
(smiles) 
Good. Better get the kid right away. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Around one side of the warehouse is a deep pit which has pipes running down into it. 
Next to that is a weather balloon attached to a helium compressor, all ready to be 
inflated. 


EXT. NEW HAMPSHIRE MOUNTAIN - ANGLE ON WOODS 


Gina and Michel head away from the gondola and pass a small thatched raft beside a 
path which adjoins the beginning of the waterfall. 


MICHEL 
(out-of-breath) 
If nothing else, we now know where the waterfall begins. 
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GINA 
What's that? 


Michel doesn't hear a thing. In the distance, we can now hear the faint sound of a 
crying baby. 


VARIOUS ANGLES - FOLLOWING THE SOUND 
Gina and Michel work their way through the woods. The crying becomes louder. 


MICHEL 
We get Taylor and head back to the gondola. 


GINA 
Maybe we'll find a phone somewhere in the lift area. 


MICHEL 
Don't bet on it. 


FURTHER ALONG IN THE WOODS 

The couple arrives at a vantage point where they see -- 
A SMALL WOODEN CABIN 

from where the sound of the baby's crying emanates. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


They also see the swarm of soldiers on the adjoining mountain, surrounding the 
warehouse. Military jeeps, the works. 


BACK TO GINA AND MICHEL 
who now must climb a rather steep embankment to reach the tiny cabin. 
MICHEL 


bends down to offer Gina a hand. She reaches for it and as she does, it is Michel who 
slips down. Gina catches him and pulls Michel up the hill. 


GINA 
You can thank me later. 
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EXT. CABIN 
Gina and Michel approach the small wood-framed cabin. 
INT. CABIN 
They stand outside, looking in through the window. Gina's face tells us the rest. 
ANGLE ON TAYLOR 
in a crib. He has calmed down and plays with a colorful rattle. 
GINA AND MICHEL 


enter the cabin and slowly walk toward the baby. No one else appears to be present. 
Gina picks up Taylor, who immediately grabs on to her. 


MICHEL 


watches their reunion, at first quite taken with the two of them, and then, displaying a 
deep pang of desire for both -- not knowing what to do, where he fits in. He begins to 
step closer, but hesitates. He's at the halfway point, at which time Gina turns with the 
baby and looks at him. They exchange a look of questioning, of desire. She takes a 
step toward Michel, and he toward her. Soon the three stand huddled together. 


MICHEL 
Hello, Taylor. 


GINA 
Say hello to your daddy. Yes, it's okay. 


Michel caresses Taylor's little hands, his feet, his hair. 
NANNY (O.S.) 
(in Spanish} 
Oh my! Take your hands off the baby! 
Michel and Gina turn to see -- 


THE NANNY 


who is about to call for help. She heads for the door to summon guards. 
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GINA (O.S.) 
No! 


The nanny turns around, takes a good look at -- 
GINA 
who is holding the baby. 


GINA (Contd.) 
It's my baby. 


The nanny is moved by her expression. She points toward the opposite direction from 
which the pair had come. 


GINA (Contd.) 
Thank you. 


The nanny is quick to grab some diapers and a small blanket from the crib and hand 
them to Gina. 


EXT. CABIN 
Gina, Michel and Taylor head for the woods. 
ANGLE ON NANNY 


who watches after them, hopes for the best. Then, reluctantly, she makes a fist with 
her right hand, punches herself in the nose, smiles when she sees blood. 


EXT. WOODS 


The trio walks along a path overgrown with brush. The baby remains surprisingly 
calm. 


MICHEL 
We can contact the police from town. By tonight we'll be back in the city. 


Before Gina can answer, the tree next to her is shattered in half by a bullet from -- 
A SOLDIER'S RIFLE 


on the next hill. The soldier fires again and again. 
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THE BRUSH 
around the trio explodes, some of it catching fire. 
TAYLOR 
begins to cry. 
MICHEL 
pulls Gina down the path, heading for the gondolas. 
ANGLE ON GONDOLAS 


Two gondolas are filled with soldiers. Gina and Michel quickly change direction, 
hidden by the bushes. But these soldiers have spotted them as well. 


ANGLE ON WATERFALL 
as the three come upon the small thatched raft as seen before. 


GINA 
In here. 


MICHEL 
No, Gina. 


She doesn't listen, but instead places Taylor in the little raft and climbs aboard. 
Michel reluctantly pushes the two of them into the current as more bullets begin 
spraying the area. 

ANGLE ON RAFT 

As the raft leaves the edge of the waterfall, Michel, too, climbs aboard. 


ON THE NEXT HILL 


several soldiers stand frustrated. They wave their arms at one another, signaling for 
something to happen. 


THROUGH BINOCULARS 


we see Gina, Michel and Taylor as they plunge down the waterfall, over the rocks, 
getting splashed with mountain spring water. 


364 | STEVEN KUNES 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


of the trio. If it weren't for the gunfire they could be enjoying a ride at Raging 
Waters. 


GINA 
(yells to be heard) 
I just wanted a baby! 


Michel uses an oar to prevent them from hitting a huge rock. The raft jerks sideways 
and continues down the waterfall at a steep angle. 


ON THE ROAD ALONGSIDE THE WATERFALL 

a jeep with two gunmen follows at a distance behind the raft. 
THE RAFT 

soon slows down and comes to an abrupt stop. 

MICHEL AND GINA 


are confused. They look down and see they're stranded on another rock. This time 
Michel cannot dislodge the raft with his oar. 


THE JEEP 
has gained on them. Gina sees this and yells to Michel. 


GINA 
We're grounded! 


MICHEL 
Thanks. 


He steps out of the boat and, standing waist deep in the water, manages to push the 
raft free just as gun shots are fired at them. 


ANGLE ON RAFT 
Gina screams, thinking Michel has been left in the water. But he is actually holding 


on to the back of the raft, being dragged down the mountain. Soon he manages to 
pull himself back into the raft in time to clear some more rocks. 
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THE JEEP 
can go no further down the road to follow them. The soldiers stop, frustrated. 
EXT. WOODED AREA 
Michel, Gina and Taylor glide gently to where the water ends. They find themselves 
in what resembles a rain forest tide pool. Quiet, calm and safe. Michel pulls the raft 


to one side of the pool. 


GINA 
Where the hell are we? 


MICHEL 
Alive. That's where. 


They climb from the raft. Michel looks at Taylor. 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
Don't say your mom and dad never took you on rides. 


The baby smiles. 
A HELICOPTER 


passes overhead. The three quickly duck into some bushes. The chopper continues on 
its way. 


GINA 
I guess there's no resting 'til we're home. 


They continue to trudge through the woods. Gina holds Taylor. Michel places his 
arm around them both. 


EXT. WAREHOUSE - DAY 


A closer look reveals this to be a banana republic-like building in the middle of the 
mountains. 


INT. WAREHOUSE 


Mumblings of importance can be heard. A soldier walks toward a small office. 
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SOLDIER 
Senor Blancarte, the equipment has been checked out. All 
systems are calibrated to your instructions. 


A very mean-looking man, James Blancarte, heads from his office into the main 
section of the warehouse. 


BLANCARTE 
Have you found the kid, yet? 


SOLDIER 
No, sir...they got away somehow. 


BLANCARTE 
Bring them here when you do. 


Blancarte walks toward the back of the place where he takes a breath and gazes at his 
pride and joy -- 


A NORSAT COMMUNICATIONS SATELLITE 


Its reflectors have been closed and tucked away into the main body in preparation for 
launch. 


BLANCARTE (Contd.) 
I want them all to see my baby before they die. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Derek gestures toward a soldier. 


DEREK 
Get ready to move this thing. 


He smiles at Blancarte. Another man can be heard laughing. Both men turn to see -- 
JOSEF LUSTIG 
near the command station, checking a radar screen. 


LUSTIG 
I hope you both have very large piggy banks. 
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EXT. WOODS - CLOSE ON BABY'S BEHIND - DAY 

Gina is changing Taylor's diaper. 

PULLING BACK 

As she does this, Michel pokes around at a metal grate which is part of cement pipe. 


GINA 
I guess we'll have to make do without the wipes. 


MICHEL 
There appear to be some iron rungs in here. 


GINA 
So? 


INT. TUNNEL 
The three carefully descend until they reach the bottom. Their voices echo. 


MICHEL 
This might run the length of the mountain. Less chance of being 
caught, now that they know we're up here. 


GINA 
It smells like the pool I went to as a kid. 


MICHEL 
Then it was worth being here. 


She doesn't need his sarcasm right this moment. 
GINA 
(to Taylor) 
Your daddy's a wisenheimer, isn't he? 


The baby is asleep. Michel claps his hands twice. Gina looks at him. 


GINA (Contd.) 
Shhh. 


MICHEL 
I'm trying to see how far this thing goes. 
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Oh. The three continue along in the tunnel. 
EXT. DIRT ROAD 


Two soldiers ride in an army jeep down a hill away from the warehouse. A second 
jeep follows, containing Derek and another soldier. 


INT. TUNNEL 


Gina, Michel and Taylor have come to a "fork in the road." One direction leads far 
off into darkness. The other boasts a glimmer of light. 


MICHEL 
I don't think this would be the most prudent time to explore 
'the road less travelled.’ 


GINA 
No argument here. 
(then) 
After you. 


Michel ascends the iron rungs. 
EXT. MOUNTAINS - FIRE ROAD - DAY 


Michel carefully climbs through a metal grating and helps Gina and Taylor out. We 
are in a semi-wooded area and can see the warehouse up in the distance. 


MICHEL 
Maybe we can get a vehicle somehow over there. Head 
toward the other side of the mountain. 


ANGLE ON GINA 
Breastfeeding little Taylor. 


GINA 
At least we don't have to stop for milk along the way. 


MICHEL 
A woman after my own heart. 
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ANGLE ON BRUSH 
They head around some bushes and run smack into -- 
DEREK 


and two soldiers who point M-1s at their heads. 


DEREK 

Offer you guys a lift? 
The couple stops dead in their tracks. 
GINA 

Derek. Please, let us go. 

DEREK 
I'm afraid I can't do that. 

MICHEL 
Derek... 

DEREK 


I've got plans for you, too, your Highness. 
EXT. WAREHOUSE - DAY 


The jeep drives up with the trio in tow. Taylor is now awake and plays with an empty 
ammo clip. Some soldiers approach the jeep and assist in covering our captives. 


INT. WAREHOUSE 


The group is now seated in Blancarte's office. Cigar smoke wafts in the air under a 
ceiling fan. 


BLANCARTE 
You people have caused us a great deal of disturbance. 
(to Michel) 
Nevertheless, Derek and I will go ahead with our plans. 


MICHEL 
All we want is the baby. If you need money, I can have it here 
within six hours. 
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BLANCARTE 
(laughs) 
Money is no longer an issue. 
(to Derek) 


Perhaps you would like to do the honors? 
ANGLE ON DEREK 
Smiling. 


DEREK 
Actually, I believe someone else should. 
(calls out) 
Josef...? 


ANGLE ON LUSTIG 
who walks over with an old leather briefcase in hand. 


LUSTIG 
Hello, folks. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Michel is furious but remains silent. Derek takes the briefcase from Lustig, opens it, 
revealing some official-looking documents. 


DEREK 
I have taken the liberty of preparing these transfer papers. 


GINA 
I am not signing over my baby! 


TAYLOR 
tosses the ammo clip at Derek, who looks hard at Michel. 
DEREK 
You two can keep the baby, and walk right out of here -- unharmed. 
All you need do is sign in the three places indicated. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Derek hands the document to Michel, who studies it. Lustig fidgets. 
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MICHEL 
You wish for me to abdicate my throne and name you as successor? 


DEREK 
Being that you're here... 
(then) 
You've had your turn. Now it's Miller time. 


The soldiers laugh. Michel looks at Lustig. 


MICHEL 
(to Lustig) 
You want me to sell out my people? 


LUSTIG 
In a word? Yes. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Derek gestures to one of the soldiers, who reaches for little Taylor. Gina will not give 
him up. Another soldier assists and takes the baby. 


GINA 
(terrified, to Michel) 
Please. Do something! 


MICHEL 
I need a pen. 
Lustig hands him his fountain pen. 
LUSTIG 
Your father gave this to me when you were about twelve. 


(beat) 
Okay, I stole it. 


Michel begins signing the document. 
ANGLES AROUND THE ROOM 


show various reactions to this event. 
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TAYLOR 

grabs a large bullet from the soldier's ammo belt. It falls into his blanket. 
THE SOLDIERS 

watch as the Prince abdicates his throne. 

DEREK 

waits in anticipation. Thought this day would never come. 
LUSTIG 

stares at the floor, his eyes shut. 

MICHEL 

puts the pen down, looks finally at -- 

GINA 


who realizes he's given up everything for a child. Their child. She turns to Derek. 


GINA 
My baby. 
DEREK 
Not so fast. 
Michel knows what's coming. 
DEREK (Contd.) 


The seal, Your Highness. 
CLOSE ON MICHEL'S HAND 
as he removes his ring, then pries it open, revealing a gold Palmyra seal. 
BLANCARTE 


hands him an ink pad. 
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BLANCARTE 
Now let's not make a mess. 


BACK TO MICHEL 


who stamps three royal seals in the appropriate places, then hands over the document 
to Derek. 


DEREK 
I will try not to tax the people too heavily. 


He laughs. Blancarte joins in. Gina reaches over and, upon Derek's nod, the soldier 
hands her the baby. 


DEREK (Contd.) 
(to Gina) 
I doubt you believe this, but I will look back quite fondly 
on the times we spent in the birthing class. 


Gina breaks free of the soldier enough to kick Derek hard in the balls. He falls to the 
ground in pain. Michel wishes she hadn't done that. 


BLANCARTE 
(to soldiers) 
Lock them up. 
As the three are being led away -- 
GINA 


You're double-crossing us? 


DEREK 
(stands) 
No. 


He smiles, looks to Blancarte, who removes the gun from his holster. 


DEREK (Contd.) 
Actually -- 
(referring to Lustig) 
-- we're double-crossing him. 
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ANGLE ON LUSTIG 
His eyes open wide in disbelief. Blancarte shoots him dead. Gina screams. 


DEREK (Contd.) 
Any more questions? 


Michel takes a hold of Gina as they are dragged away. 
INT. WAREHOUSE - STOREROOM 


The three are locked in a store room which has a tiny but very thick bullet-proof 
window. 


GINA 
You gave up your throne for Taylor? 


MICHEL 
What was I supposed to do? 
(thinks) 
It's actually a relief, if you must know. All my life people have 
wanted to take from me. Now they won't. Like that song by 
Bob Dylan. 'When you got nothin’, you got nothin’ to lose.' 


Gina can see a great weight has been removed from Michel's shoulders. 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
(softly) 
Everything I want in life is right here in this room. 


ANGLE ON GINA 


She's very moved. Michel leans over and kisses her, then gives her a long hug, the 
baby between them. 


ANGLE ON WINDOW 


The satellite is lowered into the ground where it will be secured to the head of a 
rocket already in place. Soldiers guard it like Fort Knox. Derek stands beside 
Blancarte, and both men oversee the operation. 


MICHEL (O:S.) 
Blancarte is one of perhaps three top communications specialists 
in the world. Suriname has a tracking system second to none. 
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GINA (0.S.) 
(remembers) 
The book said the plan was to overthrow Blancarte. And now 
they're bosom buddies. 


MICHEL (0O:S.) 
Perhaps they made up. 


BACK TO SCENE 
Michel looks around for any way out. Tries the door, taps against the window. 


MICHEL (Contd.) 
We've got to get out before this whole place blows. 


EXT. WAREHOUSE - AFTERNOON 


The rocket is almost ready to launch. Technicians go over checks of the craft's fuel 
cells. Derek stands about twenty feet from the launch silo talking to Blancarte, who 
smokes a cigar and nods. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Two very long weather balloons lay beside the rocket. They are only semi-inflated. 
Next to them rests some electronic surveillance equipment. 


MICHEL (O.S.) 
Those balloons will go up first to take weather readings. They'll 
use the data that comes back to program the satellite. 


INT. WAREHOUSE - STOREROOM 
Gina and Michel have no luck getting out. Taylor is still playing with his rattle. 


GINA 
Maybe Derek will really let us go once the rocket's been launched. 


Michel looks at her. 


MICHEL 
Not after you kicked him in the balls. 
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TAYLOR 


is tugging at his diaper. The bullet falls out. He begins playing with it. Gina turns in 
time to see this. 


GINA 
Oh my God. 


She takes it away and hands it to Michel. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Michel takes the bullet and, after inspecting it, eyes the lock in the door. After some 
thought, he begins to wedge the bullet into the keyhole. 


GINA 
You're not really going to do this... 


Michel doesn't look up but instead checks and re-checks the angle. 
MICHEL 
We're not exactly chock full of options. 
(then) 

Stand back in that corner. 
Gina complies, holding Taylor tightly. 
MICHEL 
removes his belt and one of his shoes. He places the metal adjuster from the buckle 
against the head of the bullet and gives it a whack. Nothing. He tries several more 
times with the same result. 


EXT. WAREHOUSE 


The weather surveillance balloons are now fully inflated. Derek signals to a soldier 
who cuts loose one of the balloons. 


ANGLE ON BALLOON 


It sails high into the sky, over the mountain range, until it disappears. 


PICK SIx | 377 


INT. WAREHOUSE - STOREROOM 


The three sit quietly. After a moment, Gina stands and rushes the door, kicking hard 
against the bullet. Bang! Gina "hits the nail on the head." The door knob turns freely. 
Michel can't believe his eyes. 


GINA 
Well...are you guys coming? 


INT. WAREHOUSE - REAR ENTRANCE 


The three huddle near the back door, watching as a helicopter lands nearby. Blancarte 
waves to Derek and boards the aircraft. 


MICHEL 
If you ask me, that helicopter will explode before it reaches its destination. 


GINA 
And Derek will take over Suriname as well. 


MICHEL 
You got it. Now there's nobody to split the money with. 


EXT. WAREHOUSE - HELIPAD 

The helicopter waits on the helipad. 

EXT. NEW HAMPSHIRE HIGHWAY - AFTERNOON 
Several police cars head northwest toward Franconia. 
INT. UNMARKED CAR 

Barbara and Bignami sit with the FBI agents. 


BARBARA 
What's a weather balloon got to do with anything? 


AGENT 
They don't use them up here. The weather's always the same. Cold. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


A few miles away from them, the Old Man on the Mountain sits, witness to it all. 
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INT. WAREHOUSE - GINA'S AND MICHEL'S POV - AFTERNOON 
Derek stands alone, waves the helicopter pilot on. 

THE HELICOPTER 

revs its engine. 

BACK TO MICHEL 


MICHEL 
There's nothing we can do. Blancarte's a dead man. 


GINA 
Isn't he the guy who killed seventy thousand people? 


MICHEL 
Good point. 
(beat) 
We can't stay here. 
GINA 


Let's take that jeep. 


Before Michel can respond she carries Taylor toward a jeep nearby. Michel runs after 
her. 


DEREK 


watches the helicopter take off. It flies right over the police cars, which have begun 
to ascend the mountain. 


BACK TO THE JEEP 

as the three attempt to make it to the road. 

CLOSE ON DEREK 

who has just spotted them. He grabs the only weapon he can find -- a flare gun -- and 


shoots it in their direction. This causes a ruckus with the other soldiers. Now the 
place is covered in red smoke. 
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GINA 


does the driving. She's almost gotten away, but two military vehicles head right 
toward her. 


MICHEL 


grabs the wheel and veers the jeep to the left, heading back toward the warehouse 
and a waiting Derek. Gina regains control and stops the jeep beside the remaining 
weather balloon. 


TAYLOR 

seems excited. He smiles. Likes the balloon. 
DEREK 

approaches, brandishing a real pistol this time. 


DEREK 
(not missing a beat) 
Sorry you didn't get to say goodbye to Mr. Blancarte. 
(he checks watch) 
I'd call him on my radio but I'm afraid -- 


He is cut off by a tremendous explosion. 


DEREK (Contd.) 
-- he's on another line. 


TWO SHOT 
Michel and Derek. 


MICHEL 
What was so wrong with your life that you had to concoct 
a scheme like this? 


DEREK 
I wasn't in power. Now I will be. 
(beat) 
I like power, wealth, and scores of young women. Next question. 
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ANGLE ON GINA 
Desperate. 


GINA 
Derek, do what you wish. But let us go. You've done enough damage. 


DEREK 
Hey, I'm just beginning. 


(then) 
You two haven't fallen in love or anything... 


He laughs defiantly. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Police cars begin to arrive, including the unmarked car with Barbara and Bignami. 
Some officers get out. 


DEREK 

quickly turns his gun toward -- 

A LARGE METAL CANNISTER 
in his own vehicle. 


DEREK (Contd.) 
(shouts) 
You see this, ladies and gentlemen? It's called powdered Magnesium. 
What I have in my hand is a gun. Einstein's Law states that a nine- 
millimeter bullet plus powdered magnesium equals a very bad day. 


MICHEL 
Derek, please. 
DEREK 
(to cops) 
Now back the hell away. 
ANGLE ON POLICE 


They do. Derek turns toward Gina. 
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DEREK (Contd.) 
The baby, if you please. 


ANGLE ON GINA 
Absolutely not. 
GINA 
(yells) 
No! 
Derek cocks the trigger. 
BARBARA AND BIGNAMI 
witness this terrorizing event. 
GINA 
sees her friend for the first time. Then she looks to Michel, who is as anxious to see 
what's going to happen as everyone else. Gina approaches Derek slowly. When she 
reaches him, Derek grabs for Taylor, who starts to cry. 


CLOSER ANGLE 


Gina kicks Derek hard in the shin, and as he regains his composure, Michel runs into 
frame and attempts to wrestle away his gun. 


THE TWO MEN 

fight for their lives. 

THE FBI AGENTS 

hold back the cops. 

GINA AND TAYLOR 

try to avoid getting caught up in the fight. 
THE GUN 


goes off. 
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BOTH MEN 

stand for a brief moment. Then Michel drops to the ground. He's been hit in the leg. 
As Derek points the gun at him once more, Michel gets up and pushes him hard into 
the moorings of the weather balloon. 

THE ABDICATION DOCUMENTS 

fall from Derek's pocket on to the ground. 


DEREK 


is tangled up in the ropes but is able to again point the pistol directly at Michel's 
head. 


CLOSE ON DEREK 


who is surprised to no end when his own legs are suddenly jerked upward. He's 
become entangled because -- 


GINA 

has disconnected the mooring line. 

DEREK'S GUN 

goes off again but the bullet just misses Michel. 
WIDE SHOT 


Derek ascends rapidly, dangling by his feet and screaming, into the blue New 
Hampshire sky. 


GINA AND MICHEL 
hold one another. Then she hands him the documents. 


GINA 
Derek forgot these. You wouldn't happen to have a forwarding address? 


TAYLOR 


looks up at the sky in amazement. Then he waves his little hand to say "bye bye." 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


Everyone stands silent for a moment as the weather balloon becomes a tiny speck 
and disappears into the clouds. 


BARBARA AND BIGNAMI 

run over to Gina. Barbara hugs her friend, then Taylor, then looks at Michel. 

EXT. NEW HAMPSHIRE ROAD - HELICOPTER SHOT - SUNSET 

A Plymouth Voyager van travels along the road heading for the Manchester airport. 


MICHEL (0.S.) 
I told Gina she could run the Education Ministry in Palmyra. 


INT. PLYMOUTH VAN 
Michel and Gina sit in the middle of the van, which is being driven by an FBI agent. 


GINA 
And I'm sure there's a teaching position for you as well. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Both Gina and Michel are talking to Barbara, who sits in the rear of the vehicle with 
Bignami. But she doesn't answer, because her lips are locked in a passionate kiss. 


ANGLE ON GINA 
who looks at Michel. 


GINA (Contd.) 
I wonder how their investigation went. 


MICHEL 
(smiles) 
I'd say better than average. 


ANGLE ON TAYLOR 


He giggles as we -- 
FADE OUT 
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Acquitted 


FADE IN: 
EXT. DELICATESSEN - EARLY EVENING 
SUPERIMPOSE ON SCREEN: MARCH, 1996 


Closing time. The owner flips the sign in the window. The blinds are drawn, but are 
open just a crack so that... 


ON CLOSER INSPECTION 


we can see THREE MEN counting money. One of the men fiddles with something in 
a paper bag. 


INT. VOLVO SEDAN (PARKED) 


HOWARD TAKSEN witnesses this by way of his REAR VIEW MIRROR. Taksen 
could easily be Nick Nolte, were he better looking and substantially more worldly. 
As it stands now, he's 55 and still looking to make his mark. 


CLOSER ON DELICATESSEN 


And this could be that time. One of the men removes a machine gun from a trumpet 
case, while another scratches his turban. The third man continues to count the money. 


INT. VOLVO - ON TAKSEN 

who can't believe what he's seeing. He sits frozen in his car, watching as one of the 
men pops an ammo clip into another gun and shows it to his buddy, who performs a 
poor Rambo imitation. 

EXT. DELICATESSEN - CLOSE ON PAPER BAG 

as a hand dips into it and divides the money, giving each man his share. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


Soon, all three men hold guns and pretend to shoot one another. One of the men pulls 
a hand grenade from a duffel bag and waves it around. The first man notices the 
partially opened blind and pulls it shut. 
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EXT. TRENTON STREET - ANGLE ON HOWARD TAKSEN 
who has since pulled up the block. He's on a pay phone. 
INT. POLICE STATION - TRENTON, NEW JERSEY 


DENNIS SHOOK, the Watch Commander, has the pleasure of this call. INTERCUT 
phone conversation as needed. 


SHOOK 
Who are you working for? 


HOWARD 
Come on, I told you that's privileged information. 


SHOOK 
To the best of my knowledge, you're not licensed to do 
anything except drive, and even that's iffy. 


HOWARD 
I'm working for Aetna. Workman's Comp. But that's the 
tip of the iceberg. These guys are terrorists. 


SHOOK 
Lisook's Deli has been here fifty years. Since when did it become a front? 


HOWARD 
I told you what I saw. Wads of cash. Machine guns. Grenades. 
Whaddaya want me to do? 


Shook thinks about this. 
EXT. TRENTON STREET - EVENING 


The place is surrounded by a SWAT team. The street has been secured and 
surrounding buildings are being evacuated. Howard Taksen is speaking with 
Commander Shook and SERGEANT GREG PALMIERI, head of the SWAT team, 
who waits for more of his men to arrive. 


PALMIERI 
You say they're more like assault rifles? 


HOWARD 
I'm saying these guys are straight out of Iraq. 
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SHOOK 
Which one are you investigating? 


HOWARD 
Meyer Lisook. Says he hurt his back on a slant board. But 
I knew he was looking for a free ride. 


Shook and Palmieri speak privately. 


SHOOK 
This guy's a real winner. 


PALMIERI 
Right. 
(then) 


Anyone can stumble onto something if they're lucky enough. 


SHOOK 
But it's just his word we've got. 


Palmieri is concerned, but this wanes as the rest of his men arrive. 

VARIOUS ANGLES 

Everyone is in position. The officers ready their weapons. All wear bulletproof vests. 
Dennis Shook takes a nervous breath. 

Greg Palmieri goes down a mental checklist. 

Howard Taksen just waits, confidently. He's finally scored, and he knows it. 

INT. LISOOK'S DELICATESSEN 

All three entrances are rammed simultaneously. The men inside react much in the 
same manner as a muscle does to electric shock. On impulse they jerk whatever is in 
their hands upward -- in this case, their guns. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


as the SWAT officers OPEN FIRE. The place is a bloodbath. The counter, the deli 
case, the floor, the ceiling. The Red Sea. 
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EXT. DELICATESSEN - HOWARD TAKSEN 
standing outside, reacts to the GUNSHOTS. Then all is quiet. 
INT. DELICATESSEN 


Back inside, the three dead men lay almost on top of one another. One SWAT 
OFFICER is covered with blood. Paramedics rush over to have a look. 


CLOSER ON THE SWAT OFFICER 


as he rubs his hand over his bulletproof vest. He looks at the paramedic and some 
other officers. 


SWAT OFFICER 
(disbelief) 
It's paint. 
INT. COURTHOUSE - CLOSE ON TAKSEN - DAY 
SUPERIMPOSE ON SCREEN: AUGUST, 1996 


Taksen is on the stand, being questioned by ALAN SCHUCHMAN, an attorney 
representing the victims' families in a suit against the city. 


SCHUCHMAN 
So what exactly did you tell the Watch Commander? 


HOWARD 
I told them what I saw. 


SCHUCHMAN 
And what, sir, was that? 


COUNSEL for the city stands. 


CITY ATTORNEY 
I believe he's already answered the question. 


HOWARD 
Men with machine guns, counting large sums of money. 
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The courtroom is packed. Several police officers sit to one side, looking quite 
agitated. 


EXT. ROUTE 1 - AFTERNOON 
Taksen is driving south on U.S. 1. We FOLLOW him as we listen -- 


RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.) 
The award we've all been expecting has finally come down. Judge Isaac 
Garb has ordered the City of Trenton to pay twenty-four million dollars to 
the families of three men gunned down by police who believed they were 
arms dealers. Information provided by Howard Taksen, a part-time 
insurance investigator, led to a nightmarish situation for the owners of 
Lisook's Delicatessen, who had rented paintball guns for a grandchild's 
birthday party. The city plans to appeal. 


INT. TAKSEN'S APARTMENT 


Not your typical bachelor pad. Very neat and clean. Organized but far from anal. 
Only the books give it away. 


CLOSE ON BOOKSHELF 


Every conspiracy book published rests here -- JFK, RFK, Abe Lincoln: A Planned 
Suicide...this is the center for alternative thought. 


ANGLE ON KITCHEN TABLE 


A multi-compartment plexiglas business card holder contains several similar-looking 
cards, each with HOWARD TAKSEN on them. Only the job descriptions vary: 
Insurance Investigator; Workman's Compensation Analyst; Due-Diligence 
Consultant; Attorney's Investigator; and Confidential Services. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Over the kitchen table hangs an autographed picture: "To My Biggest Fan. Best, 
Oliver Stone." Taksen goes through a pile of mail. All bills. He picks up the phone, 
dials. 
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TAKSEN 

Mr. Block, please. Yes, David Jenkins. 

(beat) 
Mr. Block? This is Howard Taksen. Wait a minute. I did 
that because you don't return my calls. I know you're up to 
your eyeballs with cases, why not let me help? Hello... 

(as the phone goes dead) 
You throbbing prick. 


INT. BATHROOM 


Howard is on the pot, reading the paper. When he looks up he sees an envelope taped 
to the mirror. He reaches up to rip it open and a cassette falls out. 


INT. LIVING ROOM 


Howard pops the cassette in the STEREO and listens as he reads the accompanying 
document. It's a judgment. 


SCOTT'S VOICE 
(nervous, but pissed) 
Dad, you know I didn't want to do this, but your promises never 
amount to anything. I mean, you blew my college money, man. 
You always say ‘as soon as this case settles.’ It's always a case -- 


As the tape goes on, we hear a CAR START. 
SCOTT'S VOICE (Contd.) 
-- anyway, I spoke to the judge, who said that technically I 
could prosecute for forgery, for signing my name on a car loan 
and all, but you know I would never do that. 


Now it hits him. Howard runs toward the window, yelling. 


HOWARD 
Hey! Scott! Hey! 


ANGLE ON DRIVEWAY 
as Scott, Howard's only son, pulls away in his father's car. 


HOWARD (Contd.) 
Goddamn it! 
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He pounds his fist against the wall. 

INT. LIVING ROOM - EVENING 

SUPERIMPOSE ON SCREEN: SEPTEMBER 7, 1996 

Howard's on the sofa holding a beer. He's watching the local Philadelphia news. 
ANGLE ON TV 

A man of about forty-two is seen running past a booth in the Farmers Market. 
CLOSE ON anchorman LARRY KANE. A fixture on the local news. 


KANE (ON TV) 
Christopher James Bogdan, an unemployed picture framer, is 
seen here running from the crime scene -- caught on tape by 
a freelance videographer. We go now to Nancy Nadine who 
is standing by live at the Farmers Market. 


EXT. FARMERS MARKET 


NANCY NADINE stands in front of a produce booth, surrounded by other reporters 
filing their own stories. 


NADINE 
That's right, Larry. Apparently, freelance photographer Lance 
Dygert just happened to videotape the suspect fleeing from the 
crime scene around 7:30 this morning. Thanks to one of 
our viewers, Christopher James Bogdan is now in custody. 


A reluctant Dennis Shook is cornered by Nadine and, caught on camera live, must 
offer a few words. 


NADINE (Contd.) 
Commander Shook, have you found any other evidence linking 
the suspect to this horrible murder? 


SHOOK 
The investigation, as you know, is in its early stages, but we do 
have the suspect's fingerprints on what we believe to be a weapon 
used in the murder. Also, both hair and fibers found at the crime scene 
appear at least visually consistent with the suspect's, and the victim's 
driver’s license was found in a waste basket inside the suspect's home. 
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NADINE 
This sounds like an open-and-shut case. 


SHOOK 
We certainly hope so, although we are still looking into a possible motive. 


NADINE 
Larry? 
INT. LIVING ROOM 
Back to Larry Kane. 
KANE (ON TV) 
Thank you, Nancy. 
HOWARD TAKSEN 
changes the channel. More local news. 
ANCHORWOMAN 


In what appears to be a hate crime directed at homosexuals, 
twenty-five- year-old Steven Banks was found asphixiated to 

death at the Trenton Farmers Market early this morning. The 

coroner also believes that the victim was sodomized with a wooden 
stick, in what appears to be a gay-vendetta-type crime. The suspect -- 


Howard flips to CNN. It's LARRY KING LIVE. As is often the case, a panel of 
attorneys is discussing the world according to them. 


CLOSE ON PHOTO OF HAMILTON HOLT 


a flashy, 55-year-old Boston trial attorney. Holt won a sensational acquittal shortly 
following graduation from Harvard Law School and has been riding high ever since. 


LARRY KING (V.O.) 
And the legendary Hamilton Holt, known in legal circles 
as 'The Magician,' what are your thoughts on the atrocity in 
New Jersey Friday night? 


HOLT (V.O.) 
Just two words for the prosecution: slam dunk. Unless you wish 
to take into account the Keystone cops they have there. 
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INTERCUT WITH HOWARD TAKSEN 


who is now shelling some peanuts. He half-laughs as Larry King chides Holt off 
screen about police bashing. Then Howard gets up and walks to one of his 
bookshelves. 


CLOSE ON SHELF 


Perhaps as many as a dozen books on the life and times of Hamilton H. Holt, Esq. 
Thick, glitzy books. We hear Holt as Howard pages through one of them. 


HOLT (V.O.) 
And the sad part about the case, actually two sad parts, are of 
course its harsh discriminatory nature -- after all, it is a homosexual- 
related hate crime -- and, even worse, the fact that the suspect has 
a public defender. 


Holt and the others laugh. Howard looks at pictures of Holt as a young man, as a 
pilot, meeting presidents and other heads of state. 


LARRY KING (V.O.) 
In your mind, there's no worse fate than that. 


CLOSE ON HOLT'S PHOTO - IN BOOK 


HOLT (V.O.) 
Perhaps running into all my ex-wives on the same evening. 


INT. BOAT (SPELLBOUND) 
Holt on the phone, not letting the other panelists in edgewise. 


HOLT (Contd.) 
I lasted two days as a public defender, so I've great sympathy 
for the gender. 


PULL BACK to reveal we are on a fabulous yacht off the Boston coast. Hamilton 
Holt sits in a bathrobe watching his photo on TV. He pops some vitamins and downs 
them with a shot of scotch. 


LARRY KING (ON TV) 
We have the Trenton Chief of Police on the line. 
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POLICE CHIEF (V.O.) 
You lawyer scum have got another thing coming if you think 
we did anything wrong with this investigation. 


HOLT 
I never suggested you've done anything wrong, sir. All I'm 
saying is give it time. 


POLICE CHIEF (V.O.) 
Maybe you'd like to bless our little town with your presence and 
pull this pervert's chestnuts out of the fire. You may have lucked 
out thirty years ago with that case down South, but nobody wins 
the lottery twice. We'll be only too glad to see you in court. 


HOLT 
Just a word of advice, Chief. I don't take plea bargains. Never 


have, never will. And I don't lose. Gracefully or otherwise. 


POLICE CHIEF (V.O.) 
Come on down, Mr. Hotshot. 


INT. HOWARD TAKSEN'S LIVING ROOM 


Howard is still looking at the book, but turns his attention toward the TV at this last 
remark. INTERCUT as needed. 


HOLT (V.O.) 
Have you any five-star hotels in the area? 


POLICE CHIEF (V.O.) 
You can stay at my place. 


The others on the panel just smile. Larry King, for once, is speechless. 
EXT. TRENTON STATE PRISON - TO ESTABLISH - DAY 
SUPERIMPOSE: ONE WEEK LATER 

INT. TRENTON STATE PRISON 


CHRISTOPHER JAMES BOGDAN sits terrified as a lesbian public defender, 
REBECCA WALLS, gives him a dose of reality. 
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WALLS 
I don't know why, but the district attorney will not go for 
the chair if you plead guilty. Life without parole is a fabulous 
deal under the circumstances. I suggest you take it. 


BOGDAN 
I didn't kill anyone. I don't know the victim. I never met him. I 
never spoke to him. I wasn't anywhere near the booth where he 
was killed. I'm not confessing to anything. 


Walls is pissed. 


WALLS 
You want me to try this case? 


BOGDAN 
Yes I do. 


She flips through the murder book. 


WALLS 

(pissed) 
Okay. Let's see. You're on tape running from the crime scene. The 
victim's driver’s license was found in your kitchen trash. The phone 
company says sixteen calls were made from your home to the victim's 
over the past four months. Of course, they have your hair and fibers on 
the victim and at the scene. And your fingerprints, as well as the victim's 
blood, are on a broomstick used in the sodomy part of the murder. 


Bogdan says nothing. After a moment -- 
WALLS (Contd.) 
Picking out curtains beats having your head shaved and a 
wad of cotton stuck up your ass. 
Off Bogdan's terrified look -- 


EXT. TRENTON STATE PRISON 


Hours later. Hamilton Holt approaches the visitors' area and walks up to the guard 
desk. 


HOLT 
How does one go about seeing an inmate in this godforsaken town? 
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EXT. TRENTON STREET - FOLLOWING AFTERNOON 


Howard Taksen rides a bicycle over the cobblestone street. It's quite a bumpy ride 
and he is careful not to jar the bag of groceries loose from the rear basket. 


ANGLE ON NEWSSTAND 


He stops to pick up the late edition of the Trentonian, on the cover of which appears 
a story on Holt's visit to the jail. 


EXT. PARK - BEMCH 
Taksen reads the lead story. 
CLOSE ON PAPER 


In huge letters, "THE MAN IS NOT GAY," says Holt. "Why commit a gay-style 
killing?" 


ANOTHER ARTICLE 


The police slam Holt for his arrogance. The magistrate will waive him in, should 
Holt make a formal request. 


INT. COURTHOUSE - FOLLOWING MORNING 


In a packed courtroom, Hamilton Holt and a shackled Christopher Bogdan stand 
before PETER MEEKA, the county magistrate. 


MEEKA 
And how do you plead? 
Holt whispers "Not guilty" in his ear. 
BOGDAN 
Not guilty. 
MEEKA 


As you are aware, the Grand Jury has indicted you on one 
count of murder in the first degree with a condition of special 
circumstances. Therefore, there will be no preliminary hearing. 
Does your client wish to waive his right to a speedy trial? 
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HOLT 
Yes, sir. 


Meeka hates this man. The bailiffs smile at one another. Holt will not win friends in 
Trenton. 


EXT. COURTHOUSE - DAY 


Howard Taksen is seated on his bike in front of the courthouse. As Holt descends the 
steps to a waiting limo, a swarm of REPORTERS fires off questions: 


REPORTER #1 
Why take a pro bono case for a cold-blooded killer? 


REPORTER #2 
They offered him a deal. Life versus death. Are you concerned 
at all about this man's life? 


REPORTER #1 
Mr. Holt. What could possibly be your defense? 


As Holt gets into the limo -- 


HOLT 
These are all very good questions. Thank you. 


The car drives away. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Howard Taksen has had his first in-person glimpse of Hamilton Holt and it's clear 
he's a bit star-struck. So much so that he doesn't see his ex-wife approach. 


CHRISTINE WALDRON 


went back to her maiden name, and she's beautiful. Shoulder-length brown hair, a 
pretty smile, easily looks younger than her 49 years. Whatever went wrong, Howard 
wound up the loser. 


CHRISTINE 
Forget it. You won't even get near him. 
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HOWARD 
(not missing a beat) 
I could deliver a pizza to his hotel. 


CHRISTINE 
I'm sorry about Scott. I should've mediated. 
(then) 
No, I shouldn't have. What you did to our boy is so unethical. 
Spending your own son's college money. Using his good credit 
for a car loan. 


HOWARD 
I told you I was going to pay it back ten times over. How did 
I know I'd be blackballed? You saw the surveillance contract. 
How long will I have to pay for this? 


CHRISTINE 
Until it's paid back. 
(beat) 
Maybe you'll have it by the time he's a junior and has to 
transfer someplace else. 


Christine looks over the bike. Senses her ex is beaten down enough for the day. 


CHRISTINE (Contd.) 
So what's the lowdown on the killer? 


HOWARD 
(confused) 
Huh? 


CHRISTINE 
Hamilton Holt coming off his pedestal to defend some 
maniac. You must have a theory. 


He doesn't like her tone. Wishes she would stop. 


HOWARD 
He's just hoping the local yokels will fuck up. 
(then) 
That's my theory. 
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CHRISTINE 
Maybe the killer has an identical twin. Or better yet, maybe the 
guy did it on purpose, just so Holt would come to his aid. 
(beat; teasing) 
That way Holt's son, the killer's gay lover, would have the run 
of Daddy's mansion during the trial. 


Howard climbs aboard his bicycle. 


HOWARD 
Nice seeing you, Christine. By the way, are you fucking anyone? 


CHRISTINE 
Did Oliver Stone really sign that picture? 


HOWARD 
I asked you first. 


He rides away. 


INT. HOWARD'S APARTMENT - EVENING 


More TV news about the case. Holt's picture again on the cover of the paper. Howard 
listens to his messages as he watches Holt talk to a reporter. 


HOLT (V.O.) 
(on answering machine) 
Mr. Howard Taksen, this is Mr. Hamilton Holt. I understand 
you're the bee's knees of private investigators in this area. The 
police seem to adore you. 
(laughs) 
Would you please give me a call at the Nassau Inn. That's in Princeton. 


It hits Howard that this is his machine, not the television. He is stunned. Holt's image 
continues to flash upon the TV as the message sinks in. 


EXT. NASSAU INN - DAY 


Howard straightens himself as he climbs off a tourist bus in Princeton, directly across 
from the college, and heads toward this two-hundred-year-old hotel. 
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THE DOORMAN 


almost looks as if he'd like to stop Taksen from entering. But he's not that unkempt, 
and after all, Albert Einstein once lived here. 


INT. NASSAU INN 


Someone carved the registration desk from the deck of an old ship. And there's no 
shortage of copper. A female Princeton grad greets the incoming wounded. 


HOWARD TAKSEN 
takes note of her shoes. Fuck-me pumps from the '70s. 


HOWARD 
I have an appointment with Mr. Holt. 


CLERK 
Okay. 


Howard is surprised it's as simple as that. 


HOWARD 
(as he heads toward elevator) 
Nice shoes. 


INT. PENTHOUSE SUITE, HALLWAY 
As Holt opens the door, Howard is spraying breath mint into his mouth. Busted. 


HOLT 
Come on in, Mr. Taksen. 


INT. PENTHOUSE SUITE 


Not a single law book, but perhaps a dozen computers and five rather large TVs, each 
one tuned to a different network -- CBS, ABC, NBC, FOX and CNN. The sound has 
been turned off. Holt escorts Howard to a sofa. 


HOLT (Contd.) 
I call this the war room. 
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HOWARD 
I thought that would be the courtroom. Isn't that what 
you said in your Harvard thesis? 


This registers with Holt, but he doesn't answer Howard. 


HOLT 
In today’s world, the most important room is where the monitors are. 


HOWARD 
(plays to this) 
I saw the '60 Minutes' piece. They hadn't done their homework. 
Got your cases mixed up. 


Holt seems to be barely checking Taksen out. It's as if he knows for whom he's sent. 


HOLT 
You know the thing that most impressed me about that show? 
(he's gonna tell him regardless) 
Mike Wallace asked beforehand if there was anything I needed. 
I told him, yes, a blowjob from his assistant producer. 
(chortles) 
He went right on with the interview. Said it's a common answer. 


Howard can't stand this guy. Wants out. Doesn't care what he might say from this 


point on. 


HOWARD 
When they want you, they want you. Even, on first impression, if 
you've been summoned by the biggest, most arrogant horse's ass 
whoever drank his way to the top of his given profession. 
(then) 
Hypothetically speaking, that is. 


ANGLE ON HOLT 


taking a calculated pause. 


HOLT 
And I want you. 


Taksen has been trumped. 
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EXT. NASSAU INN, ROOF 


Holt and Howard stroll on a patio-like area, completely alone. As if Holt will impart 
the secret of the universe. 


HOLT 
I know about you, Mr. Taksen. I know we were born on the 
same day, the same year, within hours of each other, and that 
our planets are in the same house, even if our living rooms are 
decorated differently. I know about the wrongful death suit at the deli -- 


HOWARD 
I called in what I saw -- 


HOLT 

I know about you telling off a judge in Philadelphia and getting 
thirty days for contempt. I know about your collection of conspiracy 
books. I know you can't get a gas card -- 

(then) 
-- I know you lost your only kid's college money because, even at 
this stage of the game, you were looking for the big case... Well, this 
is the big case. 


He's humbled, but Howard Taksen will not bend over. 


HOWARD 
I have always attempted to see the bigger picture. Like you. 


Holt is sizing him up. Then -- 


HOLT 
I'm simply attempting to preserve my image. Got some dimwit from the 
New York Times writing a book saying I'm finished, that I never knew 
how to try a case, that the Reston acquittal thirty years ago was a fluke, 
that I depend on too many other people, then take credit for what they do. 


HOWARD 
People will say anything for a buck. 


HOLT 
He's doing it on speculation. 
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ANGLE ON UNITED 727 


The Nassau Inn just happens to be in the flight path of the Mercer County Airport. 
But from this angle, these two could be remaking "North By Northwest." 


RESUME SCENE 
Holt looks hard at Howard. 


HOLT (Conrd.) 
I have to win this case. And I need your help. 


HOWARD 
Having second thoughts already? 


HOLT 
I hear in this town, you're the man. 


HOWARD 
Who told you that? 


HOLT 
Your ex-wife wrote me a letter. Brief but to the point. 


EXT. PRINCETON STREET - LATE AFTERNOON 


A Cadillac negotiates the assorted tight curves through historic Princeton. As we 
FOLLOW it on this brief tour, we hear assorted voices. 


FEMALE VOICE 
Garden State Rent-A-Car. 


HOWARD (V.O.) 
Do you lease Cadillacs? 


FEMALE VOICE 
We sure do. Do you have a major credit card? 


HOWARD (V.O.) 
I will in a few minutes. 
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HOLT (V.O.) 
I don't like this case. The guy's obviously guilty -- they all 
are -- but I get a sense we can un-connect the dots enough 
to win on reasonable doubt. You're always trying to prove 
conspiracy. Well, be my guest, sir. Prove away. 


HOWARD (V.O.) 
Christine, why'd you tell ‘em about Scott's school money? 


CHRISTINE (V.O.) 
I thought it’d get you off your fat ass. 


EXT. TRENTON STATE PRISON 


Howard gets out of the Caddy, but visiting hours are over. Eager beaver. As he plays 
with the car alarm, he sees an elderly couple in tears and recognizes them from the 
news. 


ANGLE ON COUPLE 


As Taksen approaches. It’s the BOGDANS, the parents of the accused who’ve driven 
down from Buffalo. Howard carefully introduces himself. We cannot hear what he 
says, but the couple, at a loss for what to do, nod in agreement. 


INT. TEMPERANCE HOUSE BAR - TRENTON - NIGHT 


That evening, Howard and the Bogdans are seated near the piano bar of this 1740s 
inn. Howard speaks in almost a whisper. 


HOWARD 
(reassuring) 
Hamilton Holt would not step off his yacht if your son 
weren't wrongfully charged. 


MR. BOGDAN 
We are not rich people, Mr. Taksen. I spent forty-two years 
at Lehigh Structural Steel. Then had to sue for my pension. 


HOWARD 
Please don't let the fee concern you. It's pro bono. 
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MRS. BOGDAN 
Christopher loves jogging. Every morning he would run past the west 
side of the Farmers Market at the same time. That's all there is to it. 
(then) 
Our son is not a criminal. He's never even been in a fight. 


MR. BOGDAN 
Mr. Taksen, let's get right to the point. Chris might seem a little 


sensitive on the surface, but he's not a homosexual. 
, 


Howard is overly sympathetic, wants to learn what he can from these people, without 
seeming to placate them. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Some news people are seated to one end of the room. They spot the Bogdans with 


Howard. 
HOWARD 
Well, I don't know what you've heard about me, but Hamilton 
Holt wouldn't have contacted my office if he didn't believe I 
could be of help to you and your son. 
DAVID TEDDER 


A personal injury attorney in the area, sees Taksen giving his rap. Walks over -- 


TEDDER 
(to the Bogdans) 
Don't go out for pastrami with this guy. He's got bad luck with delis. 


HOWARD 
(laughs it off) 
David Tedder, the best personal injury attorney in the state. 
800 number and all. 
(then) 
'No charge to the falling party." 


As Tedder leaves -- 
TEDDER 


Let me know when the kid fries. I don't want to be running 
my toaster oven. 
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ANGLE ON HOWARD TAKSEN 


who feels it's his duty to show support for this couple's son. He gets up and takes a 
swing at Tedder, who backs away to safety. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


But as Tedder exits, he has a slip-and-fall on the steps. Howard just smiles, knowing 
full well Tedder's thoughts are toward a suit. 


HOWARD 
leans in toward the frightened couple. 


HOWARD 
Maybe this wasn't the best idea. 


INT. DOCTOR'S OFFICE - MORNING 


The following morning, Howard waits in the lobby of DR. IRVING 
ZELTMACHER, a proctologist. He's led to the office of this elderly gentleman, who 
seems reluctant to discuss his former patient, Steven Banks. 


HOWARD 
I have right here a signed and notarized release form from 
the kid's sister, as well as from Blue Cross. 


DR. ZELTMACHER 
Mr. Banks never gave anybody authority over his medical records. 


HOWARD 
You want me to get a court order? 


CLOSE ON DESK 


Zeltmacher has the medical records on top of his desk. Howard can see this, and 
decides to back off. 


HOWARD 
Doctor, I realize it's very uncomfortable for you to talk with me, 
but please be assured that anything you say will be held in the 
utmost confidence and, if used, with the utmost discretion. 


406 | STEVEN KUNES 


DR. ZELTMACHER 
What the hell. 
(pushes file toward Howard) 
I guess the guy was a fag. 


HOWARD 
What makes you say that? 


DR. ZELTMACHER 
The speedbumps. 


Howard is confused. 


DR. ZELTMACHER (Contd.) 
(clarifies) 
I treated him for hemorrhoids. As an outpatient. A couple 
days before he was killed. 


As Howard gets up to leave -- 


HOWARD 
You must have quite a bedside manner. 


INT. TRENTON STATE PRISON - DAY 


We are CLOSE on Christopher Bogdan, who holds a telephone in one hand. His face 
is practically pressed against the glass. 


BOGDAN 
I didn't know the guy, never met him, never spoke with him, 
and certainly never fucked him in the ass with a stick. 


REVERSE ON HOWARD 
also with phone in hand. 


HOWARD 
I take it from this you didn't kill him. 


BOGDAN 
I've never been married. I frame pictures. But it's not what you think. 
(beat) 
Please, Mr. Taksen. You've got to help me! 
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Howard removes a pad and pen from his shirt pocket. 


HOWARD 
I need to ask you some questions. 


EXT. FARMERS MARKET - AFTERNOON 


We PAN slowly ACROSS an assortment of stands -- barbecue chicken, flowers, 
vegetables, fruit, ice cream, etc. Each one distinct from the other. The image is a bit 
grainy, because -- 

CLOSE ON RED LIGHT AND FRAME BOX 

We are looking THROUGH A VIDEO CAMERA being held by -- 


HOWARD TAKSEN 


who stands beside LANCE DYGERT, the freelance videographer who captured the 
infamous "murderer fleeing the scene" footage. Howard is attempting to reshoot the 
scene of the crime. 


DYGERT 
(insists) 
Mr. Taksen, I know light. I'm telling you, I was nowhere near 
Section 27 when I shot that tape. 


HOWARD 
Then where were you? 


EXT. FARMERS MARKET - WEST END 


The two are now situated at the opposite end of the market. Several stands are 
unoccupied, none of which resemble the ones seen previously. 


HOWARD 
And you insist this was the spot? 


DYGERT 
On my mother's grave. 


Howard looks pissed. 


HOWARD 
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So where are the fruits and vegetables? Where's the cotton candy? 


DYGERT 
I was here. My van was parked here. I used this ashtray. 


ANGLE ON CEMENT ASHTRAY 
filled with sand. Dygert flicks his cigarette. 
BACK TO OTHER END OF MARKET 


The scene of the murder. The stands appear as in the video. But no ash can. 


HOWARD 
On your mother's grave? 

DYGERT 
Yes 

HOWARD 


(thinks) 
Did the two of you get along? 


Dygert smiles. Howard takes out his note pad, begins to write. 
EXT. FLEMINGTON CREMATORIUM - DAY 


Howard's Cadillac, along with several police cars, is parked haphazardly out front. 
Two large smokestacks puff away, doing nothing to give one that warm and fuzzy 
feeling. 


INT. CREMATORIUM 


Howard Taksen stands beside two deputy D.A.s and several police officers. He hands 
a document to the MAN in charge. 


HOWARD 
You know what comedians say is paramount to their profession? 


MAN 
No, I -- 
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(cuts him off) 
-- timing. 
The D.A. hates Howard Taksen. But he's got a court order. 


INT. CREMATORIUM, COOL ROOM 


The deceased's body is removed from a drawer. An hour short of its scheduled 
cremation. 


ANGLE ON CORONER 
not happy about his assignment. He looks at Taksen before proceeding. 


HOWARD 
Hey, I didn't tell you to check the forensic pathology box in college. 


EXT. TRENTON COURTHOUSE - HOWARD'S CADILLAC - DAY 
Before the hearing, Howard is on his cell phone. 


HOWARD 
Hey, Scott, it's your dad. Just checking in... 


INT. TRENTON STATE COLLEGE, SCOTT'S DORM ROOM 
Scott is listening to the machine, not picking up. 


HOWARD (V.O.) 
Today's the big day. Wish me well, and watch the evening news, old boy. 


INT. COURTROOM 

Standing room only at this hearing. JUDGE ISAAC GARB takes it all in -- the 
prosecutors, the police, the defense team. The press. And the spectators. We're in 
violation of fire codes here. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


around the room, ending on an empty jury box. 
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HOLT (O:S.) 
Your Honor, it is the contention of the defense that there are reasonable 
grounds for the dismissal of all charges against my client. 


CLOSE ON WITNESS STAND 
The videographer, Lance Dygert. 


DYGERT 
(adamant) 
I was nowhere near the east end of the market. 


CLOSE ON MONITOR 
His video is playing. 


DYGERT (0.S.) 
The booth in question had no ashtrays next to it. I'm a smoker 
and as you can see, there's some smoke from my cigarette on 
the upper right side -- right there. 


ANGLE ON PROSECUTOR 
already defensive. 


PROSECUTOR 
Perhaps you flicked your ashes on the ground. 


BACK TO DYGERT 


DYGERT 
No, I'm trying to quit. It was my afternoon smoke — number 
four. I used the cement ashtray. 


HOLT (O.S.) 
The permanently-mounted ashtray on the west side of the 
market, seventy-eight yards from where the body was found. 


ON JUDGE GARB 
JUDGE GARB 


Mr. Holt, is it your contention that this video of the defendant 
was shot elsewhere than the crime scene? 
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HOLT 
My contention is that neither Mr. Dygert nor the defendant 
was ever at the crime scene. 


JUDGE GARB 
But where Mr. Dygert says he was -- 


CLOSE ON PHOTO 
showing three empty booths and SPACE FOR RENT signs. 


JUDGE GARB (O.S.) 
-- is right here. 


DYGERT (O.S.) 
Yes, but the booths weren't vacant then. The camera doesn't lie. 


PROSECUTOR 
Although smokers have been known to. 


Laughs around the courtroom. 
DR. ZELTMACHER ON THE WITNESS STAND 


DR. ZELTMACHER 
I performed a hemorrhoidectomy on the decedent. He was 
suffering from acute hemorrhoids. Two days before his death. 


THE CORONER ON THE WITNESS STAND 


HOLT (O:S.) 
And as the Chief Coroner for all of Mercer County, can you 
tell me what the second autopsy revealed? 


CORONER 
(tentative, embarrassed) 
The sutures in the decedent's rectum were -- intact. 


HOLT 
In other words, Mr. Banks -- with all due respect to his family 


-- wasn't raped with the broomstick as the prosecution alleges. 


And now we can see -- 
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HOWARD TAKSEN 


seated beside the defendant. Watching the fruits of his labor unfold. Holt stands at a 
podium. Howard leans into Bogdan. 


HOWARD 
(whispers) 
Five minutes from now, you're a free man. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


The prosecution is angry and humiliated. The cops are pissed. Even the judge is 
annoyed. 


ANGLE ON OLDER COUPLE 
The parents of the deceased. They're fuming. They know what's coming. 


HOLT 

(flamboyant) 
We have the defendant's fingerprints on a weapon found next 
to the body which, as it turns out, wasn't a weapon. We have a 
video of Mr. Bogdan jogging past a part of the Farmers Market 
that, although looking similar in structure to the crime scene, has 
no cement ashtray. Your Honor, more than reasonable doubt exists 
that Christopher James Bogdan did not take the life of Steven Banks. 


JUDGE GARB 
knows Holt is correct. 


HOLT (Contd.) 
No matter how much we would all like to see a conviction in this 
case, the aforementioned facts, combined with those in our moving 
papers, more than justify your finding for a dismissal of all charges 
against Mr. Bogdan and for the order of his immediate release. 
(then) 
There is trial by jury, and there is trial by fury, Your Honor. 


JUDGE GARB 
Mr. Holt, I respect your argument, and your reputation, but I am 


reluctant on the face of the evidence to issue a summary dismissal. 


The prosecutor stands. 
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PROSECUTOR 
May we be heard, Your Honor? 


The judge gestures to go ahead. The prosecutor approaches the podium, takes a deep 


breath. He does not want this case tossed. 


This hits 
Taksen. 


PROSECUTOR (Contd.) 
The deceased's driver’s license was found in the defendant's 
kitchen trash. Further, the victim had splintered wood in his 
rectum. The fact that the sutures didn't burst is meaningless 
given that Mr. Banks was strangled with a piece of twine. 


hard on the victim's family who, ironically, are seated directly behind 


PROSECUTOR (Contd.) 
And just because the defendant had no rope burns on his hands 
only indicates premeditation in that he must have worn gloves. 
To dismiss this case would be an outright travesty of justice. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE GARB 


who appears swayed by the People. 


JUDGE GARB 
Mr. Holt, do you have anything else? 


Holt stands. 


HOLT 
Yes I do, Your Honor. A man's driver’s license found in another 
man's garbage container is not grounds for the electric chair. 


JUDGE GARB 
Are you finished? 


HOLT 
Not quite. I would like to call Mr. Howard Taksen. 


QUICK SHOTS 


of Taksen raising his right hand. The judge wondering why this guy is being called. 
The rest of the courtroom -- particularly the cops -- who despise the witness. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 
Taksen is seated on the witness stand. 


HOLT 
Mr. Taksen, would you explain your role in this case? 


HOWARD 
I was hired to investigate some potential inconsistencies. 


HOLT 
And is there any inconsistency you have discovered in regard 
to this case which has not already been mentioned, but which 
you feel would be material to this proceeding? 


PROSECUTOR 
Objection, calls for facts not in evidence. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE GARB 


who just looks at the prosecutor but does not respond. Then -- 


JUDGE GARB 
Go on, Mr. Taksen. 
HOWARD 
Just the wood. 
HOLT 
The wood? 
HOWARD 


The broom handle found beside the victim was splintered. Wooden 
splinters were found in his rectum. But, according to a comparison 
I arranged through Kendall Labs, the two are different types of wood. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


of shock throughout the courtroom. Oddly enough, even the prosecution team wants 
to know more. 
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HOWARD (Contd.) 
No one compared the wood, because both samples were covered 
in the victim's blood. But the broom handle is pine, quite common. 
(then) 
The splinters found inside the victim are white ash, quite uncommon, 
usually reserved for things such as baseball bats. 


The room is silent. 


JUDGE GARB 
Mr. Taksen, do you have a copy of this report? 


EXT. COURTHOUSE 
Quite a crowd. Does all the world hold a press credential? 
ANGLE ON HOLT 


blowing smoke for the press. Taksen approaches him, but Holt could not care less. 
Howard is offended, but smiles for the photos. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Howard now walks down the courthouse steps with Christopher Bogdan, a free man. 


BOGDAN 
(choked up) 
Thank you, Mr. Taksen. 
HOWARD 
Hey, I'm not the attorney. 
BOGDAN 


Without you I'd still be in jail. 


HOWARD 
(knows it) 
The important thing is you're out. The nightmare is over. You've 
got a long life ahead of you. 
(then) 
Now, go say hello to your parents. They've missed you. 


Bogdan hugs Taksen. 
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ANGLE ON HOLT 
watching this, not so pleased that the cameras have momentarily turned away. 
ANGLE ON STREET 


Twenty yards away. Mr. and Mrs. Bogdan wait tearfully for their son. TV lights are 
all over them. 


INT. TRENTON STATE COLLEGE, DORMITORY 


Several dozen students, including Howard's son Scott, watch the live coverage. The 
usual college crowd. Every day Saint Patty's... 


CLOSE ON TV 

Out of the crowd, the victim's mother, SYLVIA BANKS, squeezes her way in front 
of Bogdan. She reaches into her purse and removes a small, shiny 25-caliber pistol. 
Presses it into Bogdan's stomach. 


HOWARD TAKSEN 


instinctively knocks it to the pavement. Bogdan instantly picks it up, points it away 
from the crowd -- but unfortunately toward -- 


TWO DOZEN POLICE OFFICERS 
a half-dozen of whom pull their GUNS and FIRE. 
ON BOGDAN 


not two feet away from Howard, but now worlds apart. He's propelled backward 
toward his father, who catches his dead son in his hands. 


EXT. CEMETERY - DAY 
Howard stands among the crowd, saying goodbye to Christopher Bogdan. The 


MINISTER can be heard softly in the background, spouting the 23rd Psalm, but the 
predominant SOUND is the WIND in the trees and relatives CRYING. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


Bogdan's sister VALERIE moves toward Howard. At 39, she can look older or 
younger by ten years depending on her smile. Right now, it's older. The two watch as 
the minister sprinkles dirt over the coffin. 


ANGLE ON EXIT 


as the limousines pull away. Howard heads toward his car and as he opens the door, 
Valerie catches up to him. 


VALERIE 
You going to the house? 


HOWARD 
(uncomfortable) 
Well, actually, I -- 


VALERIE 
Neither am I. 


INT. STARBUCKS COFFEE SHOP 


The two sit in a corner booth. Throughout their conversation it's apparent that 
Howard is recognized by passersby. 


VALERIE 
You're a celebrity P.I. now, like that O.J. guy... 


HOWARD 
Pellicano. 


VALERIE 
But better looking. Not so sleazy. 


HOWARD 
I was becoming concerned. 
(then) 
Shouldn't you be going over to the house? 
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VALERIE 
Oh, I don't think so. 
(off Howard's pause) 
My brother was the only decent one in the family. But for Chris' whole 
life, Dad ground him down to dust. It's amazing there's anything left to 
bury. My mother might buy the 'shaken father' act, but I don't. 


ON HOWARD 
How does he get into these situations? 


HOWARD 
Well, Miss Bogdan — Valerie -- I just wanted to pay my 
respects to your family -- 


CLOSE ON VALERIE 
unfazed. Half asking. 


VALERIE 
You'd think funerals would be a time for forgiveness. 
(shifting gears) 
Chris won the battle but lost the war, huh? 


HOWARD 
(puts money on table) 
Something like that. 
VALERIE 
(doesn't want to end it here) 
I do community relations at Rutgers. Perhaps you'd like to lecture 
on your investigative experience. Show 'em how the big boys do it. 
Howard looks pensive. But Valerie just sits there, waiting. 
EXT. RUTGERS CAMPUS - DAY 


CLOSE on sign over which we hear tremendous APPLAUSE. 


SPEAKER (0.8.) 
Ladies and gentlemen, Mr. Howard Taksen. 


PICK SIX | 419 


INT. SCOTT HALL 


Howard stands with Valerie in the wings. He's about to head for the podium when 
she whispers to him. 


VALERIE 
You do well today, I look good. I look good, we go to my office 
and you'll get a thank-you that you won't soon forget. 


Howard heads for the podium on the large stage. There must be three hundred kids in 
the room. 


HOWARD 
Thank you for the wonderful reception and -- 
(looks to Valerie) 
-- the inspiring words. This is the first college lecture I've ever done, 
but regardless of what you might think, you must give me a standing 
ovation afterwards, as there's the potential of great sex if that occurs. 


The students stand immediately. Valerie could die. She mouths the word "touche." 
INT. VALERIE'S OFFICE - LATER THAT EVENING 
Howard's lecture is running silently on a video monitor. 
CLOSE ON FLOOR 
A black lace bra rests on a pair of men's shoes. 
HOWARD (O.S.) 
People deal with grief in all sorts of ways. Some yell and scream, 
some just clam up. Others clean the house. 


ANGLE ON HOWARD & VALERIE 


They're on the floor. She's on top, and they're bumping into the shelves, causing a 
hailstorm of leather-bound books. 


VALERIE 
I yell and scream! 


As she says this she comes, screaming with pleasure and falling back on the TV 
remote control. 
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ANGLE ON MONITOR 


The volume now up. We see what appears to be a laboratory, and are CLOSE on a 
black Labrador retriever, eating from a bowl. A time code plays along the bottom of 
the screen. 


MAN'S VOICE 
I see Mikey likes it. 


HOWARD'S VOICE 
He's certainly an enthusiastic eater. 


We hear lots of LAUGHTER as the camera follows the dog. The man, ARNOLD 
YORK, looks nervous as he explains to Howard -- 


YORK (ON TV) 
As you know, this animal was given 400 milligrams of Prozac, 
More than ten times the amount a human would be prescribed. 


CLOSE on dog's ear as Howard pets it. The DOG GROWLS. 


HOWARD (ON TV) 
He doesn't seem too happy. What about the other dog? 


YORK (ON TV) 
Well, let's see. 


York leads Howard down a hallway, on a very long walk to the other end of the 
laboratory. On the way, he's stopped by two executives who bend his ear. As they do 
this, we can now see we are watching the tape of Howard on stage at the Rutgers 
auditorium. On a screen behind him is projected the conversation between Howard 
and these men. 


HOWARD 
(into podium mike) 
It was my only case with the FDA. 
(beat) 
These guys are stalling. They didn't have the other dog. 


Howard now inspects the "second" dog. 
CLOSE ON DOG 


as he sidles up to a researcher's pant leg. 
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HOWARD (Contd.) 
The manufacturer was testing Prozac. However, the morning of 


the inspection, the second dog dropped dead. So they led m ona 
tour of the place while they put the first dog into a different cage. 


The dog pees on a researcher. 


HOWARD (Contd.) 
Everyone was pissed that day. 


SOUNDS of student laughter. 
RESUME SCENE 


in the office on Howard and Valerie. Spent. Satisfied. 


HOWARD 
They liked the dog story. 
VALERIE 
Who didn't? 
They kiss. 
HOWARD 


Will you come to my place for dinner? 


VALERIE 
Sure. When? 
HOWARD 
(thinks) 
Three days. 


EXT. DELAWARE RIVER COTTAGE - DAY 


A cute cottage on a secluded part of the river. A FOR SALE sign is stuck at the end 
of the cobblestone driveway. Howard's car is parked outside beside a minivan. 


INT. COTTAGE, KITCHEN 


A small country kitchen. Howard stands beside SHANNON KRIEGLER, a realtor, 
and SIDNEY OFFIT, a bowtie-clad N.Y. book editor. 
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HOWARD 
(to realtor) 
So, let's see. I can actually buy the place for fifty grand 
down and a seven-year owner carry at six percent? 


SHANNON 
That's correct. 


HOWARD 
(to editor) 
And you're holding a check for a hundred K as an advance 
for my memoirs? 


OFFIT 
Provided you sign this contract, yes... 


He hands Howard the contract. Howard studies it for two seconds, then signs. The 
realtor hands him the house purchase agreement. Howard signs it. Offit passes the 
check in front of Howard's nose, across to the realtor. Howard sniffs as it crosses his 
path. The realtor smiles. 
HOWARD 
(to realtor) 
I hope you can make change. 


INT. HOWARD'S NEW COTTAGE - EVENING 


A few days later. New furniture, lots of empty boxes, piles of books still to be placed 
on shelves. 


CLOSE ON DESK 


A receipt from the Dreyfus College Fund Program indicating the kid's gonna be 
okay. 


CLOSE ON CANDLE 
as we hear a MATCH BEING STRUCK. Howard's hand lights two long ivory tapers. 
ANGLE ON STOVE 


Tomato sauce bubbling away. 
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ON SPICE RACK 
A three-decker, most of which are out being used. Tae DOORBELL RINGS. 
CLOSE ON HOWARD 
He smiles. 
HOWARD 
(to himself) 

Chow time. 
INT. LIVING ROOM 
A small table is set up in front of the CRACKLING fireplace. Howard and Valerie 
are just finishing dinner. MUSIC PLAYS in the background -- "I've Got the World 


on a String" by Frank Sinatra. 


VALERIE 
I like your new home. I like your food. I like your taste in music. 


HOWARD 
And for dessert... 

VALERIE 
I'm certain I'll like that. 

HOWARD 


You like mud pie, too? 
SAME SCENE (LATER) 


CLOSE ANGLE on large, mostly uneaten piece of mud pie melting from the heat of 
the fire. A pile of clothing nearby. Familiar SOUNDS. This time we see only the fire. 


EXT. DELAWARE RIVER - MORNING 


Underrated in the guidebooks, but Jackie O. lived only thirty miles upstream. Hard to 
believe the outskirts of Trenton to be so serene. 


INT. COTTAGE - BEDROOM 


The Channel 10 local news features a nearby farmer and his domesticated pig. 
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ANGLE ON HOWARD AND VALERIE 


half-asleep, half-watching the morning news. Now it's the Recipe Lady. 


ON TV 


VALERIE 
Ever think of leaving? 


HOWARD 
My whole life. Used to wish I were in Peru, then the South 
Pacific. In a hut somewhere -- anywhere but here. 


VALERIE 
My ex-husband ran off to Bora Bora to bag some island 
princess. All he caught was malaria. 


HOWARD 
When I thought of Peru, I wasn't thinking about women. 


VALERIE 
Why didn't you go? 


HOWARD 
Oh, always waiting for things to be just right. More money, 
better established, good marriage, kid grown up. 


VALERIE 
Three outta four... 


HOWARD 
Yeah, now I'm the local hero. 
(looks at her chest) 
Think globally, act locally. 


An ad for Shannon, the realtor seen previously. Talking of her recent sales. Wearing 


a low-cut dress she could have gotten away with twenty years ago. Flashing a 


picture of Howard among one of her recent sales. 


RESUME SCENE 


Howard flips the TV off. 
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VALERIE 
Ever hear from Holt? 


HOWARD 
I have an 'open invitation.' To what, I don't know. 


A NOISE is heard, rather loud and THUMPY. Valerie is startled. 


HOWARD (Contd.) 
(reassuring) 
In the old days -- 
(laughs) 


-- that is, about two weeks ago, I'd already have my gun out. 
Be crawling across the floor like a lunatic. 


VALERIE 
Sounded like someone knocked something over. Really, Howard. 


HOWARD 
A raccoon. 
VALERIE 
From the inside. 
HOWARD 
No way you're gonna get me hincked up over this. 


(then) 
You want coffee? I set the timer. 


Howard heads toward the kitchen. Hears a slight noise again. Smiles, fighting the 
impulse to react. 


INT. KITCHEN 


Howard sets up two mugs of coffee. Gets ready to pour. Then it overtakes him. Got 
to check out the hall closet. Can't help himself. 


INT. HALLWAY 
Howard's got the two coffee mugs held in one hand as he opens the closet door. A 


crazed man leaps out, knocking him to the floor. Coffee mugs shatter against the 
wall. Howard gets up, runs into -- 
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INT. LIVING ROOM 

Valerie comes from the bedroom half-naked to witness -- 

A STONE-COLD KILLER 

lunging at Howard, who picks up a South Pacific machete from the wall display. 


HOWARD 
Come on, pal. 


The man backs off at first, then pulls a gun from his pocket. Points it at Howard. 
ON HOWARD 
A moment of terror -- there is nothing he can do. 
VALERIE'S 
eyes say it all -- it's over. 
MAN 
(matter-of-factly) 
Goodbye. 

The man pulls the trigger. CLICK. Then...another CLICK. Howard seizes the split- 
second, swings his machete, beheads the man. A splat of blood covers the wall like a 
David Hockney -- arching like a rainbow. Valerie screams. 


EXT. COTTAGE - LATER THAT MORNING 


The police must have nothing else to do in the entire state. All their cars seem to be 
here. The killer's bagged body is taken away. HELICOPTERS THUMP overhead. 


INT. COTTAGE, KITCHEN - DAY 
Howard and TWO DETECTIVES. The grill is on. 


DETECTIVE CORBIN 
You've never seen this man, never heard his voice before... 
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HOWARD 
Not a clue. He was in my closet. 
(indicates) 
He pointed this gun at me, pulled the trigger. 


DETECTIVE KAYLOR 
Don't touch the evidence. 


Howard pulls the trigger. Blows out a window. 


HOWARD 
Must've been a misfire. 
DETECTIVE CORBIN 
You dumb fuck! 
HOWARD 


I know the drill. What else do you want? I don't know anything. 
Heard a noise in my closet. Opened it. Guy jumped out. Pointed gun. 
Pulled trigger. Gun didn't fire. I chopped his head off with a machete. 
In the old days it'd be a conspiracy. Now I have a book deal, so it's 
just an unrelated phenomenon. Case fuckin' closed. 


DETECTIVE KAYLOR 
(unmoved) 
What's your relationship to Valerie Bogdan? 


HOWARD 
Friends. Good friends. 
(then) 
We fuck. Anything else? 


EXT. COTTAGE - DAY (A FEW DAYS LATER) 

Howard piles boxes of books and other memorabilia into a trash dumpster. He looks 
a balance of happy and sad as he "cleans house." If he's getting on with his life, he 
certainly appears reticent about it. Leaves blow gently around him. In the distance a 
neighbor unloads a truck full of wood. 


ANGLE ON DUMPSTER 


Howard dumps the contents of a cardboard file box on its end. Old files and reports 
scatter about. One of them catches his eye. 
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CLOSE ON SPIRAL BOUND PAPER 

"Acquitted" by Hamilton Holt, Harvard University, Copyright 1966. It's Holt's law 
thesis. Howard reaches in and retrieves it, leafs through the pages...starts to toss it but 
stops himself. Looks at it again. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Howard's thrown out all his oddball conspiracy books, articles, etc. Holt's paper is the 
lone exception. Howard heads inside. 


INT. LIVING ROOM - EVENING 


Howard has taken control of his life. He's settled in nicely to his new home. If we 
didn't know better, we'd think he'd been here ten years. Like an army brat. 


INT. LIVING ROOM (LATER) 


After another dinner, complete with candles and cognac, Howard lights up a cigar 
and peruses Holt's college thesis. It's all coming back to him. 


CLOSE ON PAPER 
It's a diagram -- what you want, what you sue for. 
MORE TEXT 


"Want a molehill, ask for the mountain." "Choosing a point of entry." "If there's 
something you want, ask for something else." 


VARIOUS DIFFERENT DIAGRAMS 


illustrating his point, formulating a grand scheme -- much larger, and different, from 
the matter at hand. 


INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 


Howard's asleep -- in his recliner. "Nightline" is on. Holt is the guest. Recapping a 
golden career. 
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HOLT (ON TV) 
When I took the bar exam, I felt as if I were taking the hippocratic 
oath. People, especially today, cannot afford to be represented 
properly under our constitution -- 


MOMENTS LATER 
a caller from Iowa. 
CALLER (V.O.) 
Mr. Holt, you could have made millions defending big corporations, 


but instead you chose to defend the everyday person and become -- 


HOLT (ON TV) 
-- a legend...ha...please, I did what I did, no more, no less. 


HOWARD TAKSEN 
is still asleep. Until -- 
ANGLE ON PHONE 


RINGING off the hook. Howard wakes up, answers. 


MAN'S VOICE (V.O.) 
Mr. Taksen...? 
HOWARD 
Yes 
MAN'S VOICE (V.O.) 


Please hold for 'Nightline.' 


And as Howard becomes conscious, the HOST looks into the camera as if looking 
right at Howard. 


HOST (ON TV) 
Mr. Howard Taksen, private detective extraordinaire from 
Trenton, New Jersey, how are you tonight? 


HOWARD 
Subdued. 
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HOLT (ON TV) 
That's Howard, never one to get excited over anything. 
(then) 
What excites you, Mr. Taksen? 


HOWARD 
The thrill of victory. World peace. Potato chips for breakfast. 


Valerie enters the living room wearing a T-shirt. Sees Howard talking to the TV. 


HOST (ON TV) 
You two ever consider working together again? 


HOLT (ON TV) 
I've used many investigators over the years but none has 
displayed the acumen and common sense of Howard Taksen. 


The host "looks" at Howard. 


VALERIE 
They're talking to you? 


HOWARD 
(into phone) 
I must say I've been impressed with Hamilton Holt from the beginning. 
At one time I planned to write a novel based upon his college thesis. 


Valerie is now up to speed. Kneels down in front of Howard. Rubs his leg. 


HOST (ON TV) 
The thesis was impressive? 


Howard begins to answer; Holt cuts in. 


HOLT (ON TV) 
An arrogant student's folly. 


HOWARD 
‘Know the outcome before you know the case...' 


HOLT (ON TV) 
(dismissive) 
Wishful thinking. The optimism of a law student. 
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HOWARD 
'The law is a living, breathing organism, as much a part of any 
trial as the judge and jury.’ 


HOST (ON TV) 
Mr. Holt, we didn't realize you'd developed such eloquence so early on. 


HOWARD 
Aren't you glad you called? 


HOLT (ON TV) 
(incredulous) 
The man read my thesis. 


ANGLE ON COFFEE TABLE 


Holt's thesis is open to the cover page -- "Acquitted," dated February 9, 1966. 
Harvard Law School. 


HOLT (V.O.) 
Flattery can be so uncomfortable... annoying, actually. 


RESUME SCENE 
Valerie places her hand on Howard's crotch. Howard's eyes show his pleasure. 


HOST (ON TV) 
So this thesis has been the foundation of your practice all these years? 


HOLT (ON TV) 

Far from it. I have gone one hundred eighty degrees in the 
opposite direction. Let other practitioners play legal chess 
from a six-moves-ahead perspective. 

(then) 
I believe a trial is no different from driving at night. You can 
only see as far as your headlights -- but it's possible to make 
the entire journey that way. 


Valerie slides OUT OF FRAME and is now giving Howard head. 


HOST (ON TV) 
Mr. Taksen, thank you for joining us here on 'Nightline'. 
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HOLT (ON TV) 

(pompous as ever) 
They sucked me into it, Howard. I thought I'd bring you along 
for the good time. 

Howard can barely handle the phone. 
HOWARD 

(to Valerie as much as to Holt) 

Thank you for having me. 


EXT. COTTAGE - NIGHT 


Darkness. The flickering of the TV is visible through a window. Howard's MOAN of 
pleasure escapes into the night. 


INT. BEDROOM - THE FOLLOWING MORNING 

Howard is sound asleep -- alone. 

INT. KITCHEN - CLOSE ON COFFEEMAKER 

Valerie's hand removes the glass pot from its cradle, pours a cup of coffee. 
ANGLE ON KITCHEN TABLE 

where she leafs through Holt's thesis. 

A SHORT WHILE LATER 


she is startled to find Howard standing behind her. They say nothing...they're 
thinking the same thing. 


ANGLE ON HOWARD 
who removes a yellow pad and pencil from the drawer. 
CLOSE ON PAD 


as he draws a line down the middle. 
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EXT. FARMERS MARKET - DAY 
Several FOR RENT signs. 
INT. FARMERS MARKET 


Howard charms the young clerk. Her face tells us she's not supposed to do 
this...but...as she opens her file cabinet, Howard jots down a few notes. 


INT. MAIL BOXES, ETC. 

Valerie speaks with the Iranian owner who produces an application. Valerie waves 
him off, explains, upon which the man doesn't hesitate to retrieve a filled-out 
application from his files. 

CLOSE ON COPIER 

making the copy. 

ANGLE ON VALERIE 

who mouths "thank you." 

ANOTHER ANGLE 

The man says something. Valerie gives him a dime. 

EXT. OFFICE BUILDING 

Seven stories high. 

INT. OFFICE BUILDING 

Howard walks through the lobby, past the directory and into an elevator. 


INT. OFFICE BUILDING, 4TH FLOOR 


The sign on the door lists several businesses, one of which is NORTHEAST 
TELEMANAGEMENT. 
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INT. SMALL LOBBY 


This is a voicemail, fax-on-demand, web page, everything for the electronic home 
office kind of place. A dozen brochures of services sit on the counter. Several people 
mill about. The place is a zoo, but at least three workers appear to be free. 


ANGLE ON HOWARD 


who waits a few moments, then lowers his hand on the counter's bell. All three 
people look over at him. Howard shrugs. 


INT. PHOTOGRAPHY STUDIO 


A young family is having their portrait done in front of a fake-snow background. The 
camera flashes. 


ANGLE ON THE PHOTOGRAPHER 


It's Lance Dygert, the videographer from the Farmers Market. He seems pleased with 
the shot, then turns and sees Valerie waiting for him. Could she be another client? He 
extends his hand. 


EXT. RUTGERS UNIVERSITY, SCOTT HALL - DAY 
Howard's Cadillac is parked among a dozen Mustangs, old and new. 
INT. SCOTT HALL 


The room is pitch black, except now there's a burst of light -- and a hand projected on 
a large screen. 


HOWARD'S VOICE 
To begin with, ladies and gentlemen, as you can see from Exhibit 'A'... 


A space rental application FILLS THE SCREEN. 


HOWARD'S VOICE 
This space rental agreement was entered into by a Mrs. Mary Hughes. 


A photo of the space is shown, obviously by an overhead projector. A small booth in 
the Farmers Market normally used for produce. A page from an affidavit is projected. 
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VALERIE'S VOICE 
The videographer, Lance Dygert, provides the court with this affidavit 
saying he was hired to videotape various stalls at the Farmers Market for 
promotional purposes. Mr. Dygert was engaged over the phone by a 'Mary 
Hughes,' who'd placed an ad in the Trentonian. He would leave a message 
on her voicemail, and she'd return his call. When he attempted to contact 
the woman to say he may have taped a murder suspect, the voicemail had 
been disconnected. The two never actually met. 


HOWARD'S VOICE 
A woman -- you guessed it -- Mary Hughes, rented a post office box at 
Mail Boxes, et cetera on Sandhicken Drive. But, as is the case with the 
space rental, none of the information contained in the application is 
correct. Not the address, phone number, DOB, driver’s license or social 
security numbers. 


Voicemail phone bills are shown. 


VALERIE'S VOICE 
Both the victim and the defendant had Mary Hughes' voicemail number on 
their phone bills. Which leads one to wonder why on earth either of them 
would call a number that only the videographer, the space owner at the 
Farmers Market, and the mailbox place had reason to call. They wouldn't 
even know this number. 


A police report is projected. 


HOWARD'S VOICE 
Although adamant they got their man, the police note that 
Christopher Bogdan wasn't even home the day that this particular 
call was made to Mary Hughes' number. 


An affidavit appears on the screen. 


HOWARD'S VOICE 
His landlord claims that to the best of his knowledge, Bogdan lived 
alone and no one else had a key to his apartment. 


VALERIE'S VOICE 
(voice cracks) 


This was further corroborated by several members of his family. 


The lights go on. 
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VARIOUS ANGLES 


on the now-blank screen, on a few empty chairs, then a row of empty chairs, then an 
auditorium full of empty chairs. Howard and Valerie are all alone, rehearsing a mock 
presentation. 


HOWARD 
They'll buy something's up, won't they? 


Valerie's silence answers his question. 
EXT. HOWARD'S COTTAGE - CLOSE ON SIDE DOOR LOCK - AFTERNOON 
It's been jimmied. PULL BACK to reveal two patrol cars in front of the house. 
INT. COTTAGE 
The POLICE are through searching. 
OFFICER VARVAS 
(to Howard) 
No one's here -- nothing's missing. 


ON FILE CABINET 


HOWARD 
My file cabinet is jammed. 


He forces it open, fumbles through the files. 
OFFICER VARVAS 
Looks like someone either broke in and changed his mind or 
couldn't get in at all. 
HOWARD 
(considers) 

Right. 

He closes file cabinet. 


EXT. COTTAGE 


Cops are about to leave. 
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HOWARD 
Maybe I should take an ad out -- 'Don't have shit, leave me alone." 


OFFICER VARVAS 
Cheer up. At least this time no one got his head chopped off. 


HOWARD 
This time. 


As Varvas walks toward his car, he pauses. 
OFFICER VARVAS 
The guy you capped, I never quite understood it. Only had a 
misdemeanor B & E on RAPS. 


This is news to Howard. 


OFFICER VARVAS (Contd.) 
Guy broke into a library last year. 


HOWARD 
A library? 


OFFICER VARVAS 
Up near Boston... 


INT. COTTAGE - CLOSE ON FILE 


Fingers shuffle through files...looking, removing folders two and three at a 
time...searching. 


ANGLE ON HOWARD 

Something’s missing. 

INT. VALERIE'S APARTMENT 

A potter's wheel turns slowly. A pair of hands shapes a vase. 
ANGLE ON VALERIE 


as she shapes the vase. The phone is wedged between her head and shoulder. She's 
talking with Howard. 
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VALERIE 
I'm making you a vase. For the lilacs outside your bedroom. 
(beat) 
What's gone? 
INTERCUT as needed. 
HOWARD 
Holt's law thesis. 
VALERIE 
That's all...? 
HOWARD 
It's the only thing missing. 
(beat) 


Then there's what the cop told me. 
EXT. MASSACHUSETTS HIGHWAY - EARLY MORNING 
Howard's car is whizzing along Highway 91 toward -- 
CLOSE ON SIGN 
CAMBRIDGE - Next Exit. 
EXT. HARVARD - MORNING 
HOWARD (V.O.) 
The guy who tried to kill me was after the same thing. I just 
surprised him, is all. 
Old bricks and pillars. Parsley, sage, rosemary and thyme. Splendid. 


INT. LANGDELL LAW LIBRARY 


Only the most die-hard are here this early. Howard and Valerie, having driven most 
of the night, have little tolerance for the foreign INTERN at the front desk. 


INTERN 
You don't have a pass? 
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HOWARD 
Please don't make me go all the way home...I've been 
adjunct for seven weeks. Genetics. 


INTERN 
This is a private university. I was told we could lose our 
funding if I don't abide strictly by the -- 
VALERIE 
Government records. We're here to visit the Government Records section. 


(then, to Howard as much as to intern) 
Anyone is permitted to do that. 


Valerie is proud of herself. 


INTERN 
Yes, you can. 


Howard is impressed. 
INT. LIBRARY, GOVERNMENT RECORDS 


Howard and Valerie take a sneaky turn from this section to the JOHN ADAMS 
COLLECTION room. 


INT. JOHN ADAMS COLLECTION ROOM 


Papers galore. Tabs with names such as Henry Kissinger, John Kennedy, F. Lee 
Bailey, Oliver Wendell Holmes, Theodore Sorensen, etc. 


TRACKING 

down the list to the "Zs." Which continues onto another shelf. 
ANGLE ON HOWARD AND VALERIE 

heading down the list. 


HOWARD 
I feel smarter just being here. 


VALERIE 
What we're doing, is this a crime? 
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HOWARD 
Not really...we didn't break in, we just took a wrong turn. 


Bingo. 
ANGLE ON FILE 
Hamilton Holt..."Acquitted." Howard pulls it out, places the file on a reading table. 


VALERIE 
They won't let us copy this, will they? 


CLOSE ON TABLE 


as Howard opens file. It's a sheaf of blank pages. No thesis here. Howard looks at 
Valerie. 


VALERIE (Contd.) 
One of this century's most celebrated legal practitioners -- and 
no record of his thesis. 


HOWARD 
Someone swiped it. From my home, from here. 
(beat) 
Either a grand act of humility or a grand cover-up. 
ON HOWARD AND VALERIE 


amongst the 300-year-old wood... 


VALERIE 
Where else might there be a copy...? 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - DAY 


CLOSE on image of Richard Nixon's face. Very close. It appears to be a clay statue. 
A hand lifts the image and places it in a metal contraption of some kind. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 
A shoe kicks a lever -- 


The clear blue sky -- 


PICK SIx | 441 
Nixon's head whizzing into the distance -- 
Howard and Valerie walking toward the marina -- 
Blam! 
The clay head explodes. 
Howard and Valerie take cover. 
ON BOAT (SPELLBOUND) 
Hamilton Holt skeet shooting off the bow. Sees Howard and Valerie. Calls out -- 


HOLT 
You two look like you could use a drink even more than tricky Dick. 


INT. SPELLBOUND 

Same hand as before, but this time pouring a scotch. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 

Holt looking overly enthusiastic regarding his uninvited guests. 


HOLT 
I've worked with so many people over the years. Been in contact with the 
families of victims, families of criminals. I try not to forget a single one. 


HOWARD 
(takes a sip) 
Cutty Sark usually has the opposite effect on me. 


HOLT 
(laughs) 
Some drink to remember, some drink to forget. 


VALERIE 
Some drink because their innocent brother is dead for no apparent reason. 


Holt and Howard exchange looks. 


442 | STEVEN KUNES 


HOLT 
That, too. 


Holt gets up, walks around the stateroom. It's filled with a hodgepodge of collectibles 
-- all rare, every one interesting. Holt stands in front of a glass case which houses a 
1966 New York Yankees baseball bat. 


HOLT (Contd.) 
So what brings the two of you to Snug Harbor? The memberships 
are spoken for. 


HOWARD 
Actually, we were conducting research and figured the Harvard 
Library might prove helpful. 


HOLT 
(jovial) 
Got a new case brewing? Very good, keep the juices flowing... 


VALERIE 
It's kind of an offshoot of an old one. 


HOLT 
(re Howard and Valerie) 
We're partners now...? 


HOWARD 
(gets up, looks at relics as he speaks) 
Just on this one case. I hope to include it in my book. 


HOLT 
And you were interested in my law thesis for such an endeavor... 


Howard and Valerie are stopped cold. 


HOWARD 
Partially, yes. 


ANGLE ON GLASS SHELF 
Valerie takes note of the old books and journals. 


VALERIE 
But the one on file seems to have vanished. 
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HOWARD 
As did the copy from my home. 


HOLT 
(smiles) 
When the librarian called, she said you were quite determined 
about it. Yes, Harvard has video cameras, too. Perhaps you should 
have picked up the phone. Might have saved you a trip. 


Holt removes the baseball bat from its case, rubs his hand up and down its shaft. 


HOLT (Contd.) 
(walking around) 
You see, I can't seem to locate a copy myself. In fact, when I'd 
learned you had one, I intended to contact you. 


VALERIE 
But you forgot? 


HOLT 
I've been busy contemplating retirement. 
(then, to Howard) 
And the two of you have been busy not letting well enough alone. 


Holt takes a bag of baseballs from a cabinet and heads for a door. Howard follows. 
Valerie stays behind. 


EXT. SPELLBOUND, STERN 


Holt reaches into the bag of baseballs and hits off the side of the ship. Howard 
watches in disbelief. 


HOWARD 
The ball boy must be a scuba diver. 


HOLT 
Mickey Mantle hit a four hundred fifty-nine-foot homer into 
the parking lot at Kamisky Park during spring training -- 


HOWARD 
-- March 8, 1966. Russ Kammerer was the pitcher. Yanks beat 
the White Sox, nine-eight. 


444 | STEVEN KUNES 


HOLT 
The same day I was admitted to the Massachusetts Bar. Two months 
before I received my diploma. Also my twenty-fifth birthday. And yours. 
(then) 
Care to give it a shot? 


Holt hands bat to Howard. 


HOLT (Contd.) 
Careful, cost me forty grand. 


HOWARD 
That's some piece of wood. 


HOLT 
Ash. From Chile. Not like the Mexican ones today. 


Howard takes note of this, as does Holt. Both men work a bit too hard not to 
acknowledge this fact. Holt tosses a baseball cap to Howard. 


HOLT (Contd.) 
Put this on, it'll bring you luck. 


Howard puts on cap. 
HOLT (Contd.) 


It helped Ted Williams when he hit a grand slam off Tom 
Sturdivant in '57. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Surreal. Hamilton Holt pitching to Howard Taksen, who smacks balls off the ship. 
As they speak, Holt's pitches get faster...and faster. 


HOWARD 
I thought collectibles like these were for glass cases. 


HOLT 
And for special occasions. 


HOWARD 
What makes this so special? 
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HOLT 
When the light goes on in a man, you can see it in his eyes. 


HOWARD 
Maybe it's just his own natural sparkle. 


Howard works hard to keep up with Holt's pitches. 


HOLT 
You're moderately famous now, Mr. Taksen. People actually want to 
employ you. Readers have taken an interest in what you have to say. 


Howard's hitting the balls farther and farther, responding to each pitch. 


HOWARD 
I've come into my own. I'm blossoming. 


HOLT 
Taken a lifetime, hasn't it? 


HOWARD 
I figure I'm like Chinese bamboo. You get it planted, but the root 
system takes fifteen years. Then one day it shoots up eighty feet. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


Balls flying off the side of the ship. Valerie comes up on deck but is not seen by 
either man. 


HOLT 
So now you've got me locked in your sights. Perhaps we shall cut 
to the chase. Pardon the unfortunate pun, but the bases are covered. 
(then) 
You have nothing. 


Holt laughs. In comes the pitch, which sails past Howard. 


HOLT (Contd.) 
Strike one. 


HOWARD 
You think you can get away with this? 


The throw -- Howard swings late. 
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HOLT 
Strike two. 


HOWARD 
You're a sick son-of-a-bitch. 


HOLT 
I've been called worse. 


Holt smiles as he says this. Then -- 


HOLT (Contd.) 
(winding up) 
Go home, finish your book, make love to your woman. 
Enjoy life, Mr. Taksen. I do. 


The throw, only this time Howard connects and hits a line drive right into Holt's gut. 
The man doubles over in pain, then falls to the ground. Howard sees Valerie and 
walks past Holt, toward her. As he does, he heaves the baseball bat and the cap 
overboard, where they float out to sea. 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA, WALKWAY 
Howard and Valerie head toward their car. 


HOWARD 
He did it. He got away clean, and he wants us to know it. He set 
the whole thing up. He set me up. Just to be a bigshot. 


VALERIE 
He framed Chris for murder. 


HOWARD 
Just to set the legend in stone. 


VALERIE 
My brother is dead, and Steven Banks is dead. 
(then) 
Wasn't the Reston case enough? 
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HOWARD 
Apparently not. 
(then) 
The best defense is to know the outcome as well as you know the crime. 
(explains) 
Holt's thesis. 


VALERIE 
I doubt that knowing how he did it will help. 


HOWARD 
It must, or he wouldn't want it out of circulation. 


Valerie pulls a cloth-bound manuscript from her bag. Holt's thesis. Hands it to 
Howard. 


VALERIE 
While I was freshening up, I thought I'd borrow this. 
(a beat) 
I should reimburse the man for breaking the lock on his desk. 


CLOSE ON CD-ROM 


as it slides into a drive. A large screen fills with images. The SOUND of a 
KEYBOARD CLACKING. A young Holt in front of a news crew. Headlines -- Holt 
wins acquittal in Key West murder. 


HOWARD (O.S.) 
No way he was as slick at twenty-five as he is now. Must've 
screwed up somehow. 


More images of Holt receiving awards, shaking President Johnson's hand, an article 
announcing his invitation and acceptance to teach at Harvard -- the youngest man 
ever to be offered such a position. 


VALERIE (O:S.) 
You intend to solve a crime in three days that's been rehashed 
for thirty years? 

HOWARD (O.S.) 


I don't want to leave my house empty for too long. Don't you 
have some vacation time coming? 
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EXT. SKY, UNITED JET - FOLLOWING DAY 
As a 757 prepares to land over Key West. 


VALERIE (V.O.) 
Ido. 


HOWARD (V.O.) 
Besides, there's no statute of limitations on murder. 


EXT. KEY WEST INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT 

CLOSE on runway -- 757 touches down. 

INT. TERMINAL 

Howard and Valerie are among the crowd of passengers disembarking. 
INT. MERLINN GUEST HOUSE 


Tropical parrots and exotic birds in cages crowd the small lobby. Howard is talking 
with the gay DESK CLERK, as his one small carry-on rests alone on an oversized 


valet cart. 
HOWARD 
The D.A. still in the old courthouse? Or did they move 
to the Fisher Building? 
CLERK 
Courthouse. 
HOWARD 


And say someone wished to get some old photos, records, 
that sort of thing. The main library open late? 


CLERK 
You lookin' for somethin' criminal...? 


HOWARD 
(laughs it off) 
Just a history buff. 
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CLERK 
...then why not take a Henry Steadman tour? 


Clerk reaches into his collection of brochures, hands Howard -- 
CLOSE ON PAMPHLET 
"Re-live the Best Crimes of the Keys." 


CLERK (Contd.) 
The duck leaves every two hours. 


HOWARD 
The what? 


EXT. DUVAL STREET 


QUACKING SOUND reveals a TOUR GUIDE who sports a wireless headset and a 
duck hat. 


GUIDE 
Hop on up, and don't be afraid of the quacks. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


An old World War II amphibian transport -- known as a "duck." A huge bathtub with 
wheels and a propeller. CRIMES OF THE FLORIDA KEYS painted on the sides. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


The duck seats 25 people and gets underway, turning onto Whitehead Street. Howard 
and Valerie are seated toward the front, right next to the guide and his blaring 
portable SPEAKER. 


GUIDE 

Manson, Speck, Dahmer -- don't light a candle to the 
case of Justin Dunhart. 

(indicates) 
Right there at fourteen eighteen Whitehead Street, Mr. J.G. 
Dunhart... President of First National Bank of Key West — 
resided with his lovely wife Mary. Fine wines, rare antiques, 
baseball memorabilia, the whole ball of wax. But as we will see -- 
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ON WISHING WELL IN REAR OF ESTATE (MINUTES LATER) 


GUIDE (Contd.) 
-- Mr. Dunhart had a little accident. Seems he was pushed 
into his own well. 


Passengers are riveted. Howard and Valerie can't believe this is actually a tour. 
g y 


GUIDE (Contd.) 
‘Course they couldn't dredge up the body for almost eight 
Weeks -- had to identify Dunhart through dental records. 
(then) 
Luckily there was a witness. 


The duck heads down a dirt path into a tributary leading to the Gulf of Mexico. We 
are now afloat. Several passengers move closer to one another. 


GUIDE (Contd.) 
Not to worry. These vehicles were used in World War Two to shuttle 
soldiers and military personnel from aircraft carriers to the shore. 


ANGLE ON REAR OF DUNHART ESTATE - FROM WATER 


GUIDE (Contd.) 
Mrs. Dunhart had an interesting little quirk -- for a society 
woman, that is. She loved to fish. And on July 27, 1966, she 
had a twenty-pound bass on the line when she heard a man's 
scream. A scream she'd never heard before, but one she knew well. 


INTERCUT OLD FOOTAGE (PER DIRECTOR) 


It's dark, but light enough to see. Wylie Reston, a black man in his early 20's, talks 
with Dunhart, about 35. Mary Dunhart -- Eva Marie Saint at 30 -- sports wading 
boots and a rod. She turns to see her husband as he's confronted by this man. 


GUIDE (V.O.) 
As the prosecutor, A.J. Loria, explained to the jury, Reston 
was turned down for a home loan and thought it best to confront 
the head of the bank. A struggle ensued. Not liking what Dunhart 
had to say, Reston attacked him, and pushed him into sixty-five 
feet of Key West spring water. 
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ON MARY 
The fish flops all around her but she's transfixed on the man running from her house. 
RESUME SCENE 


GUIDE (Contd.) 
Identified in the lineup, Reston was charged with first-degree 
murder. Needless to say, he never did get his home loan. 


MOMENTS LATER 
The duck, out of the water, drives in front of the old courthouse. 


GUIDE (Contd.) 
It was in this building that Hamilton Holt became a legend. 


INT. COURTHOUSE 
The guide now leads the dozen tourists through an empty courtroom. 


GUIDE 
The case was open-and-shut: positive ID on the body, an eyewitness 
naming Wylie Reston as the killer, and a motive -- being rejected 
for a mortgage. One bank employee testified that when he was turned 
down, Mr. Reston threatened to do anything in his power to destroy 
the First National Bank of Key West. 


HOWARD 
What was the make-up of the jury? 


GUIDE 
Lily white. The D.A. joked that you needed sunglasses to 
sit in the courtroom. 


MONTAGE - INTERCUT STILL PHOTOS 


of the 1966 proceedings -- the players, the witnesses, the packed courtroom, the 
reporters. 
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GUIDE (V.O.) 

That's when the magician began his work. Mr. Holt hired Ross Frew, 
a local private eye, to check out the bank teller. Impersonating an FBI 
agent, Frew got the teller to admit he didn't actually hear Wylie say he'd 
ruin First National. Dunhart just 'told' him about it. But despite it being 
hearsay, the judge admitted the statement. 

(then) 
Then, Holt produced a certified letter written by Wylie to First National, 
asking that his loan application be withdrawn. The letter was dated two 
days before the murder. The bank had no record of such a letter and the 
prosecutor argued it was a fabrication. However, the post office verified 
the receipt was authentic. 

(then) 
The defendant's brother Clarence testified that Wylie was with him on 
Grassy Key at the time of the murder. Said they'd been repairing a church 
steeple. Materials were purchased earlier that day. Both men's fingerprints 
were all over the steeple. Wylie would've had to drive a hundred and 
fifteen miles an hour to get to Dunhart's place in time to commit the 
murder that evening. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The guide plays an audio TAPE on his portable PLAYER as we INTERCUT photos 
of a young Holt. 


YOUNG HOLT (V.O.) 
The police have a dead body and an eyewitness. They're not about 
to pursue an alibi provided by the defendant's own brother. They're 
not going to check out what time lumber was purchased for a church 
steeple. They're not going to dust the steeple for fingerprints or figure 
time and distance for the accused to commit the crime. Their efforts 
lean solely toward conviction, to which they will pursue the tiniest 
detail. But in regard to innocence, should that concept be entertained, 
the detail work is left to the defense. Innocence must strike the police 
on the cranium to attract their attention -- and even then it's a crap shoot. 


RESUME SCENE 


GUIDE 
That still didn't persuade the jury. 
(then) 
But based on this evidence, Mr. Holt was able to convince Mrs. 
Dunhart, on the stand, that the man she identified as her husband's 
killer could not really be the man she'd seen after all. 
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PHOTOS OF JURY MEMBERS 


GUIDE (0.8.) 
And even then the jury -- all twelve of them, mind you -- were ready to 
convict. Until Mrs. Dunhart looked each of them in the eye and pleaded 
with them to set the defendant free. Which reluctantly they did. 


RESUME SCENE 


GUIDE (Contd.) 
Aside from the victim, the only casualty from the whole affair was 
the P.I., who did six months for impersonating an FBI agent. Had 
his license yanked to boot. 


VALERIE 
Where is he now? 


GUIDE 

(continues with speech) 
The prosecutor, A.J. Loria, couldn't wait to enlist in Vietnam, where he 
died on his first day of duty. Judge Trowbridge, once a candidate for the 
Supreme Court, passed away at ninety-seven, having lost all his marbles in 
the end. Wylie Reston, still considered guilty, moved his family to 
Tennessee to begin a new life. Two years after the acquittal, his new home 
burned to the ground -- with him and his family inside. It was said that 
Mary Dunhart moved to England after the trial, cashing in her stock in 
First National. The bank failed six months later. Two men from Miami 
were accused of transferring sixteen million of the bank's assets out of the 
country. When the feds caught up with them in Hong Kong, the men were 
too dead to cooperate. Rumor has it that Justin Dunhart instigated the 
whole shebang, but you know the South, everyone likes a good story. 


The guide now addresses Valerie's question. 


GUIDE (Contd.) 
You asked about Ross Frew? 


EXT. FREW'S BREWS BAR 
The duck pulls up to a small, touristy watering hole. 


GUIDE 
Thirty minutes and we're outta here. 


454 | STEVEN KUNES 


INT. FREW'S BREWS 


A shrine to private detectives -- real and fictional. A Sam Spade corner, Sherlock 
Holmes display, Travis McGee barefoot bar. Books, posters and T-shirts for sale. A 
small sign: FOR FRANCHISE INFO PLEASE SEE OWNER, MR. ROSS FREW. 
The guests are quickly seated, including Valerie. It's hot in Key West. The blonde 
bartender starts mixing tropical drinks. 


HOWARD 
(to Bartender) 
Who do I see about franchise information? 
She hasn't heard this too often. 


INT. ROSS FREW'S OFFICE 


Howard enters and is greeted by a 300-pound, bearded ROSS FREW. He's about 60. 


FREW 
Hello, Ross Frew. 
HOWARD 
Howard Taksen. 
FREW 


No kidding? The Howard Taksen? 


HOWARD 
The Ross Frew? 


FREW 
Have a seat. I will. 


He plops down in the maroon leather chair behind an old wooden desk. His office is 
strikingly similar to Howard's, a fact not lost on Howard. 


FREW (Contd.) 
I suppose you're not here to purchase my name and likeness. 


HOWARD 
You offended? 


FREW 
But you are here about our common bond. 


PICK SIX | 455 


Howard doesn't want any kind of bond with this pig. 


FREW (Contd.) 
Don't worry, the obesity's genetic. And you still have your license. 
(then) 
Other than that, we're two peas in a pod. 


Howard would beg to differ. 


HOWARD 
I came down here, Mr. Frew, because of some concerns 
I have regarding the Bogdan case. 


FREW 
(smiles) 
So you think something is rotten. You smell it, you taste it, you 
shit it every morning after the autograph session at Starbucks. 


HOWARD 
Look, if I'm wasting your time, I'll be more than happy to -- 


FREW 
My time! No, it's your time that you're wasting. 


He gets up, goes to a floor-to-ceiling wooden cabinet. 


FREW (Contd.) 
You see this? 


He opens it. Thousands of documents. Files. Tapes. Photos. 


FREW (Contd.) 
This is my wasted life. I solve a crime -- that is, get an innocent 
man off-- and lose my license. Can't get it back. I do time. Hamilton 
Holt gets his name in the encyclopedia. And I'm left with three things 
-- a bar, a gift shop, and a thirty-year bad taste in my mouth. 


HOWARD 
I may not end up with that much. 


FREW 
Once I suggested to a judge that the Reston case be reopened. He said 
never to mention it again. Holt heard about it and told me to let well 
enough alone -- a method that's worked well for him over the years. 
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HOWARD 
What do you think happened? 


FREW 
Wylie Reston was set up and exculpatory evidence was planted for some 
lowlife P.I. putz to 'discover' and get him off. Then Holt becomes famous. 


HOWARD 
He comes to a small town to defend an open-and-shut case. Hires 
the local investigator. 


These two are now like old friends catching up. 


FREW 
Both defendants professed their innocence. 


HOWARD 
Mine was devastated over the arrest. 
(then) 
There's no way Bodgan did it. 


FREW 
Wylie Reston could have got to Dunhart's place in a helicopter. 
But I don't think so. 


HOWARD 
My guy was on videotape running from the crime scene. Turned 
out not to be the crime scene. 


FREW 
Which leads us to the 'neither one of them did it' scenario. 


Frew has been waiting all these years for this meeting. Howard gets up, walks to 


files. 


HOWARD 
Given thirty years, one could get very good at what one does. But 
the first time out, like riding a bike -- 


FREW 
-- or driving a stick shift -- 


BOTH 
Like sex. 


PICK SIx | 457 


HOWARD 
Bound to be a few mistakes. 
(then) 
Things that once might have been insignificant may now prove otherwise. 


FREW 
You got two choices, Mr. Taksen. Let it go, sell your book, make 
an infomercial, be the P.I.'s P.I. Or, prove he did it. Don't say it if 
you can't prove it. Else you end up in the back room of a bar. Wheels 
turning in your brain. Keeping you alive. Driving you insane. 
(then) 
You thirsty? 


EXT. GRAVEYARD - LATER THAT DAY 


Howard and Valerie walk through the Duncan Street Cemetery and find themselves 
in front of Justin Dunhart's crypt. The two sit silently on a marble bench, and after a 
moment seem to be lost in their exotic surroundings. 


ANGLE ON DUNHART'S CRYPT 


Several Dunharts are interned here. Two -- Justin, Sr. and his brother, Thomas -- are 
noted as founders of First National. 


VALERIE 
I wonder how Justin number one would feel knowing 
that Justin number two gave up the store. 


HOWARD 
It's no different than most father and son businesses. The 
old man hands it to the kid who hands it to the bank. 


VALERIE 
You think there's any truth to that story about Dunhart 
and the bank's sixteen million? 


HOWARD 
Don't know. 
(then, deflated) 
Don't really care. 


He gets up. Starts walking with Valerie beside him. 
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HOWARD (Contd.) 
For once in my life I'm gonna be like everyone else. Let 
well enough alone. Take the easy way out. 
(then) 
Stop stepping on my own dick. 


VALERIE 
I really need to get the bastard who set up my brother. 


HOWARD 
And then what? See the guy go to jail -- or get off. Sell the TV 
movie rights? Become a victims' advocate? God I hate those people. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
They're out of the cemetery, walking along Duncan Street. 


VALERIE 
(he can't be serious) 
It looks like someone else has just died. 


HOWARD 
Like Blanche Dubois said, 'There's what's true, and there's 
what ought to be true.’ 
(then) 
What say we go back to the hotel, steal some towels, and 
head for the airport? 


VALERIE 
And leave 'well enough' alone? 


HOWARD 
For once, yes. 


VALERIE 
Why did you become a private investigator? It couldn't be for 
the life of affluence it's afforded you. 


HOWARD 
(this stings, but --) 
A guy gets busted, he's got the weight of the world against him. 
Local cops, sometimes FBI, DEA, SEC, CIA. All compiling evidence 
to convict. A lawyer can only explain away so much. Someone's got 
to step in and help. What if nobody did? Then what? 
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VALERIE 
(impressed) 
Why you? 


HOWARD 
I guess I'd like to think someone would be there for me if I needed a 
break. Of course, there's been plenty times I needed one -- never got it. 


VALERIE 
Maybe you've got to give yourself the first one. 


She puts her arm around him, and the two continue walking. 
INT. MERLINN GUEST HOUSE ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON 


Back in bed. Both are silent for a long time. It is raining lightly and droplets blow in 
through the open window. 


HOWARD 
Must be nice to come from generations of bankers. People take 
you seriously -- or pretend to, anyway. You can afford to go out 
on a limb for the greater good. Be a benefactor. 


VALERIE 
Collect antiques. Wine. Baseball memorabilia. 
(then) 
I say we sponsor a Little League team when we get home. 


HOWARD 
You got it. 


Their words are hollow, their spirit all but gone. Then -- 


VALERIE 
Who was Hamilton Holt's father? 


HOWARD 
Huh? 


VALERIE 
An asshole like that must've had a strong-willed dad. Was he a lawyer? 


Howard realizes any further pursuit of this issue could undo his own success. But -- 
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HOWARD 
They could only identify Dunhart through dental records. 
(then) 
No, Holt's father wasn't a lawyer. 
(beat) 
He was a dentist. 


The two think about this -- it's a slow, penetrating thought. One block short of 
solving Rubik's cube. 


INT. ROSS FREW'S OFFICE - FOLLOWING DAY 
Ross and Hamilton Holt share a drink. Holt's way overdressed for the location. 


HOLT 
(in mid-sentence) 
..and if it hadn't been for a few breaks one way or another, I'd be 
teaching at a community college and you'd be retiring from the Senate. 


FREW 
(jovial, but distrusting) 
Well, I don't think Howard Taksen will be part of any election. 


HOLT 
(walks around) 
That fellow is incredible. Saved the entire case. 


Holt looks at research cabinet. The books, the files. 


HOLT (Contd.) 
This cabinet ought to be in the Smithsonian. 


FREW 
A regular lifetime of fucking dedication. To what, I don't know. 


Holt laughs at his cynicism. Ross coughs throughout Holt's words. 


HOLT 
You did a great job for me. In some ways, better than Taksen. 


He reaches in cabinet, removes envelope. Ross can't stop coughing. 
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HOLT (Contd.) 
These X-rays always spooked me. They match the victim's mouth 
to a tee and yet you couldn't help yourself... had to write those articles 
about old Dunhart being spotted here and there. 


FREW 
(can barely speak) 
I always knew. 


HOLT 
I realize that, Mr. Frew. No surprise there. 
(then) 
When the bleeding begins, you may lose consciousness. Then 
your aorta will burst. The doctors -- excuse me -- the coroner, 
will attribute cause of death to a worn-out by-pass. You did have 
two heart surgeries within the last seven years, if I am correct. 


Ross is no longer coughing. He cannot move from his chair. Holt takes the glass of 
scotch from his hand, places it in a bag with his own glass and the remainder of the 
bottle -- and the dental records. 
HOLT (Contd.) 
(looks directly at Ross) 

Liquid glass. Colorless, tasteless. Mixed, however, with stomach acid it 

is a real sonofabitch. Crystallizes into shards which rip their way through 

the body -- in this case yours -- like swallowing a French door. 
FREW'S POV - FROM THE BACK OF THE MAROON CHAIR 
Holt, file and bag in hand, as he leaves. 
RESUME SCENE 
Frew's body shudders. His hand collapses from the desk and dangles at his side. 


INT. FREW'S BREWS (MOMENTS LATER) 


Howard and Valerie arrive almost immediately. A dozen or so regulars sit around the 


bar. 
ANGLE ON PARKING LOT 


Howard watches as a rented Lincoln Town Car pulls away -- in sharp contrast to the 
run-of-the-mill vehicles in the lot. 
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RESUME SCENE 


VALERIE 
You really think he'll let us leave here with the dental records? 


HOWARD 
Sure. 
(then) 
You'll love this guy. 
INT. ROSS FREW'S OFFICE 


The two enter to find Ross still seated at his desk. He is looking straight at them. 


HOWARD 
Que pasa, Mr. Frew? 


Ross vomits his weight in blood, convulses and drops on his desk. Valerie screams. 
Howard approaches the desk but stops short. This guy is as dead as it gets. 


ANGLE ON CABINET 

where the dental records used to be. 

ON HOWARD 

who, in an instant, realizes they are gone. 


HOWARD 
Let's get out of here. 


As they exit, Howard backpedals and grabs some copies of Ross' articles on the 
Dunhart murder, as well as a brown accordion-type folder of papers. 


INT. FREW'S BREWS 


Howard and Valerie head for the door. Others, having heard Valerie's scream, ask if 
she is all right. 


VALERIE 
I'm fine. 
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HOWARD 
Come on. 


He leads her to the front door. As they exit, we hear a woman's SCREAM from Ross' 
office. 


EXT. HIGHWAY 


Howard and Valerie head toward the north end of the Key. From the other direction, 
they are passed by police units and an ambulance. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


A lone police car turns around and appears as if it will pursue Howard and Valerie's 
car. 


INT. POLICE CAR 


The officer isn't sure what he heard on the radio, but as he attempts to call his H.Q., 
there are too many officers trying at once and he doesn't get through. 


INT. HOWARD'S CAR - HOWARD'S POV (TRAVELING) 
Howard sees the cop car disappear in his rear view mirror. 


HOWARD (O.S.) 
Just a matter of time before they come looking for us. 


VALERIE (0.8.) 
I'm assuming you have some idea where we're headed. 


EXT. ROADSIDE 


At a pay phone, Valerie thumbs through a dangling phone book while Howard 
studies one of Ross' articles. 


VALERIE 
The only Gershensohn in the Keys is David, not Melvin. 


Howard looks at her. 


VALERIE (Contd.) 
Lower Matecumbe. Or we could call... 
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EXT. COTTAGE - LOWER MATECUMBE 


Howard and Valerie in front of a pink cottage overlooking the Gulf of Mexico. They 
are talking with a college student who points, as if giving directions. 


INT. DADE COUNTY RETIREMENT HOME - AFTERNOON 

Not quite a nursing home but one step away. Several residents play cards, a woman is 
helped by a nurse into a wheelchair, a couple says goodbye to their daughter -- the 
usual. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The second door from the end of a long hallway. The name on the door reads, DR. 
MELVIN GERSHENSOHN. 


INT. GERSHENSOHN'S ROOM 

The man is in his nineties, and he is asleep. Framed photographs are displayed 
throughout the room, one of which shows this man with his grandson -- the same 
college-aged man we just saw. 

ANGLE ON LV. STAND 

beside the bed. Attached to it is a machine that automatically dispenses medication 
which travels into the old man's arm. Three small bags connect to the machine. A 
TIMER HUMS softly. 

CLOSE ON GERSHENSOHN 

fast asleep. A shadow looms over his face. Someone else is in the room. 

CLOSE ON I.V. MACHINE 

A syringe is inserted into one of the tubes attached to this machine, and a substantial 
amount of fluid is dispensed. The clock on the timer reads 2:58 PM. The digital 
readout indicates the next release will occur at 3:30 PM. 


ON GERSHENSOHN 


asleep through it all. We hear FOOTSTEPS and a DOOR OPENING. Then -- 
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HOLT'S VOICE 
Nighty night, Doctor. 


INT. RETIREMENT HOME - HALLWAY 
A female ADMINISTRATOR leads Howard and Valerie down the hallway. 


ADMINISTRATOR 
Dr. Gershensohn had a small tumor removed from his neck last 
week, so he may not be his usual perky self. 


VALERIE 
How long has he lived here? 


ADMINISTRATOR 
Oh, I'd say going on two years. 


HOWARD 
Well, I can assure you we'll be brief. 


ADMINISTRATOR 
Normally he likes to visit for hours. 


INT. GERSHENSOHN'S ROOM 
The three enter to a rapidly awakening Dr. Gershensohn. 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
(to Howard) 
I know you. 


ADMINISTRATOR 
(to Howard) 
Not too long. 
(then) 
Hello, Dr. Gershensohn. 


She leaves. 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
The private detective from Jersey. 


They shake hands. 
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HOWARD 
This is Valerie Bogdan. 


VALERIE 
We have just a few questions, if it's not too much trouble. 


Dr. Gershensohn sits up, very happy to be needed. 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
Anything I can do for you folks, just name it. 


ANGLE ON L.V. MACHINE 
Time is 3:18 PM. 
RESUME SCENE 


Howard shows him Ross Frew's article entitled MORE QUESTIONS THAN 
ANSWERS. 


HOWARD 
Dr. Gershensohn, you treated Justin Dunhart since he was a 
teenager. How would you describe his dental condition? 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
He had a shit-load of cavities. 


The dentist reaches to take the article from Howard. 


DR. GERSHENSOHN (Contd.) 
I put in nine fillings -- in a period of one year. Dunhart was a 
good boy from that point on. No more cavities. 


VALERIE 
And what year would you guess the work was done? 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
No guessing, it was the first year I moved to Key West...1948. 


HOWARD 
You don't keep old records, by any chance? 
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DR. GERSHENSOHN 
Some are in my daughter's home, some went to the new 
dentist. The Dunhart records went to the coroner. 
(then) 
You looking to write a book about all this? 


VALERIE 
We're looking into an old theory of Mr. Frew's, which suggests 
that the victim, identified through your dental records, might 
have been someone other than Dunhart. 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
(laughs) 
I testified in court that the X-rays of the deceased matched 
my records. There was no tampering. The bite wings, although 
faded, were conclusive and I personally remember doing the work. 
The body had to be that of Mr. Dunhart. 


Howard and Valerie are stopped cold. Dr. Gershensohn leafs through the article. 


DR. GERSHENSOHN (Contd.) 
Mr. Frew contends, however, that his job was too easy. 


CLOSE ON HOWARD 
as Dr. Gershensohn continues. 


DR. GERSHENSOHN (Contd.) 
He followed up on Mr. Holt's suggestions. Some were ridiculous, 
others led to one of the century's most sensational acquittals. 


HOWARD 
(more to himself than anyone) 
He thought he'd been set up. Spent the rest of his life trying to figure it out. 


VALERIE 
Are you aware, Doctor, that Hamilton Holt's father was a dentist? 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
You mean, could that somehow enable him to alter the records? 
(a beat) 
No, the X-rays matched, I remember doing the work. I told you. 
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HOWARD 
Did you examine the body? 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
Of course not. I didn't have to. 


ANGLE ON LV. MACHINE 
Time is 3:26 PM. Next dose in four minutes. 


DR. GERSHENSOHN (Contd.) 
If you’re so worried about it not being the right guy, talk to Jack 
Augenlicht. He's the county coroner. Took over for his old man. 


Dr. Gershensohn takes pad and pen from his nightstand, begins scribbling. As he 
does -- 


DR. GERSHENSOHN (Contd.) 
Jack Senior and I always thought there was more to Dunhart's death 
-- just didn't want to make it a lifetime occupation. 


HOWARD 
Nor do we. 


Gershensohn chuckles sarcastically. 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
No, not you two... 


He hands Valerie the paper. 


VALERIE 
What's this? 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
Give it to Jack. Tell him what you think. And if he's got nothing 
else to do, he might be able to settle the matter. 


Howard gestures to Valerie that it's time to go. 


HOWARD 
We appreciate your time. 


PICK SIX | 469 


VALERIE 
And honesty. 


Gershensohn smiles. Howard and Valerie leave. Gershensohn takes a breath, shifts 
around in his bed, then grabs for the TV remote. Clicks it on. 


ON SCREEN 


A live report from outside Frew's Brews, where a crowd has gathered. A body bag is 
being wheeled into a coroner's van. 


MIAMI REPORTER (ON TV) 
Ross Frew gained fame in 1966 investigating the murder of prominent 
Key West banker, Justin Dunhart. The defendant in the case was 
acquitted with the help of then rookie trial lawyer Hamilton Holt. 


A photo of Howard is shown. 


MIAMI REPORTER (ON TV) 
Howard Taksen, a private investigator known for his work with Holt 
on a recent case in New Jersey, is wanted for questioning, although 
Frew's death is, for now, assumed to be from natural causes. Mr. Taksen 
was seen visiting Ross Frew moments before his death. 


ANGLE ON I.V. MACHINE 


It's 3:30. The light blinks green, and medication is released into the plastic tube 
leading to Gershensohn's arm. Dr. Gershensohn is oblivious to this, he's glued to the 
set. 


ON TV SCREEN 


The news story starts to appear fuzzy, the reporter's words garbled beyond 
recognition. 


ON DR. GERSHENSOHN 


Eyes wide shut. Staring at the television but dead as a doornail. The SOUND from 
the TV is clear again. 


MIAMI REPORTER (ON TV) 
Dave will be back with the five-day forecast after these messages. 


470 | STEVEN KUNES 

EXT. HIGHWAY 1 - VARIOUS SHOTS 

Howard and Valerie head north toward Key Largo; 

Police cars are prevalent. A roadblock is being set up; 

Howard and Valerie pull off the road at a small fishing charter concern; 
They speak with a Cuban gentleman in front of his boat. 

EXT. GULF OF MEXICO 


A boat on the open water, slapping the surf. As the couple pass over the John 
Pennekamp Underwater National Park, we hear the following -- 


AUGENLICHT (V.O.) 
My dad told Dr. G, just say the word, I'll exhume the body. But 
when he wouldn't give the okay, Dad thought it was just speculation. 
(beat) 
I mean, the evidence added up to Dunhart being dead, and Wylie 
Reston killing him -- in spite of the fingerprints on the steeple. But 
the 'feel' of the case -- that's what bothered my dad the most. 


Howard and Valerie in a boat silhouetted by dive boats. 
VARIOUS SHOTS 

of the south coast of the upper Keys. 

EXT. KEY LARGO - CORONER'S OFFICE 

Quaint, but definitely a government facility. It's past closing time. 


AUGENLICHT (V.O.) 
It's a shame my father didn't live long enough to see this. 


INT. CORONER'S OFFICE 


JACK AUGENLICHT, JR., 50-ish, the county coroner, stands in his lab beside 
Howard and Valerie. 
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CLOSE ON PAPER 
Dr. Gershensohn's notes. 


HOWARD 
What's it mean, the amalgam part? 


AUGENLICHT 
In 1948, when dental work was performed on Mr. Dunhart, fillings 
were made from a hundred percent silver, then mixed with mercury. 


VALERIE 
And in 1966...? 


AUGENLICHT 
By then, they were also mixed with copper and zinc. 


HOWARD 
Were the fillings in the victim's mouth ever tested? 


AUGENLICHT 
No need, the X-rays matched. But, assuming they were filled 
after 1948 -- the amalgam would be different, and the body could 
not have been that of Justin Dunhart. 
(then) 
Follow me. 


He leads them down a hall to a storage room. 

INT. STORAGE ROOM - CLOSE ON OPEN CABINET 
Augenlicht takes envelope from bin, empties it on table. 
A hat, a wallet, a pair of shoes. 


AUGENLICHT 
My dad had a pet theory he shared with Dr. Gershensohn. 


HOWARD 
(re: items) 
Whose are these? 
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AUGENLICHT 
Mr. Dean LaCapria from Coral Gables. Thirty-eight years old, wife ran 
off with another man, jumped to his death from the seven-mile bridge. 


VALERIE 
Ouch. 


AUGENLICHT 
No witnesses. Never found the body, but we did recover these items. 


VALERIE 


(to Howard) 
Am I missing something? 


AUGENLICHT 
Happened three days before the Dunhart murder. 
(then) 
Dr. G. contacted the guy's dentist in the Gables. The deceased 
never had a cavity. 
ON HOWARD AND VALERIE 


The wheels turning, they look at the coroner. 


AUGENLICHT (Contd.) 
Freud, Erikson and Jung agreed on nothing -- except this: 
"Your first impression is always correct." 
EXT. CEMETERY - KEY WEST - FOLLOWING MORNING 
On crypt being chiseled open. The end of a coffin is VISIBLE. 
INT. LABORATORY - THROUGH MICROSCOPE - DAY 


A metallic substance FILLS THE SCREEN. It ain't all silver. 


AUGENLICHT (0.S.) 
More copper than the Three Penny Opera. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Howard and Valerie look through the microscope, then turn toward Augenlicht, who 
is all smiles. 
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I knew there was more to it. Dr. G. will love this. Maybe 
Homicide will wake up this time around. 


HOWARD 
You might wait awhile. The cops want to detain us about 
Frew, and Holt's been one step ahead of us since we got 
here. We could use a few hours to play catch-up. 


Augenlicht glances out the front window as two police cars pull up. 


AUGENLICHT 
I think you've lost that option. 


The coroner pulls a set of car keys from his pocket and tosses them to Howard. 
Points toward rear entrance. 


AUGENLICHT (Contd.) 
Bring it back in one piece. 


EXT. CORONER'S OFFICE 


The coroner's van is the only vehicle in the rear parking lot. As the couple rushes to 
the van -- 


HOWARD 
Nobody will pull us over in this. 


INT. CORONER'S VAN 


Howard starts the van and slowly drives off. As the van passes by the coroner's 
office, Augenlicht watches and continues talking with the cops at the front entrance. 


EXT. MERLINN GUEST HOUSE 


Howard and Valerie pull up to their hotel where several police cars are parked beside 
a CNN van. Beside that isa WKEY RADIO 92.7 truck. 


INT. CORONER'S VAN 


Howard and Valerie tune in. 
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RADIO ANNOUNCER #2 (V.O.) 
..and now with the death of Dr. Melvin Gershensohn, warrants have 
been issued for the arrests of Howard Taksen and Valerie Bogdan, if 
not for the murders themselves, then as material witnesses to both crimes. 


EXT. SEAPLANE DOCKS 


The coroner's van is parked at the docks, where Howard and Valerie walk toward one 
of a few seaplanes. They talk with the PILOT. 


ANGLE ON HORIZON (MINUTES LATER) 

The plane ascends above Key West. 

EXT. CORONER'S OFFICE - ON AUGENLICHT 
He's being interviewed by the press. 


AUGENLICHT 
Laboratory tests conclusively show that the victim identified 
in the 1966 case could not have been Justin Dunhart. 


INT. SEAPLANE 
About 1800 feet in the air. One must shout to be heard over the engines. 


PILOT 
You want to see the outer Tortugas? 


HOWARD 
How far can a plane like this go without refueling? 


PILOT 
(laughs) 
Mexico...if you're that hard up for a burrito. 


HOWARD 
Let's do it. 


PILOT 
(half laughs) 
Huh? 
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VALERIE 
He said, 'Let's do it.' 


ON PILOT 

It's sunk in. A huge fare. A long flight. Just when you think you'd seen it all. 
EXT. SKY - GULF OF MEXICO - AFTERNOON 

The seaplane beautifully silhouetted against the clouds. 

INT. SEAPLANE 


The pilot holds Howard's and Valerie's drivers licenses. They have this 1951 
Grumman G-73 Mallard to themselves. 


PILOT 
In case you care, this was the first seaplane ever flown commercially. 
Pan Am began service back in 1951. They still operate several vessels. 
This is the only privately-owned G-73 left. 


HOWARD 
What's the flight time to Cancun? 


PILOT 
Well, we can stay at twelve thousand feet for two hundred 
twenty-seven minutes at a hundred sixty knots. Maximum 
distance is four hundred eighty miles. 


VALERIE 
So how far is Cancun? 


PILOT 
About that. 


EXT. MERLINN GUEST HOUSE 


Police officers and reporters are gathered outside. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 
Hamilton Holt stands alone to the far end of the street. A sixth sense turns his 
attention skyward toward the seaplane, which is still VISIBLE on the Key West 
horizon. A horse and buggy are parked nearby. Holt approaches the DRIVER. 
HOLT 
(to driver) 
What kind of plane is that? 
DRIVER 
Looks to me like Bob Pettitt's. 
(a beat) 
It's a charter. Probably on the sunset tour of the Tortugas. 


HOLT 
How would one find that out? 


INT. SEAPLANE (A BIT LATER) 

Howard and Valerie pour over a file of Ross Frew's old documents. 
VARIOUS SHOTS 

Police evidence logs, coroner's notes, old photos, newspaper clippings, etc. 
CLOSE ON PHOTOCOPY OF PASSPORT 

A young Mary Dunhart -- the typical I.D. photo. 

ON HOWARD 

who stares intently at photo. 

ON PASSPORT RECORDS 


A Mexican entry stamp just two days before her husband's murder. Another stamp 
showing her return to Florida one day before his death. 


ON VALERIE 


reading Ross Frew's chronology of the case. Then -- 
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VALERIE 
Ross' theory doesn't make sense. Why would Dunhart stay 
in Cancun, a resort town where he could easily be spotted? 
HOWARD 
I don't expect to find him in Cancun. I'm just hoping it leads us to 
the next piece in the puzzle. Hell, the guy's probably dead by now. 
BACK TO PASSPORT 
CLOSER this time on the photo. 
ON HOWARD 
He doesn't trust this Mary Dunhart woman a bit. 


ANGLE ON PILOT 


who leans back, hands Howard and Valerie their drivers licenses. 


PILOT 
Here ya go. All logged in. 
HOWARD 
(startled) 
What? 
PILOT 


The flight plan. We're all clear. 
EXT. KEY WEST AIRPORT 


A Lear jet is being fueled. A half-dozen passengers scurry to board the aircraft. 
Several look like federal agents. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The other side of the airport. A second Lear jet is parked. Hamilton Holt waits beside 
it, talking on a cell phone. 


INT. SEAPLANE 


Howard leans in toward Valerie, speaks so the pilot can't hear. 
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HOWARD 
Our names are on the flight plan. They'll be waiting for us 
in Cancun. We have to land someplace else. 


VALERIE 
So we tell him about thirty minutes before we land. 


HOWARD 
More like thirty seconds. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Valerie is now looking through her brother's case file. As she does this, something 
catches both their eyes. 


ANGLE ON SKETCH 


A composite sketch of "Mary Hughes" as described by the Farmers Market manager. 
Howard pulls the sketch out. 


CLOSE ON SKETCH 


An older woman of about sixty-five. Blonde hair, deep-set eyes. Howard places Mary 
Dunhart's old passport photo beside the police sketch. 


ANGLE ON HOWARD AND VALERIE 
studying the pictures, especially the eyes, then looking at one another. 
VALERIE 
(softly) 
Oh my god. 
EXT. SKY, GULF OF MEXICO - LATE AFTERNOON 
The seaplane makes its way through the clouds. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Two Lear jets, miles apart, fly high above the clouds, surpassing the seaplane. But 
separated by a thick layer of clouds so as not to be visible to one another. 
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BACK TO SEAPLANE 
Far behind the jets now. 
EXT. CONTROL TOWER, CANCUN - EARLY EVENING 


A Lear jet is landing. Another is already on the ground. Some police cars are 
scattered about. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

PANNING up the coast, several miles north of Cancun. 

THE SEAPLANE 

touches down at Isla Blanca, a tiny inlet filled with fishing boats, about twenty miles 
from the Cancun airport. The seaplane contrasts significantly with the old wooden 
boats. 


EXT. ISLA BLANCA 


Howard pays the pilot while Valerie talks to JAIME BLANCARTE, a chubby 
fisherman who's not much past boyhood. 


INT. CANCUN CONTROL TOWER 
An air traffic CONTROLLER speaks to a cop. 
CONTROLLER 
(in Spanish) 
They dropped off radar. 
He points to screen. 


EXT. ISLA BLANCA 


The couple boards a small fishing boat. No sooner are they aboard then the boat pulls 
out of the harbor. 


ANGLE ON SEAPLANE 


as it takes off toward Cancun, spraying the boat as it leaves. 
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ON HOWARD AND VALERIE 

holding on to the wooden rail as their boat makes its way around some rocks. 
THE SKY 

is beautiful. The seaplane is now in the distance. 

EXT. CANCUN AIRPORT 

A swarm of Mexican police and FBI agents awaits its landing. 

INT. SEAPLANE 


The pilot sees the reception waiting for him. Pulls up on the wheel, turns away from 
the airport. 


ANGLE ON MEXICAN COPS 


gesturing toward hangar area. TWO MEN ready a handheld missile launcher and 
take aim at the seaplane. They lock on the aircraft, which is headed back toward Isla 
Blanca, and await instructions. 
MEXICAN OFFICER 
(in Spanish) 
Fire! 


INT. FISHING BOAT 


Jaime is heading northwest toward Cabo Catoche, another fishing village, when the 
seaplane comes INTO VIEW. As Howard and Valerie look up in unison, the plane is 
hit with the tiny missile, EXPLODING into a fireball. 


ANGLE ON HOWARD AND VALERIE 
Stunned, scared. They hold each other. 
EXT. CANCUN AIRPORT 


Two helicopters take off headed toward Isla Blanca. 
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EXT. CABO CATOCHE HARBOR 

The fishing boat snuggles through overgrown brush, disappearing from aerial view. 
THE BOAT 

docks and the couple accompanies the fisherman to an old pickup nearby. 


JAIME 
You stay with my brother Filemon until the morning. 
He has truck you can rent. 
(pats hood) 
Runs better than this sad dog. 


EXT. FILEMON'S HOUSE - NIGHT 


Howard and Valerie are in a small guest cabin behind the Cabo Catoche home of 
Juan Filemon Blancarte. 


INT. GUEST HOUSE 


They have cleaned up, changed clothes, and are reviewing their files -- the two 
pictures of "Mary Dunhart/Mary Hughes" in prominent display. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


FILEMON, almost 30, arrives with a tray of food. He places it beside the files on the 
only empty part of the table. 


HOWARD 
Gracias. 


FILEMON 
De nada, sefior. 


Valerie moves some papers aside to make room for the food. 


VALERIE 
You are kind to loan us the truck, but we insist on paying you something. 


FILEMON 
It is not necessary. Good people in trouble, I like to help. My father, 
and his father, taught me that. 
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The couple gives Filemon a look. 


FILEMON (Contd.) 
I can tell good people, and I can tell trouble. You are both. 
(then) 
Go ahead. Eat. 


As the couple takes a few bites -- 


FILEMON (Contd.) 
Sefiora Hughes, is she in trouble, too? 


He picks up police sketch, confused. 
EXT. GUEST HOUSE 


Howard, Valerie and Filemon are seated on the veranda. The men light cigars. The 
Dunhart files are spread about on a rattan table. 


VALERIE 
(to Filemon) 
You're absolutely positive this woman is Mary Hughes? 


FILEMON 
She has lived on her farm since before I was born. 


HOWARD 
The mid-sixties. 


FILEMON 
Yes. With her husband. Sefor McLain. 


VALERIE 
Who? 


FILEMON 
Cutter McLain. He has a different last name. Sefiora Hughes comes 
to the town once a month, but Sefior McLain is never with her. 


Valerie finds an old picture of Justin Dunhart, hands it to Filemon. 


VALERIE 
Could this be Mr. McLain? 
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FILEMON 
Hard to tell, he has a beard now. 
(then) 
Could be. 


The younger Blancarte approaches with a small plate covered in paper. He takes off 
his hat upon seeing Valerie. 


JAIME 
Good evening. My wife makes for you some sweet cake. 


Howard accepts the plate and dabs a finger of powdered sugar to his tongue. He nods 
approvingly. 


HOWARD 
Jaime is the same age as my boy. Maybe Scott should get himself a wife. 


VALERIE 
Or learn to cook like Filemon. 


Jaime turns to Filemon. 


JAIME 
(in Spanish) 
They say on the radio that a pilot and two passengers were killed 
when the airplane crashed. 


Jaime nods to Howard and Valerie, then puts his hat on and leaves. 


HOWARD 
Muertos? Somebody dead? 


FILEMON 
Just you. 


EXT. ROUTE 184 - MORNING 


A muddy but fairly new pickup makes its way along the old highway, which leads to 
central Yucatan. 


FILEMON (V.O.) 
You take my truck, then go see Robert at his store in Kanasin. 
He will sell you a satellite phone if you want one. 
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VARIOUS SHOTS 
The pickup driving along the Mexican terrain. 


FILEMON (V.O.) 
The Hughes ranch is near the town of Peto, just north of Santa Rosa. 
They own half the mountain, including the old irrigation canal. 


VALERIE (V.O.) 
Shouldn't it be called the McLain ranch? 


FILEMON (V.O.) 
It is said that Sefiora Hughes bought the land. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Howard and Valerie in the vehicle. The road sign says PETO. 


FILEMON (V.O.) 
There is a back entrance to the ranch, if you wish the element of 
surprise. But since you have been reported dead, you have that already. 


EXT. HUGHES RANCH 


Howard and Valerie take Filemon's advice and turn away from the main entrance, 
heading on a road that circles the mountain. 


INT. TRUCK 


The couple heads to the east of the ranch. The road turns from pavement to gravel, 
then soon to dirt. Valerie loads a camera. 


HOWARD 
All we need is one clear shot. If she's the woman who rented 
the Farmers Market booth and the mailbox, the voice the video 
guy heard on the phone was Mary Dunhart's. 
(lighter) 
There's something about Mary. 


VALERIE 
(not funny) 


Yeah, she's an accomplice to a career of pathology. 


Howard knows he can do little to soothe her, yet his tone is reassuring. 
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HOWARD 
We'll get Holt on the murders and, if McLain is Justin Dunhart, 
then bank fraud was the motive. 
(beat) 
The magician just ran out of tricks. 


EXT. MOUNTAINSIDE 


Their truck heads up the slope. Cows and goats roam freely. The main house and a 
few small cottages CAN BE SEEN below. 


INT. TRUCK 
Howard points toward a grove of trees. 
HOWARD 
I say we park in there and hike down toward the house. Should 
be able to get a clean shot with the zoom. 


EXT. GROVE OF TREES 


They pull into the grove. No sooner are they parked than a HELICOPTER WHIRS 
overhead. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


It circles the main house and lands beside it. A MAN gets out and runs toward the 
house. The helicopter is soon back in the air, flying directly over the grove on its way 
out. 


HOWARD AND VALERIE 


hide from view until the coast is clear. They gather their photo equipment and head 
further into the grove. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


There appears to be a shop of some sort to one end of the grove. The couple peek 
through a window. No one's inside. 
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INT. SHOP 


A half-dozen wood lathes, sanding machines, a table saw and stacks of wooden 
crates. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Howard and Valerie enter the shop. They walk amongst fifty or so shipping crates. 


HOWARD 
Somebody up here has a side business. 


VALERIE 
Check this out. 
ANGLE ON FRAMED PICTURE 
of Roberto Clemente. Autographed. 
ON HOWARD 
who takes a long, reflective pause. 
HOWARD 


What kind of trees are all around us? 


VALERIE 
They look like...ash. 


Howard grabs a screwdriver, pries open a wooden shipping crate. 
ON CRATE 
The crate is filled with baseball bats. Dozens of them. 


HOWARD 
Son of a bitch. 


EXT. HUGHES RANCH 


The couple makes their way down the hill toward the main house. All quiet on the 
western front. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


Howard and Valerie hike down a trail toward the house, but their image goes OUT 
OF FOCUS, then BACK IN. 


REVERSE ANGLE 


Someone is watching them through binoculars. A white-bearded man, about 70. The 
man gestures to someone out of frame. 


EXT. MAIN HOUSE 

The couple is now outside the house. They help each other with the photo equipment. 
ANGLE ON HOWARD 

who picks up the camera, looks into the viewfinder. 

HOWARD'S POV THROUGH VIEWFINDER - VARIOUS SHOTS 


of this Mediterranean villa, more beautifully appointed than one would expect for the 
area. 


CLOSE ON LIVING ROOM 


Mary Hughes, her bearded husband, and another man whose back is toward us, are 
talking. 


ON HOWARD 
looking through camera, with Valerie beside him. 


VALERIE 
What do you see? Who's in there? 


HOWARD'S POV THROUGH VIEWFINDER 


The man whose back is turned faces us. Hamilton Holt. The camera CLICKS photo 
after photo of the three. 


HOWARD (O.S.) 
Mary Hughes and Cutter McLain. They've got a house guest. 
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VALERIE (O.S.) 
It's Holt, isn't it? We get caught, we're dead. 


HOWARD (0:S.) 
Police think we're already dead. Just makes Holt's job easier. 


ON HOWARD AND VALERIE 


VALERIE 
Let's get out of here. 


HOWARD 
We'll find an air courier and send the rolls up to Scott. He'll get 
them to the media. 


ON THE HOUSE 
The trio has stopped chatting, seem to be waiting for something. 
RESUME SCENE 


Howard and Valerie steadily make their way up the hill. They are obscured by brush. 
A safe getaway. 


VALERIE 
Remind me to exercise more when we get back. 


HOWARD 
Remind me to go on a diet. 


VALERIE 
Deal. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Howard takes a tiny satellite phone from his pocket. He can barely make out the 
keypad. 


HOWARD 
Can't tell if I'm dialing my kid or the Danish Embassy. 


He punches in 13 numbers. Takes forever. No sooner does he hit "Send" than two 
MEXICAN SOLDIERS appear, pointing AK-47s. Howard drops the phone into his 
pocket. The guards grab the camera bags and escort the pair to a jeep. 
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HOWARD (Contd.) 
At this rate, I'll never get that boy to Princeton. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

The jeep heads toward the villa. 

INT. VILLA, LIVING ROOM 

The two guards parade Howard and Valerie into the opulent living room. 


HOLT 
Have a seat, folks. Meet the family. 


ANGLE ON LOVE SEAT 
The Dunharts, up close and personal. 


HOLT (Contd.) 
May I present Mary Hughes. 


MARY 
Hello, Mr. Taksen, Miss Bogdan. 


INT. SCOTT TAKSEN'S DORM ROOM 


Howard's son hears the whole thing. The satellite phone in Howard's pocket made the 
connection. 


HOWARD (V.O.) 
You're the guys who invented the word conspiracy. 


Scott hits the record button on his answering machine. 
INT. VILLA, LIVING ROOM 
Holt laughs. 

HOLT 


As I'm sure you know, Mr. Dunhart's widow moved 
to England for only a short time. 
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VALERIE 
Cold-blooded animals prefer a warmer climate. 


HOWARD 
And the hacienda good life. Bet old 'Cutter McLain' here hasn't 
missed wearing a banker's suit, have you, Justin? 


JUSTIN 
I'd offer a drink, sir, but I'm fresh out of Southern hospitality. 


VALERIE 
What possible reason was there to frame my brother? 


HOLT 
A perfectly good one. I needed one final, completely unwinnable 
case. He came through like a champ, by the way. Showed up 
exactly on time. The punctual little fuck. 


HOWARD 
How'd you choose the victim? 


HOLT 
Beautifully at random. Young Banks showed up early each day to 
set up his booth. Bogdan jogged past the other end of the market 
the same time each morning. We dressed an empty booth to match 
and taped Christopher fleeing from the scene. And you, Howard, 
uncovered our planted evidence with commendable zeal. 


Howard looks as if he will lunge at Holt. The guards ready their AK-47s. 
ANGLE ON HOLT 
who takes a handgun from one of the Guards. 
HOLT (Contd.) 
(to guards) 
It's all right. You can go. 


The Guards head for the door. 


HOLT (Contd.) 
Wait in the jeep. 


The Guards exit. Valerie confronts Holt. 
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VALERIE 
You waited a long time to collect the widow's payback. 
If she'd done you a favor sooner, Chris would still be alive. 


MARY 
You really should calm down, dear. 


VALERIE 
You really should be in prison. 


HOWARD 
(lighter) 
The three of you go way back. 


HOLT 
I met Justin, and then Mary, at the bank where my uncle set 
up a trust fund on my behalf. 


HOWARD 
But the fund wasn't as liquid as it should be. 


HOLT 
I always liked you, Taksen. 


JUSTIN 
Enough of this, just kill them. 


HOLT 
The Dunharts embezzled money. I found out. And what did I do? 
(to Justin) 
I started fucking your lovely wife. And she was lovely. 


JUSTIN 
Please, Mr. Holt... 


HOLT 
We concocted a plan to kill you. Theoretically, anyway. And you were 
only too pleased to go along, given your alternative fate in court. 


Justin's not liking this. 


MARY 
That'll do. It was a long time ago. 
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ANGLE ON HOWARD 
looking around for a way out of this. 


VALERIE 
It's not often a man can murder, get a prominent couple to 
vanish, and claim both wealth and fame in a single summer. 


HOWARD 
You kill an innocent guy, make it appear a suicide where the body 
is never found, and drop him in Dunhart's well. Then you frame 
a kid who cares more about God than the almighty dollar. 


HOLT 
Figured the jury would be moved by the church steeple. 
Even I was touched. 


VALERIE 
Ross Frew figured it out. 


HOLT 
Couldn't prove it, though. 
(thinks) 
I enjoyed killing him, by the way. Even more fun than the dentist. 


Dunhart springs to his feet. 


JUSTIN 
Holt, I do not appreciate your prolonging any of this. 


HOLT 
Mr. Dunhart, I wholeheartedly agree. 
(beat) 
For you, I offer the fourth definition of the word acquit, 
according to Daniel Webster: to bring to rest, to set free. 


Holt SHOOTS Dunhart in the chest. He falls dead. Mary screams. 


HOLT (Contd.) 
(to Mary) 
You did such a wonderful job at the Farmers Market, Mary. 
Your artistry is accomplished. But the creation is done. 
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MARY 
Hamilton! 


Holt SHOOTS her dead. Then -- 
HOLT 
(to Howard and Valerie) 
She was quite frisky in bed. 
(then) 


Shall we take a ride? 


HOWARD 
Aren’t you at all concerned about the carpet? 


EXT. VILLA 


Holt escorts the couple toward the jeep, where the two Guards wait. A 
HELICOPTER is heard in the distance. 


HOLT 
(to Guards) 
You can wait here. 
The guards climb out of the jeep. 
ANGLE ON HOLT 
He checks his ammo clip, then gestures for Howard and Valerie to board the jeep. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Holt smiles at the guards. Then he points with concern to something out in the 
distance. 


THE GUARDS 
look. At nothing. Holt SHOOTS them both in the back. 
ON VALERIE 


She screams. 
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ON HOLT 
waving his gun. 
HOLT (Contd.) 


(to Valerie; Southern accent) 
You really should calm down, dear. 


Holt climbs in the rear seat. Howard starts the engine. 


HOLT (Contd.) 
Drive up the hill. 


EXT. HUGHES RANCH 
The jeep heads up the hill. Holt holds the gun against Howard's head. 


HOWARD 
How'd you pick the guy in the well? 


INT. CNN BROADCAST BOOTH 
A map of Mexico fills a hundred monitors. 


HOLT'S VOICE 
Combed hundreds of dental files for perfect teeth. LaCapria 
was about the same age and height. Drilled his to match 
Justin's. Didn't require novocaine, which was a plus. 


This is being broadcast live around the world. 


HOWARD'S VOICE 
You set it up to make a splash, and you did, I'll give you that. 


HOLT'S VOICE 
Let's not minimize my good fortune. Paid off a Harvard education 
at twenty-five and still had plenty to invest in real estate. 


RESUME SCENE 


The jeep comes to the road leading to the bat factory. 
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HOLT (Contd.) 
Dunhart got me hooked on collectibles. We started the bat 
business as a hobby. Now all the top players use them. 
(then) 
And for the rest of the tour -- 
(indicates) 
-- head this way a couple more miles. 


He motions for Howard to drive up a dirt road nearly obscured by foliage. 


HOLT (Contd.) 
Toward the water tower. 


ANGLE ON WATER TOWER 


off in the distance. 


VALERIE (0.S.) 
One of those bats raped Steven Banks. 


HOLT (O.S.) 
Just a few splinters were placed in that queer. 
(smiles) 
Case closed, Miss Bogdan. 


ANGLE ON HOLT 
seething. 
HOLT (Contd.) 
(to Howard) 
You couldn't just drop it. You could've been comfortable. 


But Mr. Conscience had to keep digging, and digging. 


HOWARD 
Every lawyer joke invented must be based on you, counselor. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


A flare gun rests on the floor of the jeep. Howard fidgets with his feet, gets it to 
where he can break the plastic safety. 
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CLOSE ON FLARE GUN 


Howard steps on the plastic safety when they hit the next bump. He's trying to 
depress the release button, but -- 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

The flare gun bounces over to Valerie's side of the vehicle. Howard gives her a look. 
ON FLARE GUN 

Valerie steps on the release button and kicks it outside. 

ANGLE ON ROAD 


The gun fires off a red, smoking projectile, arcing over the jeep and EXPLODING in 
the sky. 


ON HOLT 

Not sure where this came from, he turns around. 

ON HOWARD 

who hits the brakes and pushes Holt off the rear of the vehicle. 
THE HANDGUN 

flies out of his hands. 

HOWARD AND VALERIE 


jump from the jeep and run toward the old water tower just as Holt FIRES at the 
vehicle. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
The couple has disappeared into the trees. Holt begins to track them. 


HOLT 
You're only delaying the inevitable, children. 
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EXT. OLD WATER TOWER 


Used for irrigation during the early part of the century, now just a monument from 
the past. The VIEW into the valley is breathtaking. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


To the rear of the tower is an overgrown irrigation canal leading under the mountains 
to a reservoir fourteen miles below. 


ANGLE ON TOWER 


Howard and Valerie run behind the large wooden structure. Holt sees them and 
follows. 


ANGLE ON RANCH 

Police vehicles speed up the hill. A helicopter is overhead. 
HOWARD AND VALERIE 

climb the ladder into the tower. It's not completely empty. 
INT. WATER TOWER 


They make their way around until they are in front of the drain tube. 


HOWARD 
Thank you. 
VALERIE 
For what? 
HOWARD 
Just thank you. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Holt is now in the tower. He walks around to where Howard and Valerie just were. 
He continues, giving it one more go 'round. The SOUND of SIRENS grows louder. 
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ANGLE ON KAYAK 


An inflatable kayak hangs from a rusty hook. Howard unties it and nudges Valerie to 
get in. 


VALERIE 
How do we know the cops won't shoot us? 


HOWARD 
We don't. 


He's about to climb aboard when Holt catches up with them. 


HOLT 
You are making this most unpleasant... 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Howard hurls a life vest at Holt, causing him to lose control of the gun momentarily. 
Just long enough for Howard to shove the kayak into the drain tube and hop aboard. 


EXT. WATER TOWER 

Two helicopters hover above. Some police cars approach. 

INT. TOWER 

Howard and Valerie hit the drain tube like the log ride at Knott's Berry Farm. 
HOLT 


leans out the opening, hoping to shoot through the tube. Seeing the chopper, he raises 
his hands as if to indicate he's a good guy. 


ON THE HELICOPTER 


A cop inside SHOOTS Holt, blowing him back into the tower. Bullets continue to fly 
into the water tower. Holt looks like a pin cushion. 


INT. DRAIN TUBE 


Howard and Valerie slide through the tube and end up in the canal, which goes 
immediately under a mountain. 
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EXT./INT. NARROW CANAL TUNNEL 
They fumble for the miners' head lamps in the storage hold. Turn on the lights. 


HOWARD 
Let there be light. 


ANGLE ON TUNNEL 

Now illuminated, and very quiet. Their kayak glides effortlessly through two miles of 
mountain. HELICOPTER SOUNDS FADE away, leaving the couple to catch their 
breath. 


VALERIE 
You think we're safe? 


HOWARD 
Safer than we were a minute ago. 


They each grab a paddle to avoid hitting the sides. 


HOWARD (Contd.) 
Watch out! 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Up ahead, an underground waterfall. 


HOWARD (Contd.) 
Hold on! 


They pass beneath the waterfall. Valerie gets soaked, Howard is mildly wet. 


VALERIE 
That's not fair. 
HOWARD 
Who said life's fair? 
ANGLE ON END OF TUNNEL 


A speck of light. 
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HOWARD (Contd.) 
I say we see if this phone works. 


EXT. RAIN FOREST 


The kayak emerges in an unspoiled rain forest. Tropical birds. Lush as can be. 
Serene. 


VALERIE 
We'll get to the reservoir from here, right? 


HOWARD 
(looks directly at Valerie) 


I don't know. But if it ends right here with you, it would be just fine. 


Howard removes the satellite phone from his pocket, sees it is "in use." Places it to 


his ear. 
HOWARD (Contd.) 
Hello? 
LARRY KING (V.O.) 
Mr. Howard Taksen, is that you? 
HOWARD 
(startled, then smiles) 

Larry, you'll go anywhere for a story, won't you? 

ON VALERIE 


Is she dreaming? 
ON HOWARD 
relieved, beaming. 


HOWARD (Contd.) 
I'm in Mexico. 


INT. CNN STUDIO 


Larry King in his best pair of suspenders. 
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LARRY KING 
Tell it to someone who doesn't know. 


EXT. RAIN FOREST 


The kayak moves effortlessly through the canal. Valerie reaches her hand back. 
Howard takes it. Tropical splendor. 


HOWARD 
(still on phone) 
Tell my son I'm okay. 


LARRY KING (V.O.) 
He patched through to us an hour ago. 


Valerie takes the phone, drops it in the canal. Laughs. 
VARIOUS SHOTS 


of the couple as they move through the deserted irrigation canal. A fourteen-mile 
moment of silence. 


EXT. MEXICAN COAST - AERIAL SHOT 


Military helicopters surround the tiny kayak as it enters the reservoir. Howard and 
Valerie are lifted aboard one of them. 


ANGLE ON SKY 


The helicopter ascends, circling back over the Dunhart estate, then above the lush 
valley and over the fishing village, finally disappearing into the horizon. 


FADE OUT 
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Clock Without Hands 


FADE IN: 
EXT. MAIN STREET - MORNING 


A quiet, charming small town. We FOLLOW J.T. MALONE as he walks down this 
almost unoccupied street, as if either for the first or last time. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

Malone, a gaunt man of forty, passes by the First Bank of Milan, Georgia. 

EXT. PHARMACY - MORNING 

Malone fumbles with the keys, opens the front door and, holding it open with his 
foot, picks up a bundle of newspapers and brings it inside. As the door closes, it says: 
J.T. MALONE, PROPRIETOR. 

INT. PHARMACY - MORNING 

Malone cuts the twine off the newspapers, sets them to one side of the counter. 
CLOSE ON FRONT PAGE 

The Milan Courier, March 27, 1953. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


Malone yawns as he puts a filter in the coffee machine. He adjusts the thermostat, 
then raises it some more. Pumps the handle to the Coca-Cola machine. 


ANGLE ON FULL-LENGTH MIRROR 


Malone studies himself, pulls at the sides of his trousers which hang in folds. Rubs 
his right hand over his Adam's apple. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Placing one foot on the scale, Malone thinks better of it and goes to the counter, 
where he picks up a liver and iron tonic and forces himself to swallow it. No sooner 
does he finish the tonic then Malone passes out on the floor behind the counter. 
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INT. DR. HAYDEN'S OFFICE - DAY (A WEEK LATER) 


Malone is seated across the desk of DR. KENNETH HAYDEN, who does not look 
Malone directly in the eye. Rather, he fidgets with a letter opener, passing it from one 
hand to another. 


MALONE 
The day I fainted, it was a warm day. Probably a case of spring fever. 


DR. HAYDEN 
It's going around. 


MALONE 
So the reports came in -- am | all right? 


The doctor is now looking toward the open window. 


DR. HAYDEN 
We have checked carefully and there seems to be something 
unusual in the blood chemistry. 


A FLY is BUZZING around the desk. 


MALONE 
I felt all along you would find a touch of anemia. You know I 
was once a med student. 


Dr. Hayden holds the letter opener in his right hand. 


DR. HAYDEN 
In that case we can talk it over medically. 
(hurried) 
The red blood cells have a count of only two point fifteen 
million so we have an anemia. But that is not the important 
factor. The white blood cells are abnormally increased -- the 
count is sixty-one thousand. You understand what that means. 


MALONE 
(helpless) 
I can't quite remember. It's been a long time and | didn't graduate. 


Dr. Hayden pulls out a thermometer and places it under Malone's tongue. Then he 
walks over to the window and gazes outside. 
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DR. HAYDEN 
There is a preponderance of leukocytes of a juvenile character. 
The long and the short of it is, we have here a case of leukemia. 


Dr. Hayden is sweating, takes out a handkerchief and wipes his forehead. Malone 
removes the thermometer from his mouth. 


MALONE 
I remember a little girl in the newspapers and the parents had her 
Christmas in September because she was expected soon to die. 
(then) 
Am I going to die with this -- leukemia? 


From the next room a CHILD gives a long, raw SHRIEK. Malone shudders. 


DR. HAYDEN 
We are both family men and if I were you I would get my affairs in order. 


The FLY is still BUZZING. 


MALONE 
(smiles) 
It's a peculiar thing. Until this winter I always carried plain, 
straight life insurance. But I had it converted to the sort of policy 
that gives you retirement pay beginning at sixty-five -- there was 
this ad in a magazine. It's funny, I'll have to switch it back. 


DR. HAYDEN 
That sounds like a wise decision. 


MALONE 
(still smiling) 
The ads for the retirement plan always pictured this middle-aged 
couple in a sunny climate -- Florida or California. But I and my 
wife had planned on a little place up in Vermont or Maine. Living 
this far south all your life you get pretty tired of sun and glare. 


Suddenly, the screen of words collapses and, unprotected before his fate, Malone 
weeps. 


ANGLE ON DR. HAYDEN 


who looks for guidance at the picture of his own wife and children on his desk. He 
reaches across the desk and pats Malone's hand. 
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DR. HAYDEN 

Nothing in this day and age is hopeless. Every month science 
discovers a new weapon against disease. Maybe soon they will 
find a way to control diseased cells. 

(then) 
There is one good thing -- if anything could be called good in 
this situation -- there is not much pain involved. And we will 
try everything. X-rays, transfusions, everything. 


Malone blows on his glasses, wipes them, and puts them back on. 


MALONE 
Excuse me, Doctor. I guess I'm weak and kind of unhinged. 
I can go to the hospital whenever you want me to. 


EXT. MILAN STREETS - AFTERNOON 


Malone walks aimlessly around town, through the shambling, crowded slums of the 
Wedwell cotton mill, through the Negro sections, through streets of middle-class 
houses set in careful lawns. An absent-minded person who seeks something, but has 
already forgotten the thing that is lost. 


EXT. MALONE'S BACKYARD 


His capable wife MARTHA and their children -- ELLEN, 12 and TOMMY, 9 -- 
work in the vegetable garden. Malone watches from a distance but does not 
approach, choosing to continue his walk. 


INT. FIRST BAPTIST CHURCH - MORNING 

Malone sits among the congregation and listens to DR. WATSON'S sermon about 
death. He looks around at the parishioners, and strains his neck to see the sky through 
one of the windows. 


EXT. MILAN STREET 


After church, Malone walks alone through the business section toward the pharmacy. 
As he turns the corner he hears FOOTSTEPS. Feeling uncomfortable, he takes a 
shortcut through an unpaved alley. 


EXT. ALLEY 


The footsteps have ceased but Malone still appears uneasy. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


Malone turns to GLIMPSE a shadow on the wall. He turns so suddenly that he 
collides with his follower. 


ANGLE ON COLORED BOY 


Medium-tall with a muscular body and a face that is sullen in repose. Except for his 
eyes, he looks like any other colored boy of seventeen. 


CLOSE ON A BEAUTIFUL SET OF BLUISH-GRAY EYES 
set in a dark face. A bleak, almost violent look. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Once seen, the rest seems unusual and out of proportion. The arms are too long, the 
chest too broad, the expression alternates from emotional sensitivity to deliberate 
sullenness. 


ON MALONE 


frightened, he steps back a pace. He knows he shouldn't be. The eyes of both are of 
the same gray-blue and it's as if the two are in a contest to out-stare each other. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The eyes staring at Malone turn from cold and blazing to a look of eerie 
understanding. As if those eyes know Malone is soon to die. Without a word, Malone 
turns and walks down the alley, relieved to find ordinary friendly faces at the end. 


INT. PHARMACY - LATE MORNING 


Malone enters to see JUDGE FOX CLANE holding court in front of the soda 
fountain. Dressed in a rumpled, white-linen suit, a lavender shirt, and a tie adorned 
with a pearl stickpin and stained with a coffee spot. The judge is an enormous man 
with a red face and a rough halo of yellow-white hair. His left hand has been 
damaged by a stroke and he rests it cautiously on the counter edge. This hand is clean 
and slightly puffy from disuse -- while the right one, which he uses constantly as he 
talks, is dingy-nailed, with a star sapphire on the ring finger. Malone heads toward 
the compounding room in the back. 


JUDGE 
Be with you in a minute, J.T. 
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INT. COMPOUNDING ROOM 


Separated from the rest of the store by a wall of medicine bottles. There is just 
enough room for a rocking chair and the prescription table. The judge crowds the 
room until he lowers himself carefully into the rocker. Malone pours bourbon in two 
glasses. 


JUDGE 
Nothing is so musical as the sound of pouring bourbon 
for the first drink on a Sunday morning. Not Bach or 
Schubert or any of those masters my grandson plays... 


The judge drinks slowly, savoring the taste, while Malone gulps his down. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
J.T., have you ever stopped to consider that the South is in the vortex 
of a revolution almost as disastrous as the War Between the States? 


Malone pours himself another drink and adds more bourbon to the judge's glass. 


MALONE 
I'd not considered that, no. 


JUDGE 
The wind of revolution is rising to destroy our very foundations. 
The poll tax will soon be abolished and every ignorant Nigra can 
vote. Then, a minimum-wage law so outrageous that it will be the 
death knell of the rural South. The Federal Housing Projects are 
already the ruination of real estate. They call it slum clearance 
-- but who makes the slums, I ask you? 


The judge takes his cigar case out of Malone's cabinet and hands two cigars to 
Malone to prepare. As Malone clips them and returns the case to the cabinet -- 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
And mark my words, those same Federal apartment buildings — modern 
and Northern as they are -- will turn to slum in ten years' time. 


It's obvious from his demeanor that J.T. Malone has listened to the old judge for 
many years. 


MALONE 
(reflective) 
I have a serious request to ask of you. I want to draw up my will. 
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JUDGE 
Always glad to oblige, J.T. Is there anything particular? 


MALONE 
Oh, no, just the usual thing -- but I want it done as soon 
as you can get to it. 
(then) 
The doctors say I don't have too long to live. 


ON THE JUDGE 
who stops rocking and puts down his glass. 


JUDGE 
Why, what on earth! What's wrong with you, J.T.? 


MALONE 
(somehow relieved) 
Seems I have a blood disease. 


JUDGE 
A blood disease! Why, that's ridiculous. I remember your 
father who had his wholesale pharmacy on the corner of 
Twelfth and Mulberry in Macon. And your mother I remember, 
too -- she was a Wheelwright. You have the best blood in this 
state in your veins, J.T., and never forget that. 


MALONE 
Yes, but the doctors -- 


JUDGE 
Oh, doctors, never let them intimidate you. Some years ago when I 
had that little seizure, Doc Tatum began his alarmist talk. No liquor 
or cigars or even cigarettes. Seems like I had better learn to pick up a 
harp or shovel coal. But I spoke up and followed my own instincts. 


MALONE 
Yes, but -- 


JUDGE 
Here I am as hale and hearty as a man my age could wish to be. 


And poor Doc, I was a pallbearer at his funeral. 


Malone pours himself another drink. 
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MALONE 
The slide showed it was leukemia. And the blood count 
showed a terrible increase in leukocytes. 


JUDGE 
Leukocytes. What are they? 


MALONE 
White blood cells. 
JUDGE 
Never heard of them. 
MALONE 


But they're there. 
The judge massages the silver part of his cane. 


JUDGE 
J.T., have you ever noticed that when someone has a failing, that 
fault is the first and foremost thing he attributes to another? Say 
a man is greedy...greed is the first thing he accuses in others, or 
stinginess...that is the first fault a stingy man can recognize. 


MALONE 
I know, but I don't see... 


JUDGE 
I'm getting around to that. If you ask me, that Dr. Hayden 
looks sickly. Maybe he's got that leukemia. 


MALONE 
(relieved) 
It's true that Hayden has very thin arms. Maybe you're right. 


JUDGE 
All the same, it's a fact you look peaked these days. Liver is excellent 
for the blood. Crisp fried calves liver smothered in onion sauce. 


He lifts his glass. 
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JUDGE (Contd.) 
And this is the best tonic. J.T., you are just tense and intimidated. 


BOY'S VOICE 
Judge Clane. 


ANGLE ON GROWN BOY 


A tall, fat Black boy of sixteen who does not have his share of sense. Dressed in a 
light blue suit that is too tight for him, and narrow pointed shoes that make him walk 
in a gingerly crippled way. Although a handkerchief shows in his breast pocket, he 
wipes his running nose with his hand. 


GROWN BOY 
It's Sunday. 


The judge reaches in his pocket and gives him a coin. As Grown Boy limps eagerly 
toward the fountain, he calls back in a sweet low voice -- 


GROWN BOY (Contd.) 
Much obliged, Judge Clane. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge looks with pity at Malone, but when the pharmacist turns back to him, he 
avoids his glance and massages his cane again. 


JUDGE 
Grown Boy eats his cone without ever having to worry 
that with each hour we approach our final end. 


Malone closes his eyes. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
Here I sit, a ruin of an old man, a stricken field on death's old battleground. 
For seventeen years since the death of my son, I have waited. 


Malone opens his eyes, stares at the wall of prescription bottles, the light flickering in 
one of them. 


MALONE 
I have often thought of him. And grieved for you. 
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CLOSE ON BOTTLE 
As the judge speaks, we see VARIOUS IMAGES -- 
FLASHBACK: THE NIGHT SKY - A FALLING STAR 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
The bright night he was born I saw a remarkable falling star. 
It arched clear across the January sky. Miss Missy had been 
eight hours in labor and I groveled before the foot of her bed, 
praying and crying. Then Doc Tatum collared me and jerked 
me to the door, saying, 'Get drunk in the pantry or go in the 
yard.' And that's when I saw the falling star, and it was just 
then that Johnny, my son, was born. 


FLASHBACK: QUAIL COOKING IN A FRYING PAN. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
It was four o'clock and I fried Doc some quail. You know 
something uncanny, J.T.? 


FLASHBACK: A HUGE CHRISTMAS TREE WITH BIG COLORED LIGHTS 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
We had quail for dinner that last Christmas. Johnny had gone 
hunting the Sunday before. Ah, the patterns of life -- 


MALONE (V.O.) 
Maybe he was cleaning his gun. 


FLASHBACK: INT. JUDGE'S HOUSE AT CHRISTMAS TIME - VARIOUS 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
A son of such beauty and promise -- not yet twenty-five and 
graduated magna cum laude. A beautiful young wife and a baby 
on the way. And a thousand acres of the best peach land. 
(then) 
It wasn't his gun. It was my pistol. 


MALONE (V.O.) 
It was probably a fleeting depression. 
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FLASHBACK: COURTROOM 
A black man stands in shackles. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
Sometimes I think it was to spite me. That very day we were quarreling. 


MALONE (V.O.) 
Every family quarrels. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
It was something inconsequential, about a black man it was 
my duty to sentence. 


MALONE (V.O.) 
You are blaming yourself needlessly. 


FLASHBACK: THE JUDGE'S LIVING ROOM - WITH JOHNNY 
JUDGE (V.O.) 
We were at the table with coffee and cigars -- the ladies were 
in the parlor -- and Johnny got more and more excited and 
shouted something and ran upstairs. 


FLASHBACK: EXT. JUDGE'S SNOW-COVERED HOUSE 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
We heard the shot a few minutes later. 


A GUNSHOT. 
INT. PHARMACY, COMPOUNDING ROOM - DAY (RETURN TO PRESENT) 
The judge sits silently. Malone sees the sorrow on his face. 
MALONE 
Your grandson is the image of his father. It must be of great 


comfort to you. 


The judge mouths his cigar before he answers. 
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JUDGE 
Comfort -- anxiety -- he is all that is left. 
(then) 
Three months later Jester's mother died in childbirth. If she had only been 
taken to Johns Hopkins. But Clanes have always been born at home. 


MALONE 
Mirabelle used to come to the drugstore every afternoon. 
She craved sweets. 


JUDGE 
Six months after that, my beloved Miss Missy died. A purer woman 
never lived. The doctors said the cancer was in remission. 


MALONE 


(quietly) 
Doctors. 


JUDGE 
Then the following year I'm at the country club. 


FLASHBACK: EXT. GOLF COURSE - DAY 


The judge swings a club. His grandson, age seven, stands a few yards away. The 
colored Caddy, also seven, stands nearby. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
And I had one of those falling-out spells. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - THE JUDGE 
lying face-down in a pond. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
Drowning with nothing but a seven-year-old boy and a little colored 
caddy to save me. How they hauled me out I don't know. So I went 
to Johns Hopkins, where they said I had suffered a stroke. 
(then) 
To make matters worse, I was told I had sugar in the blood and 
that means diabetes. 
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INT. PHARMACY, COMPOUNDING ROOM - DAY (RETURN TO PRESENT) 


MALONE 
(changing the subject) 
Perhaps Jester will study for the law and enter politics. 


JUDGE 
(violently) 
No! I don't want the boy in law or politics. 


MALONE 
Jester is a boy who could make his career in anything. Perhaps 
medicine, then. 


JUDGE 
With all respect to the medical profession, doctors don't 
even know what death is. Death is cunning. It corners around 
sideways, J.T. Watch for it every day, it won't come. 


Malone has a sudden thought. 


MALONE 
Have you ever seen a blue-eyed Nigra? I don't mean the weak-eyed blue 
of old colored people. I mean the gray-blue of a young colored boy. 


JUDGE 
I know the nigger you're thinking of. 


MALONE 
He startled me. Who is he? 


JUDGE 
Just a nigger around town. He gives massages and caters 
-- a jack-of-all-trades. And a well-trained singer. 


MALONE 
I ran into him in an alley behind the store. 


JUDGE 
Sherman Pew, that's the nigger's name. 


ON MALONE 


The judge's emphasis seems more than a bit peculiar. 
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MALONE 
Well, he gave me a shock. 


JUDGE 
I'm thinking of taking him on as a houseboy. 


MALONE 
I never saw such strange eyes. Can you trust him? 


JUDGE 
Who else can I trust more than the colored caddy who saved my life? 


Malone is surprised, but his feelings are unchanged. 


MALONE 
I wouldn't hire that colored boy, but maybe you know best, Judge. 


JUDGE 
For years I put up with injections from those public nurses. Insulin is 
a delicate, mysterious thing and has to be administered by someone 
mighty intelligent and conscientious, needles boiled and so forth. 


MALONE 
I guess it's those cold blue eyes. 


JUDGE 
A woods colt, something wrong between the sheets. He 
was left a foundling in the Holy Ascension Church. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
Jester, speaking of the devil -- 


JOHN JESTER CLANE stands in the room with the sunlight from the street behind 
him. Wearing jeans and a striped jersey, he is a slight, limber boy of seventeen with 
auburn hair and a fair complexion. Jester is accompanied by his dog, a boxer named 
Tige. 


JESTER 
(excited) 
I soloed, Grandfather. 
(then) 
Hey, Mr. Malone, how are you today? 
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Tears of remembrance, pride and alcohol come to the judge's weak eyes. 


JUDGE 
Soloed did you, darling? How did it feel? 


JESTER 
(considers) 
I expected to feel lonely and somehow proud. But all I did 
was watch the instruments. I guess I just felt responsible. 


The judge turns to Malone. 


JUDGE 
Imagine, J.T. A few months ago he announced, 'Grandfather, I am taking 
flying lessons.' Saved his own money, made all the arrangements. 
(strokes Jester's thigh) 
Didn't you, Lambones? 


JESTER 
It's nothing to it. Everybody ought to be able to fly. 


JUDGE 
(grieving) 
What authority prompts the young folks these days to act 
on such unheard of decisions? It was never so in my day or 
yours, J.T. Can't you see now why I am so afraid? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Jester deftly removes the judge's drink and hides it on a corner shelf. Malone notices 
this and is offended on the judge's behalf. 


JESTER 
It's dinner time, Grandfather. The car is just down the street. 


The judge rises ponderously with his cane and the dog starts for the door. 


JUDGE 
Whenever you're ready, Lambones. 


At the door he turns to Malone. 
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JUDGE (Contd.) 

Don't let the doctors intimidate you, J.T. Death is the 

great gamer with a sleeve of tricks. 
The judge presses his cheek to Malone's and exits. 
INT. PHARMACY 
Malone stands ready to close the door and overhears -- 

JESTER 

Grandfather, I do wish you wouldn't call me Lambones 

or darling in front of strangers. 
Malone does not like this comment one bit. 

JUDGE 
Stranger? 
(then) 

Poor J.T., it's such a shocking thing. 
Malone quickly closes the door and returns to the compounding room. 
INT. PHARMACY, COMPOUNDING ROOM 
Malone sits with the compounding pestle in his hands. 
CLOSE ON PHOTO ON WALL 
An old man, Mr. Greenlove, with the same pestle in his hands. 
ON MALONE 
He shivers. He empties the judge's cigar ashes. Then he fondles the pestle again. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The blue-eyed NIGGER stands before Malone, holding a bunch of keys on a silver 
ring. 


MALONE 


drops the pestle in surprise. Stares at those blazing blue eyes. 
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NIGGER 
I found this just outside the door. 


MALONE 
(almost recovered) 
They're not mine. 


NIGGER 
I noticed Judge Clane and his boy was here. Maybe they're theirs. 


He drops the keys on the table, then stoops down to pick up the pestle and hands it to 
Malone. 


MALONE 
Much obliged. I'll inquire about the keys. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Malone, cold with loathing and hatred, watches the boy leave and jaywalk across the 
street. When the PHONE RINGS, Malone is slow to pick up and speaks in a soft 
voice. 


MALONE (Contd.) 
Malone's Drugstore. 
(recognizing) 
Hi honey. Yes, I'm on my way. 
(then) 
Would you mind picking me up? I'm too tired to walk today. 
(finally) 
I have something to tell you, it's about what the doctor said. 


INT. PHARMACY 


Malone prepares to lock up, and as he waits for his wife he begins to cry. Soft, slow 
tears. 


MALONE 
Father, Father, please help me. 


No sooner does he say this than the CLOCK at the bank across the street begins to 
CHIME. 
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MALONE'S POV - THE CLOCK 


Through his tears he can see the clock but cannot make out the time -- the hands are 
missing. 


ON MALONE 
He wipes his eyes, composes himself, and waits for his wife. 
INT. JUDGE'S HOUSE, DINING ROOM - HALF PAST NOON 


VERILY, the 50ish Negro cook, opens the shutters to illuminate the dining room, 
then rings the dinner chimes. The dog is the first to respond, running into the room. 


CLOSE ON LADLE (A FEW MOMENTS LATER) 
as Verily carefully pours soup into the judge's bowl. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge and Jester are at the table. The judge eats greedily, sipping buttermilk 
between swallows of bread. Jester takes a spoonful of soup and then holds a glass of 
iced tea to his cheek and forehead. Verily awaits a verdict. 


JESTER 
It's just right, Verily. 


JUDGE 
(to Jester) 
Eat the liver, son, you ought to have liver at least once a week. 


JESTER 
Yes, Grandfather. 


The judge takes a newspaper from his lap and places it on the table next to his 
grandson. 


JUDGE 
The Atlanta Constitution today referred to me as a reactionary. 


JESTER 
I'm sorry. 
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JUDGE 
It's nothing to be sorry about. I'm glad! 


Jester seems agitated. He's grown tired of this subject, knows what's coming. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
A reactionary is a citizen who reacts when the age-long standards 
of the South are threatened. 


JESTER 
Why are you always harping on segregation? 


JUDGE 
(annoyed) 
Why, Jester, you're joking. 


Jester pushes the newspaper back toward his grandfather. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
How would you like to see a hulking Nigra boy sharing a 
desk with a delicate little white girl? 


JESTER 
How about a hulking white girl sharing a desk with a 
delicate little Negro boy? 


JUDGE 
You're right, Lambones, such communist ideas are just 
too preposterous to consider. 


Jester glances to see that Verily is out of the room. 


JESTER 
That's not what I meant. I can't see why colored people 
and white people shouldn't mix as citizens. 


JUDGE 
Oh, son! 


For a moment, Jester notices his grandfather's distress and feels a tremor of 
sympathy. 


JESTER 
Grandfather, what do you see in that picture? 
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ANGLE ON PAINTING OVER MANTELPIECE 
A Southern scene of a peach orchard and a Negro shack and a cloudy sky. 


JUDGE (0.S.) 
I lost a small fortune with these pretty peach trees. 


JESTER (0.S.) 
But what do you actually see? 


JUDGE (0.S.) 
Why, there's an orchard and clouds and a Nigra shack. 


JESTER (0.S.) 
Do you see there between the shack and the trees a pink mule? 


JUDGE (0.S.) 
A pink mule? Why naturally not. 


JESTER (O.S.) 
It's a cloud, but it looks to me exactly like a pink mule with a gray bridle. 


BACK TO SCENE 


JUDGE 
(staring) 
I don't see it. 


Verily enters the room with corn pudding. 


VERILY 
They're galloping upward, a whole sky of pink mules. 
(then) 
Why, mercy, what's the matter with you all. You ain't 
scarcely touch your dinner. 


JESTER 
(to both of them) 
All my life I saw the picture just as Great Aunt Sara intended 
it. And now I can't see what I'm supposed to. I try to look back 
-- but it's no use. It's still a pink mule. 


JUDGE 
Do you feel dizzy, Lambones? 


522 | STEVEN KUNES 


Verily understands, and beneath the surface, so does the judge. 


JESTER 
I'm just trying to explain that this picture is a sort of -- symbol. All 
my life I've seen things like you and the family wanted me to see them. 
But this summer I have different thoughts, different feelings. 


Verily smiles reassuringly and leaves the room. The judge is anxious. 


JUDGE 
That's only natural, son. 


JESTER 
(repeats) 
A symbol. I used to have ideas exactly like everybody else. 
And now I have my own. 


JUDGE 
Such as? 


JESTER 
For one thing, I question the justice of white supremacy. 


No response from the judge. 
JESTER (Contd.) 
All my life I have worshipped you, Grandfather. I thought you were 
the wisest, kindest man on earth. I saved everything in print about you. 


This piques the judge's attention. 


JESTER (Contd.) 
I always thought you ought to be President. 


The judge glows with warmth and self-pride. 

FLASHBACK: INT. HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES - DAY 

A Black Man stands before Congress, who offer him a standing ovation. 
JESTER (V.O.) 


I was so proud of you when that Negro from Cuba made a 
talk to Congress. 
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ANGLE ON YOUNGER JUDGE 
seated amongst the standing congressmen, puffing on a cigar, his feet propped up. 


JESTER (V.O.) 
The other congressmen were standing and you sat back 
further in your chair. I thought it was wonderful, but now 
I can see it was rude and bad manners. 


INT. JUDGE'S HOUSE, DINING ROOM (RETURN TO PRESENT) 
The judge's crippled arm tightens around his cane. 


JUDGE 
Far sharper than a serpent's tooth it is to have a thankless child. 


JESTER 
I'm not your child. I'm your grandson and my father's child. 
Sometimes I wonder why my father -- did what he did. 


The judge is shocked, reaches for the dinner bell. 


JUDGE 
What did you mean by that? 


JESTER 
Nothing. Except it is natural to wonder about my father's death, 


under the circumstances. 


The judge rings the dinner bell and Verily enters. 


JUDGE 
Verily, bring a bottle of that elderberry wine Mr. Malone brought 
me for my birthday. 

VERILY 


Right now, today, sir? 
She NOTICES the uneaten dinner. Before she can speak -- 


JUDGE 
It's delicious. I just have a mite of -- 
(to Jester) 
-- indigestion. 
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INT. STAIRWAY 


The judge makes his way up the stairs. Jester follows, holding an open bottle of wine 
and two glasses. 


JUDGE 
Son, has it ever occurred to you that I am not a wealthy man any longer? 


JESTER 
You lost money with the peaches. Don't worry, I can manage. 


JUDGE 
West Point is free and I could get you an appointment. 


JESTER 
I don't want to be an army officer. 
(announces) 
I like music and flying. 


JUDGE 
Well, go to West Point and enter the Air Corps. Anything you can 
get from the Federal Government you ought to take. God knows 
they've done enough damage to the South. 


JESTER 
I don't have to decide about the future until next year. 


The two men stop at the attic door. The judge removes a key from his pocket, holds it 
in the air. 


JUDGE 
What I was pointing out, son, is my finances are not what 
they used to be. But if my plans materialize, then one day 
you will be a very wealthy man. 


The judge opens the attic door. 


JESTER 
What plans, Grandfather? 


INT. ATTIC 


The two are seated beside several old steamer trunks. Both sip elderberry wine. 
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JUDGE 
It's a plan to rectify an immense historical injustice. 


The judge leans toward his grandson, almost whispers. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
Think, son. Think about World War I and World War II. 
What happened to the German mark after the armistice? 
Did the Germans burn their money? Did the Japanese make 
bonfires of their currency after their defeat? 


Jester is bewildered by the old man's vehemence. 


JESTER 


JUDGE 
In any civilized nation, the victor allows the vanquished to 
restore in the interest of common economics. 
(then) 
Jester Clane, the currency of a conquered nation is always 
redeemed or devalued, but left in circulation. The lira in Italy, 
the yen, the mark -- all were redeemed. 


JESTER 
You brought me into the attic to tell me that? 


JUDGE 
But what happened after the War Between the States? 


JESTER 
The slaves were freed. 


JUDGE 
The backbone of our cotton economy vanished, gone with 
the wind. Remember how we cried at that picture show? 


JESTER 
I didn't cry. 


JUDGE 
But back to the issue. Not only was our economy deliberately wrecked, but 
the Federal Government invalidated every cent of Confederate currency. 
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JESTER 
I read that they used to burn the bills for kindling. 


The judge sits silent for a moment. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge fumbles with the padlock. The trunk opens. It's filled with neatly-stacked 
bundles of Confederate bills. 


JESTER (Contd.) 
It would be a fortune if it was real. 


JUDGE 
One of these days it will be, if my strength and vision can make it so. 


Jester just stares at his grandfather. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
Think of the billions squandered by the Federal Government 
during the last hundred years. The wars, the public spending. 
Our currency should have been redeemed. Don't you see that, Lamb? 


JESTER 
Well it wasn't and it's too late now. 


Jester wants to leave. But his grandfather holds him with a gesture. 


JUDGE 
It's never too late. And if I win the next election I will have a bill 
introduced in the House of Representatives to redeem all 
Confederate monies, with the proper cost-of-living adjustment. 


Jester can't believe his ears. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
It will be for the South what FDR intended to do in his New Deal. 


He grabs hold of his grandson's arm, excited. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
And you, Jester, will be looking at ten million dollars. 
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JESTER 
(now impressed) 
How did that much money accumulate? 


JUDGE 
(proud) 
There are ancestors of vision in our family. Never forget that. Your 
great-great-grandmother traded for Confederate money, swapping 
now and then a few eggs and produce -- once I remember her telling 
me she swapped a laying hen for three million dollars. I will never 
forget her saying, 'It will come back, it's bound to.' 


JESTER 
But it never has. 


JUDGE 
Until now, you wait and see. 


Jester holds a stack of bills in his hand, then places it back in the trunk. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
Do you remember how, when you were a little boy, you 
used to call me Grandy? 


JESTER 
I remember everything. 


The judge grasps Jester's hand and presses it to his cheek. 


JUDGE 
After your father's death I realized the one quality more 
important than justice -- 


Jester's attention is always held by any reference to his father and his death. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
-- passion! 


JESTER 
(embarrassed) 


Passion? Did my father have passion? 


The judge evades his question. 
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JUDGE 
Young people of your generation have no passion. They have 
cut themselves off from the ideals of their ancestors. 


JESTER 
What ideals. 


JUDGE 
Once, when I was in New York, I saw a Nigra man sitting at 
a table with a white girl. I left that day and never went back. 


JESTER 
I wouldn't have minded at all. 


JUDGE 
That's what I mean, you have no passion. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 
as he heads for the door. 


JESTER 
Goodbye, Grandfather. 


JUDGE 
(desperate) 
Son! I mean, Grandson! 


The judge seeks desperately for words that will bridge the chasm that opened in the 
last two hours. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
You know, Jester, I could see the pink mule you were talking about. 


The admission alters nothing and they both know it. Jester's pity toward his 
grandfather mingles with remorse. 


JESTER 
I'm glad you know how I stand. I'm glad I told you. I love 
you anyway -- Grandy. I'll be back later. 


Before the old man can speak, Jester is gone. 
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EXT. AIRPORT - LATE AFTERNOON 

Jester ascends the runway into the blue Milan sky. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 

Jester's plane is silhouetted against a beautiful sunset. 

INT. JUDGE'S HOUSE, LIBRARY - NIGHT 

The old man snoozes in his high-back leather chair as Jester returns. 
ON JESTER 

who pauses a moment, watching his grandfather sleep. 

INT. JESTER'S BEDROOM 


Jester flings himself on his bed. Within moments he is overtaken by a SOUND -- a 
tune from far away played on a PIANO, and a dark VOICE singing. 


ON JESTER 
as he sits up, trying to make out the song and the voice. 
JESTER'S POV 


out the window, into the night. It's a blues tune, voluptuous and grieving, coming 
from the lane behind the judge's property. The jazz sadness blossoms. 


EXT. JUDGE'S HOUSE 


Jester slips out of the house unnoticed. The music's coming from the third house 
down the lane. 


EXT. SHERMAN'S HOUSE 


Jester approaches the front door and knocks, then knocks again. The music stops and 
the door opens. 


ON JESTER 


unprepared for what he would say or to whom he would speak. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 
The Negro with the blue eyes stands facing him, cold blazing eyes. 
JESTER 


is hit with fear, then love, and finally, maybe, passion. Still not knowing, Jester 
enters the house and shuts the door. 


EXT. MALONE'S HOUSE - NIGHT 


The JAZZ has started again, only now we are LOOKING THROUGH Malone's front 
window into his living room. Malone is saying something to his wife Martha, and 
when he is through speaking she begins to cry -- then stops herself long enough to 
give her husband a hug. Malone responds, taking Martha in his arms. 


EXT. MILAN STREET 

Malone walks alone, his head down. 

EXT. JUDGE'S HOUSE 

Malone is let into the house by Verily. The JAZZ still playing. 


MALONE (V.O.) 
I told my wife, about that...leukemia. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
Liver shots, J.T. And toddies. 


MALONE (V.O.) 
Doctors always say 'we' -- 'we have here a case of leukemia.' 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
I'll bet you're glad you didn't finish medical school. Where is 
that Jester? He doesn't dance, doesn't drink liquor, doesn't even 
go with girls as far as I know. You think I ought to call the police? 


MALONE (V.O.) 
It's not late enough to worry about. He'll be home soon. 
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INT. SHERMAN'S HOUSE - NIGHT 
Jester stands before the Negro in the foyer. His voice trembles. 


JESTER 
Excuse me. Who are you and what was that song you were singing? 


SHERMAN (NIGGER) 


(creepy) 
If you want the ice-cold truth, I don't know who I am or any 


of my antecedents. 


JESTER 
(enthusiastic) 
You mean you are an orphan. Why, so am I. Don't you think 
that's sort of a sign? 


SHERMAN 
No. You know who you are. Now why did you come busting in here? 


JESTER 
I didn't come busting in. I knocked and said 'Excuse me,' and 
we got into a conversation. 


Sherman is suspicious and very much on guard. 


SHERMAN 
We didn't get into any conversation. 


JESTER 
You were saying how you didn't know about your parents. 


SHERMAN 
The sober, ice-cold truth is, I was left in a church pew and therefore 
I was named Pew, in that somewhat Negroid and literal manner, 
according to the Nigerian race. My first name is Sherman. 


INT. LIVING ROOM 


Without a word, Sherman goes to the piano and begins to sing and play. The same 
song as before. Jester is clearly moved. Sherman nods his head for Jester to sit down. 
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ON JESTER 
who sits and listens. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


As soon as the song is finished, Sherman measures two stout drinks from a once- 
handsome decanter. As he pours -- 


SHERMAN 
Lord Calvert's, bottled in bond, ninety-eight percent proof. 
(hands one to Jester) 
I don't serve rotgut to my guests. 


JESTER 
I can see you do not. 


Jester holds out a package of cigarettes. 


JESTER (Contd.) 
I smoke like a chimney, and drink wine practically every day. 


SHERMAN 
I only drink Lord Calvert's. 


JESTER 
Why were you so rude and ugly when I first came in here? 


SHERMAN 
You have to be mighty careful about skitzes these days. I 
actually knew one. 


JESTER 
(impressed) 
You knew a schizophrenic? 


SHERMAN 
Nobody you would know. He was a Golden Nigerian. 


JESTER 
(the sound is romantic) 
A Golden Nigerian? 
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SHERMAN 
That's a club I belonged to. It was a kind of protest against racial 
discrimination and with the very highest aims. First, we registered for the 
vote, and if you don't think that takes nerve in this country you don't know 
nothing. Each of us got a little cardboard coffin slipped under his door. 


Jester thinks about this, seems jealous. 


JESTER 
I wish I had been there when you went to register. 


SHERMAN 
No you wouldn't. You would've been the first to chicken. 


JESTER 
I resent that. 
(then) 
How do you know? 
SHERMAN 


Little Bo-Peep told me so. 
Jester is hurt, but admires Sherman's answer. 


JESTER 
Did many chicken out? 


SHERMAN 
That's how we all knew Happy Henderson was a skitz. Happy was 
a Golden Nigerian and chief active member in charge of 
Christmas donations, and he mugged an old lady on Christmas eve. 
He was just a skitz and didn't know what he was doing. 


JESTER 
I feel the sincerest sympathy for crazy people. 


SHERMAN 
(corrects him) 
The profoundest sympathy. That's what we said on the flowers...we 
sent his folks a wreath when he got electrocuted. 


Jester is appalled. 
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JESTER 
Electrocuted? 


SHERMAN 

(matter-of-fact) 
Naturally, mugging an old white lady on Christmas eve. Turned out 
Happy had been in institutions half his life. There was no motive. In 
fact, he didn't even snatch the old lady's purse. Just blew a fuse and 
went skitz. The lawyer from the state made a case about mental 
institutions and poverty and pressures...but in spite of everything, 
Happy was fried. 


JESTER 
I think it's simply terrible to refer to a friend and fellow 
member as being 'fried.' 


SHERMAN 
Well he was. 
(then) 
Let's converse about something more cheerful. Allow me 
to show you the finer amenities of Zippo Mullins' apartment. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 
Sherman points out each piece in the crowded, fancy, dreary room. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
This rug is pure Wilton and the hide-a-bed sofa cost one 
hundred and eight dollars secondhand. 


Jester eyes the three-quarter-size sofa. Sherman strokes an iron alligator with an 
electric light bulb in its gaping jaws. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
A housewarming present from Zippo's aunt, not too modern 
or attractive, but it's the thought that counts. 


Jester is relieved by the spark of humanness in his newfound friend. 


JESTER 
Absolutely. 
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SHERMAN 
The end tables are genuine antique as you can see. The 
plant was my birthday gift from Zippo. 


Sherman doesn't point out the red lamp with ragged fringes, two obviously broken 
chairs and other sad-looking pieces. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 
who says nothing to damage Sherman's dignity. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
I wouldn't have anything happen to this apartment. When 
I'm alone here at night I don't hardly open the door. 


JESTER 
Why? 


SHERMAN 
Afraid I might be mugged and the muggers would haul 
off the furniture. You see, I'm Zippo's house guest. 
(the air of a host) 
Let's proceed to the rest of the apartment. 


ANGLE ON KITCHENETTE 
The two walk toward the refrigerator. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
Look at the kitchenette, see the most modern conveniences. 


He opens the door for Jester. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
The bottom compartment is for crispies...crisp celery, 
carrots, lettuce, et cetera. 
(opens a drawer) 
We keep caviar in this section. Last Christmas we had 
champagne iced in this compartment. 


Jester is mystified. 


JESTER 
I never tasted caviar, or champagne, either. 
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SHERMAN 
Personally I just guzzle it. 


(then) 
And look, a genuine electric beater...plugs in right here. 


ANGLE ON BEATER 
Sherman plugs in the beater, which begins to beat furiously. Jester steps back. 
SHERMAN (Contd.) 
A Christmas gift to Zippo from yours truly. I bought it on 
credit and have the best credit record in town. 
Sherman senses Jester's boredom. 


INT. BEDROOM 


The boys stand before twin beds, each with a rose-colored spread. Sherman strokes 
one of them appreciatively. 


SHERMAN 
Pure rayon silk. 


ANGLE ON PORTRAITS 
over each of the beds, one of an elderly woman, the other of a dark young girl. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
Zippo's mother and sister. 


Sherman still strokes the bedspread. Jester studies the girl's portrait. 


JESTER 
She's a nice-looking girl. 
CLOSE ON SHERMAN 
His face becomes hard. 
SHERMAN 


Jester Clane, if you ever have the teeniest lewd lascivious 
thought about Cinderella Mullins I'll string you up by your heels, 
tie your hands, light fire to your face and watch you roast. 
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Jester's hands grip the headboard tightly. 


JESTER 
I only said... 


SHERMAN 
Any further wisecrack and I will make the slowest barbecue that anybody 
ever made, smothering up the flames so it will last and keep on lasting. 


JESTER 
I don't see why you talk so ugly, especially to somebody you just met. 


SHERMAN 
When it's a question of Cinderella Mullins' virtue, I talk how I please. 


Jester thinks for a moment. 


JESTER 
Are you in love with Cinderella Mullins, passionately, I mean? 


SHERMAN 
One more word and I'll have you fried in Atlanta. 


JESTER 
I think all this talk about electrocution and roasting people is childish. 
(now the stinging blow) 
In fact, I suspect it's because you have a limited vocabulary. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 
It worked. He's properly stung. 


SHERMAN 
(shouts) 
Limited vocabulary. 
(a long beat) 
What does the word 'stygian' mean? 


ON JESTER 
who thinks, then has to admit -- 


JESTER 
I don't know. 
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SHERMAN 
..and epizootical and pathologinical. 


JESTER 
Isn't pathologinical something about being sick? 


SHERMAN 
No, I just made it up. 


JESTER 
It's utterly unfair to make up words when you are testing 
another person's vocabulary. 


SHERMAN 
For chrissake, let’s change the subject. You wish me to 
sweeten your Calvert's? 


JESTER 
Sweeten? 


(sips it) 
It's kind of bitter and hot. 


SHERMAN 
I wonder more and more if you come from Mars. 


Without biting back, Jester follows Sherman from the bedroom. 
INT. LIVING ROOM 
As Sherman pours himself another -- 


JESTER 
What was that you were singing before? 


SHERMAN 
Just plain jazz. But this afternoon I was practicing genuine 
Simon-pure German lieder. 


JESTER 
What's that? 
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SHERMAN 
(all ego) 
Lieder, goofy, means song in German and German means German, 
like in English. 


ANGLE ON PIANO 
as Sherman plays the lieder. Jester trembles. The voice is high and pure and sweet. 


JESTER 
What does it mean? 


SHERMAN 
It's a love song. This youth is singing to his maiden, something like, 
'The two blue eyes of my beloved, I've never seen anything like them." 


JESTER 
It sounds like a love song to yourself. Kind of creepy. 


SHERMAN 


(happy) 
German lieder is creepy. That's why I specialize in it. 


JESTER 
Personally, I adore music, passionately. Last winter I learned 
the 'Winter Wind' etude. Would you like me to play it? 


Sherman is unwilling to share his musical laurels. 


SHERMAN 
No. Besides, I doubt you have very good tone. 


ON SHERMAN 
moving on to another subject. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
I really wanted to sing Tristan at the Metropolitan Opera House 
but the role is not adaptable to me. In fact, most of the roles at the 
Metropolitan are severely limited for people of my race. 


JESTER 
It must give you a funny feeling not knowing who your mother was. 
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SHERMAN 
Once you get accustomed to it, it don't bother you at all. 


EXT. PORCH 


The two are now seated on the front porch. The SOUND of CRICKETS is all around. 
Fireflies flicker on the small lawn. 


JESTER 
I was just wondering, since you have a voice like yours, if 
your mother wouldn't be Marian Anderson? 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 
who soaks up compliments, but who now is truly impressed. 


JESTER (Contd.) 
Toscanini said she had a voice like once in a century. 


Sherman so embraces the idea he wants to keep it to himself. 


SHERMAN 
When are you going home? 


Jester refuses to take the hint. 


JESTER 
Have you ever heard Marian Anderson sing 'Were You There 
When They Crucified My Lord"? 


SHERMAN 
Spirituals, that's another item that makes me blow a fuse. 


JESTER 
I cry when I hear them. Two golden, once-in-a-century 
voices, that's what yours are. 


SHERMAN 
Well, why did she abandon me? 


JESTER 
She might have fallen in love, passionately, I mean, with this white prince. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman's voice is mild but firm. 


SHERMAN 
Never say 'white' just out like that. Say Caucasian, otherwise you would 
refer to my race as colored or even Negro, while the proper name is 
Nigerian or Abyssinian. Otherwise you might hurt people's feelings. 


JESTER 
I see. 


SHERMAN 
Of all places, why did Marian Anderson leave me at the Holy 
Ascension Church in Milan, Georgia? 


Sherman does not wait for an answer, but instead gets up and goes back inside the 
house. Jester follows. 


INT. LIVING ROOM 


Sherman's back at the piano, pounding on middle C, over and over. Jester is 
perplexed and a bit frightened. 


SHERMAN 
How many vibrations are there in the treble? 


JESTER 
I don't even know what you're talking about. 


SHERMAN 
The teeny infinitesimal sounds that vibrate when you strike 
middle C or any other note. 


CLOSE ON PIANO 


Again, Sherman pounds on middle C, first with the right forefinger, then with the 
left. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
How many vibrations do you hear in the bass? 


JESTER 
None. 
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SHERMAN 
There are sixty-four in the treble and another sixty-four in the bass. 


JESTER 
What of it? 
ANGLE ON SHERMAN 
possessed. Hits a low and a high note. 
SHERMAN 


I'm just telling you I hear every teeniest vibration in 
the whole diatonic scale from here -- 

(indicates) 
-- to here. 


ON JESTER 
whose new friend has gone off the deep end. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
I'm talking about my race, goofball, and how I register every single 
vibration that happens to those of my race. I call it my black book. 


JESTER 


(gets it) 
You are talking about the piano as a sort of symbol. 


Jester is delighted at his own understanding. 


SHERMAN 
Symbol. Yeah man, that's right. 


FLASHBACK: EXT. BACK ROAD - DAY 
Four black teenagers rip an Aunt Jemima sign from a pole. 
SHERMAN (V.O.) 


When I was fourteen, a crowd of us got in a rage against 
the Aunt Jemima signs, so we decided to tear them off. 
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COPS 
have the boys in handcuffs. 


SHERMAN (V.O.) 
Upshot...cops caught us in the middle and all four of the gang was sent 
to jail, sentenced to two years on the road for destroying public property. 


A YOUNGER SHERMAN 
running away. 


SHERMAN (V.O.) 
I wasn't caught because I was just a lookout, but what 
happened is in my black book. 


FLASHBACK: EXT. ROCK QUARRY - DAY 
Black men lying on the ground. 


SHERMAN (V.O.) 
One guy died from overwork, another came back a living zombie. Some 
broke their legs with hammers so they wouldn't be worked to death. One 
of them was a kid that was caught on the Aunt Jemima signs. 


INT. LIVING ROOM (BACK TO PRESENT) 
Jester remembers. 


JESTER 
I read that in the paper and it made me sick, but is that 
the solemn truth, was he one of those Golden Nigerians? 


SHERMAN 
(defensive) 
I didn't say that. I said he was somebody I knew, and that's 
what I mean by vibrations. I vibrate with every injustice. 


JESTER 
I would too, if I were of your race. 


SHERMAN 
No you wouldn't. 
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JESTER 
I resent that. 


SHERMAN 
Well resent, resent, resent. When are you going home? 
You fatuous, fair, redheaded boy. 


Jester runs his hand down his rib cage. 


JESTER 
I'm not a bit fat. 


SHERMAN 

Fat-u-ous. Since you have such a putrid vocabulary, that 

means fool, fool, fool. 
Jester heads for the door, waving off Sherman. 

JESTER 
(screams) 

Oh, sticks and stones... 
He runs out the door. 
EXT. REBA'S HOUSE - NIGHT 


JAZZ MUSIC OVER. 


An ordinary-looking house on a nondescript Milan street, but there's nothing ordinary 
about its being the local whorehouse. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Jester practically runs up the driveway and knocks on the door with the firm rap of 
anger. 


INT. REBA'S HOUSE 
A WHORE-LADY stands in the foyer. 


WHORE 
How old are you, boy? 
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JESTER 
(determined) 
Twenty-one. 


WHORE 
What would you like to drink? 


JESTER 
Thanks a million, but I'm on the wagon tonight. 


The whore-lady shows Jester upstairs. The jazz continues. 
INT. UPSTAIRS BEDROOM 


Jester lies in bed with a woman with orange hair and gold in her teeth. She pulls him 
on top of her. 


CLOSE ON JESTER 

who closes his eyes hard and IMAGINES -- 

A soft, blonde-haired woman with blue, flickering eyes. 

BACK TO SCENE 

as Jester becomes a man, we can also see -- 

DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. SHERMAN'S HOUSE 

Sherman in SOFT-FOCUS, composing a letter: "Dear Marian Anderson." 

INT. JUDGE'S HOUSE, KITCHEN - EARLY MORNING 

The old man is properly dressed as is his custom, although he could not manage the 
shoestrings so he left them flopping. The gray of the dawn sky is changing to the rose 
and yellow of sunrise. 


ANGLE ON STOVE 


The judge hums a song without a tune as he puts on the coffee. Then he selects four 
brown eggs from the icebox and carefully cracks them. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


A photo of the judge and Miss Missy hangs to the left of the kitchen table. As the 
EGGS CRACKLE in the pan, the judge is transfixed on the photo and tears come to 
his eyes. 

FLASHBACK: EXT. CEMETERY - DAY 


At her funeral, the MINISTER says -- 


MINISTER 
There's an old Indian saying, 'How can the dead be 
truly dead when they are still walking in my heart?! 


INT. JUDGE'S HOUSE, KITCHEN (BACK TO PRESENT) 


JESTER (O.S.) 
The eggs are burning, Grandfather. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 
who composes himself and hurries toward the stove. 


JUDGE 
They're just fine, son. 
(then) 
Where were you last night? 


Jester doesn't answer. He opens the icebox and pours some orange juice. 


JESTER 
Grandfather, whether you realize it or not, I'm a grown man now. 


JUDGE 
I need a cigar. 


As he prepares the first cigar of the day -- 


JESTER 
Grandfather, have you ever read 'The Kinsey Report?’ 


JUDGE 
(almost cuts his finger off) 
It's tomfoolery and filth. 
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JESTER 
(corrects him) 
It's a scientific survey. 


JUDGE 
Science, my foot. I have been an observer of human sin and 
nature for seventy years, and I never saw anything like that. 


JESTER 
Maybe you ought to put on your glasses. 


JUDGE 
How dare you sass me, John Jester Clane. 


JESTER 
A bold, invaluable, scientific survey of the sexual activities 
in the human male. 


FLASHBACK: INT. JUDGE'S OFFICE - DAY 


The judge, wearing reading glasses, leafs through 'The Kinsey Report,’ which hides 
behind the covers of 'The Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire.’ He appears 
delighted. 


INT. JUDGE'S HOUSE, KITCHEN (BACK TO PRESENT) 


JESTER 
(cocksure) 
It proves that boys my age have sexual affairs, boys 
even younger -- if they're passionate, I mean. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge dishes out eggs to his grandson, then lights his cigar and paces the room, 
leaving his food to get cold. 


JUDGE 
The pornography of an impotent, dirty old man. I had it 
banned at the public library. 
ON JESTER 


stunned, appalled. 
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JESTER 
Why? 


JUDGE 
Because in my day, we went to church and attended Baptist youth 
meetings and had a raring good time. We went courting and danced 
the waltz. And in those days, I was one of the best dancers in Flowering 
Branch, limber as a willow and the very soul of grace. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Jester scarfs down his eggs. 


JESTER 
The more I listen to you, the more I wonder if you came from Mars. 


The judge ignores this, explains -- 
JUDGE 
As the leading citizen in Milan, I am responsible that innocent eyes 


are not offended, nor the calm heart troubled by such a book. 


Jester gets up to leave. Gives this comment serious thought. Then -- 


JESTER 
Mars. 
JUDGE 
You think I'm on another planet. 
(builds to a shrill) 


Well, let me tell you this, John Jester Clane, I'm not on another planet, 
I'm right here on this earth where I belong and want to be. I'm rooted in 
the very center of the earth. I may not be immortal yet, but you wait and 
see, my name will be synonymous with George Washington or Abraham 
Lincoln...more beloved than Lincoln's, for I am the one who will redress 
the wrongs in my country. 


JESTER 
Oh, the Confederate money...I'm off now. 


JUDGE 
(desperate) 
Wait, son, this colored boy is coming today and I thought 
you would screen him with me. 


PICK Srx | 549 


Jester does not want to be there when Sherman arrives, and begins to leave. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
(one final plea) 
He's a responsible boy, and he will help me with my diet, 
give me my injections, open my mail, and be my general 
amanuensis. He will be a comfort to me. 


JESTER 
(defiant) 
If that Sherman Pew is a comfort to you, just let me know. 


The judge wants to punish his grandson. His voice is shrill. 
JUDGE 
He will read to me...immortal poetry. Not trash that I had 
to ban from the library. Because as a responsible man, I'm 
determined that things in this town are going to be in order, 
and this country too, and the world if I can accomplish it. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Jester slams out of the kitchen. 
EXT. MILAN STREET 
Jester walks through the town, overly dressed for the morning. 


EXT. PHARMACY 


Jester waits for the bus to the airport. Happy, confident, free, he lifts his arms and 
flaps them for a moment. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


J.T. Malone sees this gesture through the window of the pharmacy and shakes his 
head. 


INT./EXT. AIRPLANE - DAY 


It's an open Moth that Jester is flying, and the wind pulls his red hair backward from 
his scalp, seeming to lift his spirits. 
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VARIOUS 


Jester flies circles around his hometown, looking down as best he can at his own 
house. Could Sherman have arrived yet? 


INT. JUDGE'S HOUSE, LIBRARY - DAY 


We are CLOSE on the judge's thigh as an injection is administered. PULL BACK to 
reveal Sherman cleaning off the needle and placing it and the insulin carefully in 
their case. The judge appears most pleased. 


JUDGE 
Don't worry, it's not catching. 


SHERMAN 
I know all about diabetes. My brother had it. We weighed 
his food on a teensy little balancing scale. Every morsel. 


The judge wonders a second about this, but says nothing. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
I know about calories too, sir, on account of Zippo Mullins' sister 
went on a diet. I whipped the fluffy mashed potatoes with skim milk 
for her and made sucaryl Jello. Yessireebob, I know all about diets. 


JUDGE 
(very direct) 
Do you think you would make me a good amanuensis? 
An amanuensis is a kind of secretary. 


Sherman is beaming, his voice soft with enchantment. 


SHERMAN 
Oh, a super-duper secretary. I would adore that. 


The judge tries to hide his pleasure. 


JUDGE 
I have quite a voluminous correspondence. Serious, 
profound correspondence and little niggling letters. 


SHERMAN 
I write a lovely hand. 
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JUDGE 
(insistent) 
Penmanship is most indicative. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 
as he reflects on the night before. 


SHERMAN 
Last night I wrote a letter that lasted to the wee hours. 


JUDGE 
A love letter? My beloved wife always said I wrote the 
most precious love letters in the world. 


SHERMAN 
No. It was more of a finding letter. 
(then, timidly) 
What kind do you wish me to write today? 


JUDGE 
It's a letter concerning my grandson. A letter of petition, you 
might say. I am asking an old friend and fellow congressman 
to put my boy up for West Point. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge closes his eyes and places his thumb and forefinger over his eyelids, 
thinking profoundly. It is a gesture almost of pain. Sherman is concerned that perhaps 
the injection went poorly. 


SHERMAN 
Head hurt? 


The judge jerks and straightens himself. 


JUDGE 
Mercy no, I was just composing the structure. Thinking to whom I'm 
writing and the various circumstances of the individual's past and present. 


SHERMAN 
(relieved) 
Who is he? 
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JUDGE 
Senator Thomas of Georgia. Address him: Washington, D.C. 


Sherman dips the pen in the inkwell three times and straightens the paper precisely, 
thrilled at the thought of writing to a senator. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
My Dear Friend and Colleague, Tip Thomas. 


Sherman dips the pen in ink again and writes with a flourish. 


SHERMAN 
Yes, sir? 


JUDGE 
Be quiet, I'm thinking...proceed now. 


Sherman is busy writing. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
(stops him) 
Don't write that. When I say 'proceed' and things like that, 
don't actually write them. 


SHERMAN 
I was just taking dictation. 


JUDGE 
But, by God, use common sense. 


Sherman tries to understand. 
ANGLE ON JUDGE 
He draws a long breath. 
JUDGE (Contd.) 
Let's start at the very beginning. The salutation reads: My 


Dear Friend and Colleague, Tip Thomas. Get that? 


SHERMAN 
I shouldn't write the 'get that,’ should I? 
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JUDGE 
Of course not. 


The judge wonders if his amanuensis is as brilliant as he supposed, and Sherman 
wonders if the old man is nuts. They regard each other with mutual suspicions of 
mental inadequacy. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
The art of a true amanuensis is to write down everything, but not 
to record personal reflections. In other words, things that go on in 
my mind that are more or less extraneous to the said document. 


Sherman is thinking the job is not what he had imagined. 


SHERMAN 
I understand, sir. 


JUDGE 
(simply) 
Not many people understand me. 


SHERMAN 
You mean you want me to read your mind about what to 
write in the letter and what not to. 


JUDGE 
(indignant) 
Not read my mind, but gather from my intonation which is 
pertinent and which is rumination. 


SHERMAN 
I'm a wonderful mind-reader. 


JUDGE 
You are intuitive? Why, so am I. 


Sherman appears quite pleased with his job once again. 
JUDGE (Contd.) 
(sternly) 


Back to the letter. 'It has recently come to my attention that...' 


The gilt CLOCK in the library SOUNDS twelve strikes. 
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JUDGE (Contd.) 
It's noon. At noon I interrupt my endeavors to have the 
first toddy of the day. 
(adding) 


The privilege of an old man. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman stands in anticipation. 


SHERMAN 
Do you wish me to prepare it for you? 


JUDGE 
That would be most kindly, boy. Would you like a little 
bourbon and branch water? I'm not a solitary drinker. 


SHERMAN 
(delighted) 
I'd be very pleased, sir. What measure drink do you like? 


JUDGE 
Half and half, and don't drown it. 


SAME SCENE (A FEW MINUTES LATER) 
CLOSE on judge, who takes one sip and smacks his lips blissfully. Then, entre nous: 


JUDGE 
My friend Tip Thomas took to himself a helpmate. I mean by this, he took 
to himself a second wife. As a rule, I don't approve of second marriages, 
but when I think about it I say, 'Live and let live.' You understand, boy? 


SHERMAN 
No, sir. Not exactly, sir. 


JUDGE 
I wonder if I should overlook the second marriage and talk about his 
first wife. Talk in praise about his first wife and not mention the second. 


SHERMAN 
Why mention either of them? 
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ANGLE ON JUDGE 
He leans his head back, reflects. 
JUDGE 
The art of letter writing is like this...you first make gracious 
personal remarks about health and wives and so forth, and 
when that's covered, you come plumb to the real subject. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The two understand one another. The judge raises his near-empty glass and clinks it 
against Sherman's full drink. 


EXT. AIRPORT RUNWAY - DAY 


The landing is bumpy, but when Jester takes off his helmet and jumps out with 
careful grace, he wishes someone were there to see him. 


EXT. PHARMACY 
Jester gets off the bus at the corner and surveys the town. 
VARIOUS 


On the next block is the Wedwell Spinning Mill. From the basement window the heat 
from the dye vats makes wavy lines in the sweltering air. 


Jester strolls around the business section. Pedestrians stay close to the awnings as it is 
the time of day when their shadows cast on the glittering sidewalk. 


His unaccustomed coat makes him very hot as he walks about. He waves to people 
he knows and blushes when HAMILTON BREEDLOVE of the First National Bank 
tips his hat -- very likely because of the coat. 

ANGLE ON JESTER 

who circles back to Malone's Drugstore. 

On the corner near the bus stop, a town character called WAGON sits in the shade of 


the awning with his cap on the sidewalk. The light-colored Negro lost both legs in a 
sawmill accident. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


When Jester drops a nickel in the cap, he NOTICES quite a few coins there, and even 
a fifty-cent piece. The half dollar is a decoy Wagon always uses in hope of further 
generosity. 


JESTER 
How you doing today, Wagon? 


WAGON 
Just toll’ able. 


Grown Boy, who often shows up at dinner time, stands there just watching. Today, 
Wagon has fried chicken instead of his usual side-meat sandwich. He eats with the 
lingering delicate grace with which colored people eat chicken. 


GROWN BOY 
Why don! you gimme a piece of chicken? 


WAGON 
Go on, nigger. 


GROWN BOY 
Or some biscuits and molasses? 


WAGON 
I ain't payin' no mind to you. 


GROWN BOY 
(insists) 
Or a nickel for a cone? I carry you here every day. 


WAGON 
Go on, nigger. You come before me like a gnat. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 


Smiling. So it would go, Jester knew. The hulking, dim-witted colored boy begging 
from the beggar. Tipped panama hats, the separate fountains for white and colored in 
the courthouse square, the trough and hitching post for mules, muslin and white linen 
and raggedy overalls. Milan. Milan. Milan. 
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INT. PHARMACY 


Jester enters the dank-smelling drugstore and faces J.T. Malone, who stands behind 
the fountain in his shirtsleeves. 


JESTER 
May I have a Coke, sir? 


ON MALONE - HIS THOUGHTS 


Malone REMEMBERS the way Jester flapped his arms when he was waiting for the 
airport bus. 


BACK TO SCENE 


Jester moseys over to the scales and stands on them as Malone makes up the Coca- 
Cola. 


MALONE 
Those scales don't work. 


JESTER 
Excuse me. 


Malone watches Jester and just wonders about him. He silently apologizes because 
the pharmacy scales don't work. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 


who can feel Malone's thoughts. But he has THOUGHTS of his own. Milan. Some 
people were content to live and die in Milan with only brief visits to relatives in 
Flowering Branch, Goat Rock, or even smaller towns nearby. Some people were 
content to live their mortal lives and be buried here. Jester Clane was not one of 
those. Jester prances with irritation as he waits and Malone watches. 


ANGLE ON COKE 
Frosty-beaded on the counter. 


MALONE 
Here you are. 
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JESTER 
Thank you, sir. 


Malone goes to the compounding room as Jester sips on his icy Coke, still brooding. 
He moves idly to the open doorway. 


EXT. PHARMACY 


Jester, Coke in hand, gazes at the flame-blue sky and the burning afternoon sun. The 
WHISTLE BLOWS from the Wedwell Mill. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

Wagon has only two pieces of chicken left -- the neck and the back. With loving 
delicacy he starts on the neck which has as many stringy bones as a banjo and is just 
as sweet. 

GROWN BOY 


is still hounding Wagon. 


GROWN BOY 
Just a teeny bit. 


He looks yearningly at the back and his hand reaches toward it a little. 
ON WAGON 

who swallows quickly and spits on the back to ensure it for himself. 
ON GROWN BOY 


very much angered by this. As Jester watches him, he sees the dark, covetous eyes 
fix on the change in the begging cap. 


ON JESTER 
suddenly crying out -- but the CLANGING of the town CLOCK stifles his warning. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Grown Boy dives for the coins in the begging cap and runs. 
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WAGON 
(screams) 


Git him, git him! 


Wagon lifts himself on his sawed-off legs with the leather "shoes," and jumps from 
leg to leg in helpless fury. 


JESTER 
takes chase after Grown Boy. 
VARIOUS 


The Hands from the mill, seeing a white-coated white man running after a nigger, 
join in the chase. 


The COP on Twelfth and Broad hastens to the commotion. 


Jester catches Grown Boy by the collar and struggles to seize the money from his 
fist. 


More than a half dozen people join the fray, although none knows what it's about. 


SOMEONE 
Git the nigger. Get the nigger bastard! 


THE COP 


parts the melee with his billy stick and finally cracks Grown Boy on the head as he 
struggles in terror. Few hear the blow, but Grown Boy limpens instantly and falls. 


THE CROWD 

steps back a bit. There is only a thin trickle of blood on the black scalp, but the 
greedy, lively, wanting boy who never had his share of sense lies on the Milan 
sidewalk...forever stilled. 


JESTER 


throws himself on the black boy. 
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JESTER 
(pleads) 
Grown? 
SOMEONE 
He's dead. 
JESTER 
Dead? 
COP 
(knows) 
Sorry, son. 
(after a beat) 


Break it up, you all. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


The cop makes a call from the telephone booth at the pharmacy, then returns to the 
scene. Only Jester remains near the body. 


JESTER 
(to cop) 
Is he really dead? 
Jester touches Grown Boy's face. 
COP 


Don't touch him. 


The cop takes out his notebook and begins to question Jester, whose head looks like a 
gas balloon. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


An ambulance SHRILLS in the static afternoon. An INTERN leaps out and puts his 
stethoscope to Grown Boy's chest. 


COP (Contd.) 
Dead? 


INTERN 
As a doornail. 
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JESTER 
Are you sure? 


The intern looks at Jester and NOTICES his panama hat that has been knocked off. 


INTERN 
Is this your hat? 


Two white-coated interns carry the body to the ambulance. It is all so callous and 
swift and dreamlike that Jester turns slowly toward the drugstore, his hand on his 
head. The cop follows him. 

EXT. PHARMACY 


Wagon is still eating his spat-on back. 


WAGON 
What happened? 
COP 
Dunno. 
JESTER 


(light-headed) 
I feel funny. 


INT. PHARMACY 
Jester is seated with his head between his legs. 


JESTER 
It was all my fault. If I hadn't been chasing him and those people 
piling in on top of us...and why did you hit him so hard? 


COP 
(to himself as much as to Jester) 
When you are breaking up a crowd with a billy stick you don't 
know how hard you are hitting. I don't like violence any more 
than you do. Maybe I shouldn't have joined the force. 


INT. JUDGE'S HOUSE, LIBRARY 


The judge is on the phone with Malone. 
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JUDGE 
(repeats) 
Grown Boy killed in a street brawl...and Jester in on the fight? 
(turns to Sherman) 


Sherman, will you drive to Mr. Malone's drugstore and pick 
up my grandson? 


INT. KITCHEN 
The judge enters, places his drink on the counter. 


JUDGE 
Verily, I have some serious news. 


ANGLE ON VERILY 
It only takes one look at the judge's face -- 


VERILY 
Somebody daid? 


When the judge does not answer -- 


VERILY (Contd.) 
Sister Bula? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Both wait for the judge to talk, and Verily to listen. 
JUDGE 
(finally) 
Grown Boy. 
Verily flings her apron over her head and sobs loudly. 
VERILY 
(as if to explain) 


And in all these years that child never had his share of sense. 


The judge tries to comfort her with bear-like pats. 
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EXT. PHARMACY 

The cop leads Jester to the car and explains to Sherman what has happened. 
INT. CAR (TRAVELING) 

Sherman at the wheel, Jester in a daze beside him. 


SHERMAN 
Well, Grown Boy has always been just a feeb, and in 
my case, if I was just a feeb, I'd be glad if it happened 
to me. I put myself in other people's places. 


JESTER 
(disgusted) 
I do wish you would shut up. 


INT. MALONE'S HOUSE, KITCHEN - MORNING 


Malone is up quite early and fries himself a pan of liver. With a knife and fork he 
slices it right there in the pan, then eats it, bite by bite, hoping the heat will mask its 
taste. No such luck. 

EXT. PHARMACY - MORNING 

Malone unlocks the door and flips the sign to read OPEN. 

EXT. PHARMACY - EVENING 

Malone locks up, flips the sign to read CLOSED. 


INT. MALONE'S HOUSE, BEDROOM - NIGHT 


Malone lies awake beside Martha, who is sound asleep. He looks at her face, 
peaceful and calm, then turns toward the glass of water on his nightstand. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


He opens the drawer and removes a bottle of Tuinal. Placing one of the jewel-bright 
capsules in his mouth, Malone drinks half a glass of water. He studies the bottle a 
moment, then takes another capsule, then another. Malone studies the water, thinking 
how much more he would need to swallow the entire bottle. 
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INT. PHARMACY - THE FOLLOWING DAY 


Malone is unshaven and assists a Mother in the purchase of a Eurotone bed-wetting 
device. 


ANGLE ON HERMAN KLEIN 


the jeweler next door. As usual, he takes a sandwich to the compounding room, 
where he has a snifter hidden from his wife. 


THE WOMAN 
pushes a button. The Eurotone makes a PIERCING SOUND. 
MALONE 
(watching Klein more than the woman) 
I've sold a lot of these devices, but the main thing I've always 
felt about toilet training is the cooperation of the child. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
A Matron studies a display of surgical stockings. 


ON MALONE 


No one seems to have leukemia. He watches in disgust as Herman Klein eats his 
sandwich and swigs his whiskey. 


ANGLE ON FRONT DOOR 


As Malone stares at the CLOSED sign on the back of the door, it MORPHS to 
TWELVE YEARS EARLIER (1941). 


A delicate YOUNG WOMAN enters, tears streaming down her face. A YOUNGER 
MALONE sees none of the other Patrons as the tiny slip of a young thing rushes to 
him. 


ANGLE ON COUNTER STOOLS 


The young Malone cradles her head with one hand as he removes a cinder from her 
eye. His white fingers set the gauze down on the counter. END FLASHBACK. 
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EXT. MALONE'S HOUSE - AFTERNOON 
Malone, in his white linen coat, enters through the gate in his backyard. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


The vegetable garden is now fully-grown. Purple cabbages, carrots, turnip greens and 
tomatoes. 


ANGLE ON GATE 


As Malone studies his garden, the Lank brood, all seven of them, descend upon the 
garden and begin picking vegetables. 


MALONE 
Leave some for us, please. 


The children pick a few tomatoes and run off as fast as they came. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Malone looks toward the kitchen window. 


MALONE (Contd.) 
Sugar. 
MARTHA 
Yes, hon. 
MALONE 


Have you seen the vegetable garden? 


MARTHA 
Of course I've seen it, hon. We've been eating out of it all 
summer. What's the matter with you? 


INT. MALONE'S DINING ROOM 


Malone sits with Martha and the children. He barely touches his meatloaf and 
potatoes. 


MARTHA 
I've been telling you all summer that the vegetables were home-grown. 
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ANGLE ON CHILDREN 
Ellen and Tommy rush their dinner and are about to bolt. 


MARTHA (Contd.) 
You ought to chew, darlings. Otherwise nobody knows what 
intestinal trouble lies in wait for you. When I was a girl they had 
the Fletcher cure, you were supposed to chew seven times before 
you actually swallowed. If you continue to eat like fire horses... 


CHILDREN 
(running) 
Excuse me... 


They run from the house, leaving J.T. Malone and his wife to sit quietly with one 
another. After a long moment -- 


MALONE 
I sold another Eurotone today. I don't think I want to carry them anymore. 


Malone rises from the table. 


MALONE (Contd.) 
I'm going to call Mr. Harris to take over the pharmacy for 
the balance of the day. 


MARTHA 
(anxious) 
Aren't you feeling well, hon? 


ON MALONE 
A man with leukemia not feeling well? 


MALONE 
I feel no better nor no worse than I deserve. 


EXT. MALONE'S GARDEN - LATE AFTERNOON 
Malone, now showered and clean-shaven, picks vegetables and places them in a 


paper sack. Mostly turnip greens and collards -- and finally, the largest tomato. He 
stands for a moment, weighing the bag in his hand. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 

Martha watches her husband through the kitchen window. 
INT. JUDGE'S LIBRARY 

The judge sits with Sherman as Malone enters. 


JUDGE 
Hi-ho, J.T. You're just the man I was looking for. 


MALONE 
(pleased and taken by the reception) 
What for? 


JUDGE 
This is the hour for immortal poetry. My amanuensis, Sherman Pew, is 
an excellent reader, and the reading hour is one of the pleasantest portions 
of the day. Today we're reading Longfellow. Read on, MacDuff. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 
He hates old sourpuss Malone for spoiling the poetry hour. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
Proceed, Sherman. 


SHERMAN 
I don't want to. 


ANGLE ON MALONE 


He wonders if this goes on every day, and moreover, which of them -- the judge, 
Sherman, or himself -- is crazier. 


MALONE 
I brought you a mess of turnip greens from my garden, 
and a mess of collards. 


SHERMAN 
(arrogant, rude) 
He can't eat them. 
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ANGLE ON JUDGE 
dismayed. 


JUDGE 
Why, Sherman, I adore turnip greens and collards. 


SHERMAN 
It's not on the diet, they belong to be cooked with side meat, 
streak of lean and streak of fat. And that's not on the diet. 


JUDGE 
How about just a slither of the lean portion of streak of lean, streak of fat? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman still resents the third wheel. After an awkward moment, Malone offers 
soothingly -- 


MALONE 
Yankees eat greens with butter or vinegar. 


JUDGE 
(offers) 
While I'm certainly no Yankee, I'll try the greens with vinegar. 
On our honeymoon in New Orleans I ate snails. One snail. 


Sherman feels left out. 


SHERMAN 
I eat snails all the time. Picked up the habit when I was in France. 


MALONE 
I didn't know you were ever in France. 


SHERMAN 
Why, certainly. I had a brief stint in the service. 


Malone takes this, like most things, with a grain of salt. 
ANGLE ON JUDGE 


rejuvenated. 
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JUDGE 
Sherman, will you make Mr. Malone and me some gin 
and tonic water? Put plenty of ice in it. 


ON SHERMAN 


fit to be tied. He has been ordered around like a servant. From the parlor, there is the 
SOUND of the PIANO. 


INT. LIVING ROOM 


Jester is playing the "Lindenbaum." Tears of emotion well up as he plays. Sherman, 
glancing from the hallway, is furious because he plays the lieder so well. 


INT. HALLWAY 

Sherman storms off to the kitchen to make the drinks. 
INT. LIBRARY 

The judge is in mid-sentence with Malone. 


JUDGE 
That boy is a veritable treasure, a jewel. 


Malone's skepticism shows on his face. 


MALONE 
How fortunate to run across such a paragon. 


JUDGE 
I didn't run across him. He has affected my very life since 
before he was born. 


ANGLE ON MALONE 


hesitant even to conjecture about this mysterious remark. Could this snooty, blue- 
eyed nigger be the judge's natural son? Improbable, but possible. 


CLOSE ON JUDGE 


who displays a sense of hidden importance. 
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JUDGE (Contd.) 
Not only my very life but my life's blood -- my own son. 


ANGLE ON MALONE 
obviously thinking of Johnny Clane having sexual relations with a colored girl. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge seems to read his mind. With his good hand he grips his stick until the 
hand turns purple. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
If you think for one single moment that my Johnny ever 
slept with nigger wenches or such immoral doings... 


The judge cannot finish for rage. 


MALONE 
(soothingly) 
I never supposed any such thing. You just put it so mysteriously. 


JUDGE 
It is a mystery, if ever there was one. But it's such bad business 
that even a garrulous old man like myself can hardly discuss it. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Malone would love to discuss it, but at that moment Sherman Pew bangs two glasses 
on the library table, then bolts from the room. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
However, now that boy is a golden skein in my old age. The 
calligraphy of an angel. Reads to me in the afternoon. 


Malone does not point out that the boy had refused to read that very afternoon. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
Sherman reads Dickens with such pathos. Sometimes I cry and cry. 


MALONE 
(truly wonders) 
Does that boy ever cry? 
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JUDGE 
No, but often he smiles at the humorous places. 


Malone waits for the judge to say something more pertinent, but instead the subject is 
changed. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
Since my dear wife's death I've been so much alone. 


MALONE 
Alone, sir? You're the most revered citizen in all Milan. 


JUDGE 
You can be the most revered citizen in all the state, and 
still be alone, by God! 


MALONE 
But your grandson is the apple of your eye. 


JUDGE 
It's the nature of young boys to be selfish. I know boys through 
and through. The only thing that's the matter with Jester is... 
adolescence. It all comes down to...selfishness. 


ANGLE ON MALONE 


MALONE 
How long have you had the colored boy? 


JUDGE 
About two months. 


MALONE 
That's a short time for him to be so cozily settled, one might say. 


JUDGE 
Sherman is cozy, thank God. Although he's an adolescent like 
my grandson, we have a quite different relationship. 


Malone is thankful to hear this, but again very properly says nothing. He wonders 
about the old man. 
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JUDGE (Contd.) 


(enthusiastic) 
A veritable jewel. A treasure. 


INT. KITCHEN 


The veritable jewel sits with his feet on the kitchen table, reading a movie magazine 
and drinking gin and tonic with loads of ice. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 


He's mad. When Jester's dog, Tige, walks into the room, Sherman pushes him away 
with his foot. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Verily enters and looks at Sherman reading and drinking. She senses the fierce look 
in his eyes. 


VERILY 
In my day, I never sat around reading books and drinking liquor. 


SHERMAN 
You were probably born a slave, old woman. 


VERILY 
Slave I was not, my grandfather was. 


SHERMAN 
They probably put you on the block in this very town. 


Verily begins to wash the dishes, turning on the water spigot very loud. 


VERILY 
If 1 knew who your mother was, I would tell her to switch you to a frazzle. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 


This gets to him. He gets up quietly and leaves the room. 
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EXT. MILAN STREET - EARLY EVENING 


Malone takes the long route home. He comes upon a boarded-up old home and stares 
hauntingly at it. 


ANGLE ON PORCH 


as it MORPHS to TWELVE YEARS EARLIER (1941). The delicate creature from 
the pharmacy is picked up by Malone. 


FLASHBACK: INT. CRICKET TEA ROOM - DAY 

Malone and tiny slip of a young thing dine at the most respectable place in town. 
FLASHBACK: EXT. MILAN THEATER - NIGHT 

The couple enters a picture show. 

FLASHBACK: INT. BUS - DAY 

Malone and the young lady head for Atlanta. 

FLASHBACK: EXT. HENRY GRADY HOTEL - EVENING 


THROUGH THE RESTAURANT WINDOW, Malone sits across from his mistress 
as she has her first taste of caviar. 


FLASHBACK: EXT. BUS STATION - AFTERNOON 


The younger Malone picks up Martha and baby Ellen who have returned from out-of- 
town. He's happy they are back. 


EXT. MILAN STREET - EARLY EVENING (BACK TO PRESENT) 
Malone stands before the boarded-up home, remembering, letting go. 
MALONE 
(to himself) 


Lola. 


Malone walks wearily to his own home. 
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INT. MALONE'S LIVING ROOM - EVENING 
As Malone starts up the stairs, with Martha following. 


MARTHA 
Well, Ellen's been crying all afternoon. 


INT. ELLEN’S BEDROOM 


Ellen is in bed in her pale blue and pink girl's room, sobbing. A little tremor comes 
over Malone's body. 


MALONE 
Baby, baby, what is it? 
ANGLE ON ELLEN 
Tears roll down her cheeks. 
ELLEN 


Oh Daddy, I'm so much in love. 


MALONE 
(confused) 
Well, why does that make my heart-child cry? 


ELLEN 
Because he doesn't even know I'm on the earth. We pass on the street 
and everywhere and he just waves in such a casual way and goes on. 


MARTHA 
(almost dismissive) 
That's all right, darling, one of these days when you are 
older you will meet Mr. Right and all will end well. 


Ellen sobs more vehemently and Malone hates his wife for what was the silliest thing 
a mother could say. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Malone wipes the tears from his daughter's cheeks. 
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MALONE 
Baby, baby who is it? 


ELLEN 
Jester. I'm so much in love with Jester. 


CLOSE ON MALONE 
hit with a ton of bricks. 
MALONE 
(thunders) 
Jester Clane! 
ELLEN 


Yes, Jester. He is so handsome. 


MALONE 
Darling, love, Jester Clane is not worth one inch of your little finger. 


ANGLE ON MARTHA 


She gives her husband a comforting, albeit ironic look, as if to suggest he'd gotten no 
further than she would have. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Malone tries hard to make amends. 


MALONE (Contd.) 
And after all, heart-child, this is only puppy love. 


But he realizes his words are as silly and comfortless as Martha's. 
MALONE (Contd.) 
(perks up) 
Darling, in the cool of the evening, why don't we go to the pharmacy 
and pick up a quart of that ripple-fudge ice cream for supper. 


ON ELLEN 


whose crying tapers off just a bit. 
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EXT. PHARMACY - EVENING 


Malone exits with a container of ripple-fudge ice cream, which he hands to Ellen 
through the window of his car. His daughter takes the carton and slowly, very slowly, 
smiles. 


MONTAGE: THAT AUTUMN (MUSIC OVER) 


Jester watches with disdain as his grandfather becomes carried away with Sherman -- 
during dictation, diabetes injections, drinking, and diet management. 


Verily is amazed at the liberties Sherman takes around the house -- particularly at the 
liquor shelf in the kitchen sideboard. 


VERILY (V.O.) 
Won't eat in the kitchen because he says he wants to think about 
letters. It's because he's too uppity to eat with me in the kitchen as 
he belongs. Fixing himself party sandwiches and eating in the liberry, 
if you please! He's going to ruin the liberry table. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
How? 


VERILY (V.O.) 
(stubbornly) 
Eating them party sandwiches on them trays. 
Sherman rages at Gus, the yardman, as he rakes leaves. 
Sherman yells at Verily. 
In the library, Sherman holds up a book by Charles Dickens. 
JESTER (V.O.) 
He doesn't like reading those books about orphans and 


chimney sweeps and stepfathers. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
It's Dickens, for God's sake. Charles Dickens. 


As Sherman reads Dickens to the judge, his face is pained. It's entirely unnoticed by 
the old man, who is as pleased as pie. 
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Outside his home, Sherman opens the mailbox day after day, looking for a letter from 
Marian Anderson that never arrives. 


Inside his living room one evening, Sherman takes every record of German lieder 
sung by Marian Anderson and stomps them to bits. Then he goes to his bedroom and 
throws himself, muddy shoes and all, on the fine rayon bedspread. 


Sick in bed the following morning, Sherman receives chicken soup, piping-hot corn 
sticks and a lemony dessert from the judge. He slowly begins to eat, but his smooth, 
round face has hardened and now yearns to rob as he has been robbed. 


JESTER (V.O.) 
You don't have to be angry at somebody, or even pity them, 
to understand a person. I can only be angry at my grandfather 
because he loves me and all will be forgiven. 


Sherman yells at Jester. 


JESTER (V.O.) 
While Sherman's wounding remarks are no blessing, he 
must trust that I love him, actually. 


Jester smiles at Sherman, who appears confused by his friend's understanding. END 
MONTAGE. 


INT. JUDGE'S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - DAY 


The Judge carefully lays out cards for a game of solitaire. Jester sits at the piano, not 
playing. 


JESTER 
(jealous) 
I just don't see what you see in Sherman Pew. 


JUDGE 
That boy's a jewel, a veritable treasure. Besides, it's because 
of me that the boy is an orphan. 


JESTER 
(protests) 
I don't dig it. Don't talk in riddles. 


The judge tries to camouflage the truth. 
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JUDGE 
Well, forget it. After all, he was the colored caddy who saved 
my life when I was flailing and drowning in that golf pond. 


JESTER 
That's just half a story. It's not the real truth. 


JUDGE 
(getting mad) 
Ask me no questions and I'll tell you no lies. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 


who refuses to be roped in. But when sadness and tedium return to the old man's 
face, Jester relents. 


JESTER 
Tell me, since you know so much about Sherman Pew, 
did you ever know his mother? 


JUDGE 
Unfortunately, I did. 


JESTER 
Why don't you tell Sherman who she is. Naturally he 
wants to know. 


JUDGE 
That is a pure case where ignorance is bliss. 


Jester hates this part of his grandfather. 
JESTER 
One time you say knowledge is power and another time 
you say ignorance is bliss. Which side are you on? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Jester turns away and is about to play the piano. 
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JESTER (Contd.) 
Some people think it's the act of a weakling...to commit 
suicide...and other people think it takes a lot of guts. I still 
wonder why my father did it. An all-around athlete, graduated 
with honors from the University of Georgia, why did he do it? 


JUDGE 
(copying Malone's words) 
It was just a fleeting depression. 


JESTER 
It doesn't seem an all-around athlete thing to do. 


Jester plays Tristan, his eyes half closed and his body swaying. The music is at the 
same time violent and shimmering. In an instant, both he and his grandfather have 
tears running down their faces. 


INT. SHERMAN'S BEDROOM - AFTERNOON 


Sherman lies languidly on his bed. Jester finishes arranging flowers in an iced-tea 
pitcher. The attention pleases and annoys Sherman. 


SHERMAN 
Have you ever stopped to consider how much your face 
resembles a baby's behind? 


Jester is too shocked to take it in, let alone reply. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
Innocent, dopey, the very living image of a baby's behind. 


JESTER 
I'm not innocent. 


SHERMAN 
You certainly are. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Jester clenches a small gift of caviar. Having been treated so poorly, he slips it in his 
back pocket and sits sideways. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
You look like you have tertiary syphilis. 
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JESTER 
I'm just sitting on a jar. 


SHERMAN 
People in France sit like that on account of they have syphilis. 


JESTER 
How do you know? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


SHERMAN 
Because when I was in France, I fell in love with this French girl. No 
syphilis or anything. Just this beautiful, lily-white French virgin. 


Jester changes his position because it's hard to sit long on a jar of caviar. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
We were engaged, this lily-white French girl and I. And I knocked 
her up. Then, like a woman, she wanted to marry me and the wedding 
was going to take place in this ancient old church called Notre Dame. 


JESTER 
(corrects) 
Cathedral. 


SHERMAN 
There were loads of invited guests. French people have families like 
carloads. I stood outside and watched them coming in. This beautiful old 
cathedral and those French people dressed to kill. Everybody was chick. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 
He wants to believe the story, but it needs correcting. 


JESTER 
The word is pronounced 'sheik.' 


SHERMAN 
(fine) 
Well, they were sheik and chick, too. 
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JESTER 
(gingerly) 
Why didn't you go in? 
ANGLE ON SHERMAN 
who puts on the finishing touches. 
SHERMAN 


You innocent dope. Don't you know I had no intention of marrying 
that lily-white French virgin? I just stayed there the whole afternoon 
watching these dressed up French people. Come night they realized I 
was not going to be there. My 'feancee’ fainted. The old mother had a 
heart attack. The old father committed suicide right there in the church. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Jester can take no more. He confronts his friend -- 


JESTER 
Sherman Pew, you're the biggest liar who ever walked in shoe leather. 


Sherman says nothing. Then -- 


JESTER (Contd.) 
(sincere) 
Why do you lie? If you pretend to be my friend, why 
try to make me a sucker? 


Sherman reverts to his old, defensive self. 
SHERMAN 
You're a baby-ass dope right out of the circus. In case you 
forgot P.T. Barnum, 'A sucker is born every minute.' 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman sits up, revealing his best blue rayon pajamas with white piping. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
Would you like a little Lord Calvert's bottled in bond? 
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JESTER 
(ignores this) 
I'm going home. 


Sherman would rather he stay, but is unable to express this to his friend. 


SHERMAN 
Don't you want to see the fine food Zippo's Aunt Carrie sent me? 


JESTER 
Do you lie to Aunt Carrie, too? 


SHERMAN 
(simply) 
No. She's got my number. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Jester squats by the side of the bed and Sherman lies back, propped with pillows and 
pretending to be at ease. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
I boarded with Mrs. Stevens before Zippo's mother took me 
in. Five years with Mrs. Stevens. It was on my eleventh birthday 
that Mr. Stevens took to his mind to booger me. 


JESTER 
I thought that only happened to girls. 


SHERMAN 
It doesn't. 


FLASHBACK MONTAGE: 
Mrs. Stevens fusses with a party decoration. 
SHERMAN (V.O.) 
It was a few days before Halloween. Mrs. Stevens had 


given me my first birthday party. 


Children arrive in witches' costumes, pirates' outfits, and their best Sunday School 
clothes. 
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SHERMAN (V.O.) 
I wore my first brand new pair of navy-blue long trousers. 


The children gather around Sherman. 


SHERMAN (V.O.) 
I minded what Mrs. Stevens said, didn't snatch at the presents but 
said 'Thank you' and opened them with the utmost care. Mrs. Stevens 
always said I had beautiful manners and I truly did at that birthday party. 


INT. SHERMAN'S BEDROOM - AFTERNOON (BACK TO PRESENT) 


SHERMAN 
Even after Mr. Stevens was done and the real Halloween had already gone, 
I remembered only snitches and snatches of my b-bi-birthday p-party. 


JESTER 
(uneasy) 
I wish you wouldn't talk about it. 


ON SHERMAN 

who waits until his stammer is under control, then goes on fluently -- 
FLASHBACK MONTAGE: 

SHOTS of the birthday party. 


SHERMAN (V.O.) 
We played all kinds of games, then refreshments were served. Ice cream 
and white iced cake with eleven pink candles. I blew out the candles and 
cut the cake as Mrs. Stevens said for me to do. But I didn't eat a bite on 
account of I wished so much to have beautiful manners. Then we played 
running and hollering games. I put on a sheet like a ghost, and a pirate hat. 
When Mr. Stevens called out behind the coal house, I ran to him quickly, 
my ghost sheet flying. When he caught me I thought he was just playing 
and I was laughing fit to kill...then I realized he wasn't playing. 


INT. SHERMAN'S BEDROOM - AFTERNOON (BACK TO PRESENT) 
Sherman lies on the pillow as if he were suddenly tired. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
However, I have a charmed life. 
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Jester finds his tone hard to believe at first. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
From then on, nobody ever had it so good. Mrs. Mullins adopted 
me...the state still paid, but she took me to her bosom. She would 
beat Zippo and spank Cinderella with a hairbrush, but she never laid 
a hand on me. So you see, I almost had a mother. And a family, too. 
Aunt Carrie taught me singing. 


JESTER 
Where is Zippo's mother. 


SHERMAN 
Passed on to glory. From time to time I look up and there 
she is, winking at me. 


JESTER 
From the stars? 


SHERMAN 
(corrects) 
From the brightest star in the heavens. I did have a mother 
for a little while, even though that cheating creep of a Marian 
Anderson is not my mother. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 
intrigued by this last comment. 


JESTER 
Why do you call her a cheating creep? 


SHERMAN 
(voice breaks) 
Because I prefer to. I've ripped all thought away from her. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


Jester, who is still squatting by the bed, steadies himself and suddenly kisses 
Sherman on the cheek. Sherman rears back in the bed, puts his feet down for balance 
and slaps Jester, using his whole arm. Jester has never been slapped before. 


JESTER 
I only did that because I felt sorry for you. 
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SHERMAN 
Save your peanuts for the zoo. 


JESTER 
(tries) 
I don't see why we can't be serious and sincere. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman, half out of the bed, slaps Jester on the other cheek so hard that he's 
knocked to the floor. 


SHERMAN 
(strangled with rage) 
I thought you were a friend and you turn out like Mr. Stevens! 


ON JESTER 


The slap and his own emotions stun Jester, but quickly he gets up, his hands 
clenched, and biffs Sherman straight in the jaw, which surprises Sherman so that he 
falls on the bed. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
(mutters) 
Sock a fellow when he's down. 


JESTER 
You weren't down, you were sitting on the bed so's you could 
slap me hardest. Besides, you slapped me when I was squatting. 


VARIOUS ANGLES - MUSIC OVER 


The two friends arguing about sitting up and squatting and which was a more 
sportsmanlike position to slap or to punch somebody. They no doubt already forgot 
the words that preceded the blows. 


INT. DOCTOR'S OFFICE - DAY 
Malone sits across from a new doctor, DR. MILTON, and is surprised to hear -- 
DR. MILTON 


You've got a case of leukemia, Mr. Malone. I suggest you 
check into City Hospital immediately. 
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ANGLE ON MALONE 

who was hoping this second opinion would be different. 

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY 

As Malone gets a transfusion, he watches bright blood dripping drop by drop and 
seems glad that something is being done. An AIDE wheels in a cart of books and 


Malone makes his choice: “Sickness Unto Death.” 


AIDE 
Are you sure you want this one? It doesn't sound very cheerful. 


MALONE 
(angry) 
This is the book I want and I'm not cheerful and don't want to be cheerful. 
INT. HOSPITAL ROOM (LATER) 
Malone wakes from a nap and reads a random passage out loud. 
MALONE 
The greatest danger, that of losing one's own self, may pass off 
quietly as if it were nothing. Every other loss, that of an arm, a 
leg, five dollars, a wife, is sure to be noticed. 
The thought chills. He reads on and soon dozes off. 
FLASHBACK MONTAGE: MUSIC OVER 
A YOUNGER MALONE, twenty, walks in the snow at Columbia University; 
Malone fumbles on ice skates in Central Park; 
Malone marvels at the New York City skyline; 


Malone with a look of disappointment as he packs his bags, leaves Columbia; 


Malone at Grand Central Station, boards the train which will take him home to 
Georgia; 


Malone works as a clerk in the pharmacy, and answers to the owner, Mr. Greenlove; 
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Malone talks with Mr. Greenlove's daughter Martha one day at the soda fountain; 
Malone and Martha at an Elk's Club dance; 
Malone attends Mr. Greenlove's funeral and consoles Martha; 


Malone shakes hands with Martha's brother, and the two of them have a shot of Blind 
Mule; 


The small wedding ceremony in the Greenlove's living room; 
Mrs. Greenlove cries during the ceremony. Tears well up in Malone's eyes, too; 
Malone seems bewildered when the rice is thrown; 


An older Malone stands before his own house, pausing before he enters the front 
door. There was no particular time when he regretted marrying Martha, but 
disappointment was certainly there. There was no particular time when he asked, "Is 
this all there is of life?" but as he grew older he asked it wordlessly. No, he had not 
lost an arm, or a leg, or any particular five dollars, but little by little he had lost his 
own self. END MONTAGE. 


INT. HOSPITAL ROOM (BACK TO PRESENT) 
Malone sits up in bed. 


MARTHA (O.8.) 
Hon, why don't we take a nice relaxing trip? 


ANGLE ON MARTHA 


Trying to remain upbeat, she stands beside her husband and holds his hand. Malone 
seems to stiffen. 


MARTHA (Contd.) 
Even resting here at the hospital you always seem tense and worried. 
We could go to Blowing Rock and breathe the nice mountain air... 


MALONE 
I don't feel like it. 
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MARTHA 
..or the ocean. I've seen the ocean only once in my life and that was when 
I was visiting my cousin, Sarah Greenlove, in Savannah. It's a nice climate 
at Sea Island Beach, I hear. And the little change might perk you up. 


MALONE 
I've always felt that traveling is exhausting. 


As he says this, Malone makes sure that "Sickness Unto Death" remains carefully 
hidden beneath his pillow. 


MALONE (Contd.) 
I'm sick of this hospital. 


MARTHA 
(comforting) 
One thing I'm sure you ought to do, you ought to make a habit 
of turning the pharmacy over to Mr. Harris in the afternoons. 
(then) 
All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy. 
EXT. PHARMACY - AFTERNOON 
Mr. Harris is seen through the window working the counter. 
REVERSE ANGLE 
Malone watches him before entering the tailor shop across the street. 
INT. TAILOR SHOP 
Malone is fitted for an Oxford gray suit and a blue flannel one. 
INT. DENTIST'S OFFICE - DAY 
Malone picks up expensive bridges and seems quite pleased with how they fit. 


EXT. MILAN STREET - DAY 


It's the grand opening of Whelan's, a new chain drugstore. Malone watches the 
ribbon-cutting ceremony and shakes hands with the Owner, taking the event in stride. 
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INT. MALONE'S HOUSE - VARIOUS - DAY 


Malone spends whole days reviewing his assets. Twenty-five thousand for the 
pharmacy, twenty thousand life insurance, ten thousand for the home, fifteen 
thousand for the three run-down houses Martha inherited...Malone totals the figures a 
few times with a fine-sharpened pencil and twice with a fountain pen. 


INSERT: MALONE'S WILL 


To my beloved wife, Martha Greenlove Malone, I bequeath all monies and properties 
that comprise my entire estate. 


ON MALONE 
as he studies it, knowing it is the proper will to make. 
INT. FIRST BAPTIST CHURCH - MORNING 


Malone sits among the upstanding citizens, listening to a glib Reverend Watson 
preach. He hangs on the man's every word as if he were seeking the answer to the 
universe. 


EXT. REVEREND WATSON'S HOUSE - AFTERNOON 


Malone, in his new tailored blue suit, knocks on the door. Reverend Watson greets 
him with some surprise. 


REVEREND WATSON 
How well you are looking, Mr. Malone. 


Malone's body seems to shrink in the new suit. 
INT. REVEREND WATSON'S LIVING ROOM 
Malone subtly looks around the minister's home. 
REVEREND WATSON 
I'm glad you've come. I always like to see my parishioners. 


What can I do for you today? Would you like a Coke? 


MALONE 
No thanks, Reverend Watson. I would like to talk. 
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REVEREND WATSON 
Talk about what? 


Malone's reply is almost muted. 


MALONE 
About death? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Reverend Watson calls to the Servant, who quickly answers him. 


REVEREND WATSON 
Serve Mr. Malone and me some Cokes with lemon. 


INT. REVEREND WATSON'S LIVING ROOM (A FEW MOMENTS LATER) 


The two are seated and as the Cokes are served, Malone crosses and uncrosses his 
withered legs in their fine flannel pants. A flush of shame reddens his pale face. 


MALONE 
I mean, you are supposed to know about things like that. 
About the soul, and what happens in the afterlife. 


ON REVEREND WATSON 


So glib during his sermons but in his own home, with only one man asking, his 
glibness turns to embarrassment. 


REVEREND WATSON 
I don't know what you mean, Mr. Malone. 


ON MALONE 
who really needs an answer. 


MALONE 
My brother died of lung cancer. Cal Bickerstaff came into the pharmacy 
one morning to say hello. Then he went to the Milan Electric and 
Power Company and dropped dead at his desk an hour later. 
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REVEREND WATSON 
I see. 


MALONE 
Herman Klein's wife died and his shop was closed for two 
full days. Now he can drink in his own home. And this summer, 
Deacon Beard died -- all of them in the course of seven months. 
(insistent) 
What happened to them after death? 


ANGLE ON REVEREND WATSON 
plump and pale. He doesn't like this visit. 


REVEREND WATSON 
We all have to die. 


MALONE 
Other people never know when they are going to die. 


REVEREND WATSON 
(his stock answer) 
All Christians should prepare for death. 


ON MALONE 
who wants the all-elusive answer. 


MALONE 
But how do you prepare for death? 


REVEREND WATSON (0.8.) 
By righteous living. 


MALONE 
(irritated) 
What is righteous living? I have never stolen, have seldom 
lied, and the one episode in my life I know was a mortal sin 
happened twelve years ago and lasted one summer. 
(finally) 
Tell me, Reverend Watson, what is eternal life? 
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ANGLE ON REVEREND WATSON 
It's his time to shine. 


REVEREND WATSON 
To me, it is the extension of earthly life, but more intensified. 


(hoping) 
Does that answer your question? 


ON MALONE 


More of the same life to look forward to, only intensified. He shivers although the 
parsonage is hot. 


ON REVEREND WATSON 
more relaxed and open. Getting used to the one-on-one. 


REVEREND WATSON (Contd.) 
I'm not a strict fundamentalist, but I believe that what 
a man does on earth predicates his eternal life. 


MALONE (0.8.) 
But if a man does just the ordinary things, nothing good, nothing bad? 


REVEREND WATSON 
It's not up to man's judgment to decide what is good and 
what is bad. God sees the truth, and is our Saviour. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Malone is not getting the answers he wants. He puts the Coca-Cola glass carefully on 
the doily beside him and stands up. 


MALONE 
(bleakly) 
Well, thanks very much, Reverend Watson. 


REVEREND WATSON 
I'm glad you dropped in to talk with me. My home is 
always open to my parishioners. 


PICK SIx | 593 


EXT. MILAN STREET - EVENING 


In a daze of weariness and vacuity, Malone walks through the silent November 
twilight. A bright WOODPECKER PECKS hollowly at a telephone pole. 


INT. JUDGE'S LIBRARY - LATE MORNING - WINTER DAY 


The judge hands Sherman a sheaf of papers, sharing his dream. He speaks with an air 
of secrecy and zest -- 


JUDGE 
Read carefully, boy, for this might be my final contribution 
as a statesman to the South. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman reads as the judge looks on, glowing with pride and anticipated 
compliments. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
(passionately) 
In every civilized nation the currencies of defeated nations 
have been redeemed. Look at the franc, the mark, the lira, 
and look at, by God, even the yen. 


This last redemption particularly infuriates the old man. 
ANGLE ON SHERMAN 
Sherman's slate-blue eyes stare at the deeper blue of the old judge. At first 


bewildered by talk of the foreign money, he wonders if the judge is drunk. But the 
judge never starts his toddies until noon. Sherman changes the subject. 


SHERMAN 
Did you ever hear back from Senator Tip Thomas? 


JUDGE (0.S.) 
The senator said he would be glad to put his old friend and 


statesman's grandson up for West Point at his first opportunity. 


Sherman is jealous. Why hadn't Marian Anderson replied? 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 
The judge goes right back to his life's passion. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
All the burnt houses, the burnt cotton, the loss of the 
slaves...these must all be ccounted and paid for. 


SHERMAN 
(in shock) 
Slaves? 


JUDGE 
(serenely) 
Why certainly. The institution of slavery was the very 
comerstone and pillar of the cotton economy. 


SHERMAN 
Well Abe Lincoln freed the slaves and another Sherman burnt the cotton. 


The judge, fixed in his dream, had forgotten that his amanuensis was colored. 


JUDGE 
And a sad time that was, to be sure. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge wonders helplessly why he has lost his spellbound listener. Sherman, 
trembling with fury, picks up a pen and breaks it in two. The judge doesn't even 
notice. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
It will take statistical work, a mountainous pile of arithmetic, 
in fact a lot of doing. 


SHERMAN 
(in a dead voice) 
A lot of doing. 


JUDGE 
But I have in high places friends who are deadly sick of this so-called 
liberalism and who await a rallying cry. I am after all a senior statesman 
of the South and my voice shall be attended. 
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The judge is just so certain of every word he speaks. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
Of course the NAACP will be dead set against me. But the 
brave long for battle, if the battle is just. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman's lips and nostrils flutter with emotion -- 


SHERMAN 
You talk like you believe in slavery. 


JUDGE 
Why of course I believe in slavery. Civilization is founded on slavery. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The old judge, who still thinks of Sherman as a treasure, continues to forget that 
Sherman is colored. And when he sees his jewel so agitated, he tries to make amends. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
If not actual slavery, at least a state of happy peonage. 


SHERMAN 
Happy for who? 


JUDGE 
For everybody. Do you believe for a single instant that the slaves 


wanted to be freed? No, Sherman, many a slave remained faithful 
to his old master, would not be freed till the day he died. 


SHERMAN 
Bullshit. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 


who becomes conveniently deafer at times. 
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JUDGE 
Beg your pardon? 
(goes on) 
Now I've been told that conditions of the Negro in the 
North are appalling -- mixed marriages, nowhere to live 
and lay his head, and just downright misery. 


Sherman has had enough. 


SHERMAN 
Still a nigger would rather be a lamppost in Harlem than 
the Governor of Georgia. 


With that, Sherman storms off to the kitchen. 
INT. KITCHEN (AN HOUR LATER) 
Sherman reaches for a can of lobster. 


VERILY 
You don't need that, Sherman. 


SHERMAN 
(defiant) 
Why not, old woman? 


VERILY 
Yestidy you opened a can of tuna fish and made yourself a 
tuna fish sandwich mess. There's ample plenty of the tuna 
fish to make a sandwich today. 


Sherman keeps right on opening the lobster can. 


VERILY (Contd.) 
Besides, you ought to be eating collards and corn pones in 
the kitchen like anybody else. 


SHERMAN 
Nigger doings! 


VERILY 
Well, who do you think you are? The Queen of Sheba? 
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ANGLE ON SHERMAN 
mashing the lobster with hunks of mayonnaise and chopped pickles. 


SHERMAN 
I'm not pure nigger like you are. Look at my eyes. 


VERILY 
I see them. 


Sherman is busy spreading his lobster sandwich. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Verily is very annoyed. 

VERILY (Contd.) 


That lobster was supposed to be for Sunday night supper 
when I'm off. I got a good mind to tell the judge on you. 


But since Sherman is still the jewel, the treasure, the threat is an empty one and they 
both know it. 


SHERMAN 
(eating) 
Go on and tell him. 


VERILY 
Just because you have them blue eyes is no reason to act 
so high and mighty. You nigger like the rest of us. You just 
had a white pappy who passed on them blue eyes to you, and 
that's nothin’ to put on airs about. You nigger like the rest of us. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman goes straight for the gin bottle. 


VERILY (Contd.) 
Look what the Queen of Sheba is up to now. 


Sherman deliberately pours his gin and adds cold tonic. 
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VERILY (Contd.) 
I try to be kind and pleasant to you, Sherman, but I knew from 
the first it was no use. What makes you so cold and airy? Is it 
them blue eyes passed on from your pappy? 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 


who does not like to think who his father might be. He walks stiffly from the kitchen 
with his drink and tray. 


INT. LIBRARY - AFTER DINNER 


The judge is upstairs taking his usual nap. Jester enters to see Sherman still at the 
table, sandwiches untouched. 


JESTER 
What's the matter, Sherman? Not hungry? 


Jester NOTICES the somnolence in the rapt eyes and is uneasy. 


SHERMAN 
(brutally) 
Go fuck. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman's eyes are filled with brooding as he stares toward the unopened window. 


JESTER 
(soothing) 
I have often thought that if I had been born a Nigerian I couldn't 
stand it. | admire you, Sherman, the way you stand up to it. 


SHERMAN 
Save your peanuts for the zoo. 


JESTER 
I have thought often that if Christ was born now he would be colored. 


SHERMAN 
Well he wasn't. 
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JESTER 
(concerned) 
I'm afraid... 


SHERMAN 
What are you afraid of, you chicken-out sissy? 


JESTER 
(serious) 
I'm afraid that if I were a Nigerian or colored, I would be neurotic. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 
His right forefinger slashes swiftly across his neck. 


SHERMAN 
No you wouldn't. 
(then) 
A neurotic nigger is a dead nigger. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 
How can he tell Sherman he is not like his grandfather? 


JESTER 
(determined) 
I respect colored people every whit as much as I do white people. 


SHERMAN 
You're one for the birds all right. 


JESTER 
(adamant) 
Respect colored people even more than I do white people 
on account of what they have gone through. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman finishes his drink. 


SHERMAN 
There's plenty of bad niggers around. 
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JESTER 
I'm trying to level with you about how I feel morally about 
the racial question. But you don't pay me any mind. 


ON SHERMAN 
His depression and rage accented by alcohol. 
SHERMAN 


(threatening) 
Bad niggers with police records and others without records like me. 


JESTER 
Why is it so hard to be friends with you? 


SHERMAN 
(clearly lying) 
Because I don't want friends. 
But next to a mother, Sherman wants a friend the most. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Jester stands, ready to leave. One last effort -- 


JESTER 
Well, I'm going to the airport. Want to come along? 


SHERMAN 
(won't budge) 


When I fly, I fly my own planes. None of those cheap, 
rented planes like you fly. 


So Jester must leave it at that. 
ANGLE ON SHERMAN 


brooding and jealous. Through the library window, he watches Jester walk down the 
drive. 
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INT. LIBRARY - LATER THAT AFTERNOON 


The judge enters, humming, fresh from his nap, to find Sherman deep in thought. He 
seems not to remember any tensions of the morning. 


JUDGE 
My boy, do you know why I would rather be Fox Clane 
than Shakespeare or Julius Caesar? 


SHERMAN 


JUDGE 
Or Mark Twain or Abraham Lincoln or Babe Ruth? 


This time Sherman only looks at him. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
Because I'm alive. And when you consider the trillions of 
dead people you realize what a privilege it is to be alive. 


SHERMAN 
(finally) 
Some people are dead from the neck up. 


JUDGE 
Consider the dawn. The moon, the stars and heavenly 
firmaments. Consider shortcake and liquor. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman considers the universe and the comforts of daily life with disdain. He'd 
prefer to go home and sleep off the gin. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
When I had that little seizure, Doc Tatum told me if it affected 
the left part of the brain instead of the right, I should have been 
mentally and permanently afflicted. 
(voice drops in awe) 
Can you imagine such a horror? 


Sherman could. 
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SHERMAN 
I knew a man who had a stroke that left him blind and with 
a mind like a two-year-old baby. The county home wouldn't 
even accept him. Not even the asylum. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 
Better to talk about himself than to hear another's suffering. 


JUDGE 
Well, nothing like that happened to me. So I reasoned: Fox 
Clane, ought you to cuss God, cuss the heavenly elements, 
cuss destiny, because of a little old motor impairment, or ought 
you to praise God, nature and destiny? What is a little arm, what's 
a leg, if the mind is sound and the spirit joyful. So I said to myself: 
Fox Clane, you better praise and keep on praising. 


Sherman looks at the shrunken left arm and the permanently clenched hand. He 
suddenly feels sorry for the old man and hates himself for it. 


SHERMAN 
I knew a little boy who had polio and had to wear heavy iron 
braces on both legs and use iron crutches -- crippled for life. 


The judge seems to think that Sherman knew a whole galaxy of pitiful cases and tears 
come to his eyes. 


JUDGE 
Poor child. 
(then, thinking) 
I'd rather stick to any diet than have to shovel coal or pick a harp. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
The judge gets back to business. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
Alright then, let us proceed with the correspondence. 


SHERMAN 
What letters do you want me to write? 
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JUDGE 
A whole slew of them, to every congressman, senator and politician 
I know. In the general tenor of what I told you this morning. 


ON SHERMAN 
The zip of gin has turned to dour anger. But the gin also causes him to yawn. 


SHERMAN 
Even that part about slavery. 


THE JUDGE 
knows now that something has gone wrong. 


JUDGE 
Not slavery, son, but restitution for slaves that the Yankees 
freed. Economic restitution. 


Sherman's nostrils and lips quiver like butterflies. 


SHERMAN 
I won't do it, Judge. 


The judge has seldom been said "no" to, but now his treasure, his jewel, has done just 
that. 


JUDGE 
I don't understand you, son. 


SHERMAN 
almost smiles but holds back his emotions. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
You refuse to write this series of letters? 


SHERMAN 
I do. I won't be a party to turning the clock back a hundred years. 


JUDGE 
The clock won't be turned back, it will be turned forward. 
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Sherman is very suspicious of the old man. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
Great change always turns forward the clock. Wars particularly. 
If it weren't for World War I, women would still be wearing 
ankle-length skirts. Now young females go around dressed like 
carpenters in overalls, even the prettiest, most well-bred girl. 


THE JUDGE 


FLASHES ON A MEMORY of Ellen Malone going to her father's pharmacy in 
overalls. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
Poor J.T. Malone. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman is struck by the judge's mysterious tone. 


SHERMAN 
Why do you say that? 


JUDGE 
I'm afraid, my boy, that Mr. Malone is not long for this world. 


SHERMAN 
Gonna die? Too bad. 


JUDGE 
Death is worse than too bad. In fact, no one on this earth 
knows what death is really about. 


SHERMAN 
Are you awfully religious? 


JUDGE 
No, I'm not a bit religious. But I do fear... 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 


truly curious about the old man. 
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SHERMAN 
What is it you fear? 


JUDGE 
(immediately) 
Blankness. An infinite blankness and blackness where I'd 
be all by myself. Just lying in the infinite darkness. 


SHERMAN 
I'd hate that, too. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 
who thinks back on every major event of his life in a matter of seconds. 


JUDGE 
I probably never would have thought of those ideas if I 
hadn't been half dead in the City Hospital for two months. 
(adding) 
Those ideas, about the Confederate money and all, they kept me alive. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman wipes his nose with a handkerchief. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
Don't you understand why these ideas are precious beyond reason to me? 


Sherman returns the handkerchief to his pocket and just stares at the judge. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
Don't you see why it is important for you to inscribe what I dictate? 


SHERMAN 
(finally) 
I told you 'no' once and I'm telling you 'no' again. You want 
me to tattoo it on my chest? 


THE JUDGE 


has gotten his answer. 
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JUDGE 
At first you were such a promising amanuensis. So amenable. But 
now, you are contrary and secretive. So secretive you wouldn't 
give me the time of day if you were in front of the town clock. 


ON SHERMAN 


thinking of the realities and dreams he has guarded. He said nothing about what Mr. 
Stevens had done until he stuttered so much that his words made no sense. He told no 
one about his search for his mother, no one about his longing for Marian Anderson. 
No one knew his secret world. 


JUDGE (0.S.) 
You young folks are all so secretive -- downright devious 
to the mature mind. But I had expected better of you. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman weighs his soft, bossy job against the letters he's being asked to write. 


SHERMAN 
I will write other letters for you. Letters of acceptance, 
invitations, and so forth. 


JUDGE 
Those are insignificant. A mere bagatelle. 


SHERMAN 
I will write other letters. 


JUDGE 


(quickly) 
No other letters interest me. 


SHERMAN 
(snotty) 
If you are so hipped on the subject you can write them yourself. 


JUDGE 
(pleads) 
Sherman, I have treated you as a son, and sharper than a 
serpent's tooth it is to have a thankless child. 
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SHERMAN 
changes the subject -- 


SHERMAN 
I wrote Zippo's love letters. He can write, of course, but his letters 
never sent Vivian Clay. Then I wrote 'The dawn of love steals over 
me' and 'I will adore thee in the sunset of our passion as much as I do 
now.' Pretty soon, Vivian was not only sent but rolling in the aisles. 


THE JUDGE 
frustrated. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
(as if to explain) 
I just wrote myself out of a fine apartment, because after those 
love letters, Vivian herself popped the question and Zippo accepted 
gladly. I wrote the very planks out of the floor. 


JUDGE 
(concedes) 
I don't think I could endure moving. Although my grandson and 
I racket around this big old house like two peas in a shoebox. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
The judge surveys the ornate room with its colored windows and stiff old furniture. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
I would rather be moved to the Milan Cemetery than move 
to another house. 
(quickly reconsiders) 
What a foolish thing for a foolish old man to say. It's just that, 
with all the memories... 


Sherman is uncomfortable at the judge's wavering voice. He tries to be sympathetic. 
SHERMAN 
Don't baw] about it. 
(then) 
Nobody makin' you move. 


The judge is making his case for staying, and more. 
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JUDGE 
I dare say I'm sentimental about this house. Miss Missy loved it, and 
my son Johnny was brought up here. There are nights when I just lie 
in bed and remember. Do you sometimes lie in bed and remember? 


SHERMAN 
Nope. 


JUDGE 
I remember stories my mother told me about the War Between the States. 
I remember the years at law school, and my youth, and my marriage to 
Miss Missy. Funny things. Sad things. I remember them all. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman's really had all he can take. 


SHERMAN 
Blah-blah-blah. 


This time the judge hears him. 
JUDGE 
I may be garrulous about the past, but I know everything that has 
happened in this town since long before the day you were born. 
ON SHERMAN 


confronting the judge, finally. 


SHERMAN 
Do you know about how I was born? 


ON JUDGE 
clinging to professional ethics and more. 
JUDGE 
You may think me an old man who tells everything, but as a jurist 


I keep my council, and on some subjects I am as silent as a tomb. 


The judge prepares a cigar and begins to smoke. 
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SHERMAN 
I have every right to know. 


But the judge remains silent, puffing away. The two sit across from one another like 
mortal enemies. Finally -- 


JUDGE 
Why, what's the matter with you, Sherman? You look almost sinister. 


SHERMAN 
I feel sinister. 


JUDGE 
Well, stop looking at me in that peculiar way. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman keeps staring at the old man. 
SHERMAN 

Furthermore, I've got a good mind to give you quit notice. 

And how would you like that? 
And on these words, in the middle of the afternoon, Sherman stomps away, pleased 
that he has punished the judge and brushing aside the thought that he has also 
punished himself. 


INT. JUDGE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 


The old man pulls up the blanket to comfort the cold night. He struggles against 
FLASHES OF MEMORIES that won't go away. They come at him like snapshots. 


FLASHBACK MONTAGE: 
In his courtroom seventeen years ago, the judge presides over a murder trial; 


A pregnant, white teenager, Mrs. Ossie Little, sits in tears as she watches a man 
brought into the courtroom in shackles; 


Nigra Jones is on trial for the murder of Mrs. Little's husband; 


The young defense attorney gestures to the all-white jury, clearly indicating an 
argument for self-defense; 
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INT. JUDGE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT (BACK TO PRESENT) 

The judge struggles to force more pleasant thoughts. 

FLASHBACK MONTAGE: 

He's now at the opera with Miss Missy, seated in a box with a group of friends. 
INT. JUDGE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT (BACK TO PRESENT) 

But it's no use, his thoughts turn back to the trial. 

FLASHBACK MONTAGE: 

The Nigra Jones is found guilty and immediately sentenced to die; 


The pregnant teenager, Mrs. Little, cries to the astonishment of everyone in the 
courtroom, as the convict is led away; 


The defense attorney is stunned with defeat. He looks up at the judge. 
INT. JUDGE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT (BACK TO PRESENT) 


The judge turns mountain-like in his huge bed. Finally, he gets up and walks over to 
the mantel where, to the left of the clock, is a framed photograph -- it's the young 
defense attorney -- his beloved Johnny. In the photograph, a little birthmark on his 
chin sums up the radiant face. The judge takes down Johnny's photograph and puts it 
in a bureau drawer. Back in bed, the old man tries again to sleep. There is the 
SOUND of Christmas CHIMES. A flash of lightning is followed by THUNDER. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
I have often noticed, Johnny, that when one is too much 
involved with the underdog, one is apt to go under oneself. 


FLASHBACK: INT. JUDGE'S CHAMBERS 


The young defense lawyer is being lectured by his father. Johnny just shrugs his 
shoulders. 


PICK SIx | 611 


JUDGE 
When I first began to practice, I was poor. Not a rich man's son like you. 
I eschewed charity cases which fall to the lot of a poor lawyer at first. 
My practice increased and soon I was able to defend cases that brought 
considerable financial returns. Always a prime consideration. 


ANGLE ON JOHNNY 
standing up to his father. 


JOHNNY 
(simply) 
I'm not that kind of lawyer. 


JUDGE 
(untruthfully) 
I'm not trying to persuade you to emulate me. One thing -- I have 
never taken a crooked case. I know when a client is lying. Remember 
the man who murdered his wife with a mashie on the golf course at the 
country club? The fee would have been princely, but I refused it. 


JOHNNY 
As I remember, there were witnesses. 


JUDGE 
(in his glory) 
Johnny, a lawyer of genius can bamboozle witnesses, convince 
the jury they were not where they swore they were, and could not 
possibly have seen the things they saw. However, I refused that case 
and many another like it. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Johnny's smile is as ironical as the one in the photograph. 


JOHNNY 
Well, isn't that handsome of you! 


JUDGE 
(goes on) 
Of course, when lucrative cases combine with a just cause, 
it is sheer heaven for Fox Clane. Remember how I defended 
the Milan Power Company? Sheer heaven and a whopping fee. 
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JOHNNY 
The rates went way up. 


JUDGE 
(rationalizes) 
Son, you cannot sell your birthright for electricity and gas. 


JOHNNY 
(after some time) 
Often this past year I have wondered how responsible you are. 


JUDGE 
(flushes quickly) 
Responsible! I am the most responsible citizen in all the South. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
to the tune of "God Save the King," Johnny chants -- 


JOHNNY 
God help the South... 


JUDGE 
If it weren't for me, where do you think you would be? 


Johnny's voice changes. 


JOHNNY 
A little scrap hanging on the wash line of heaven. 
(then) 
I never wanted to be your son. 


The judge is flushed with emotion. 


JUDGE 
Then what kind of son do you think would be about right for the old man? 


JOHNNY 
(imagines) 
How about...Alec Sisroe? 


Both father and son enjoy a good laugh, perhaps the last inside joke they share 
between them. 
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JOHNNY (Contd.) 
Yes sir. The rates went up. 


JUDGE 
(won't give up) 
This was a case where politics were involved, where the painful 
choice was the lesser of two evils. Not that I had any brief for Harry 
Breeze or the Milan Electric and Power, but the Federal Government 
reared its ugly head. Imagine when TVA and similar power plants 
control the entire nation. I could smell the stink of creeping paralysis. 


JOHNNY 
Creeping paralysis doesn't stink. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 
pontification in full glory for an audience of one. 


JUDGE 
No, but socialism does. And when socialism takes away self-initiative, 
that's standardization. It might shock you to know that I once had an 
interest in socialism and even communism. Purely scientific, mind you, 
and for a very brief time. Then one day I saw a photograph of young 
Bolshevik women in identical gymnastic costumes. Dozens and dozens 
of them all doing the same exercise, breasts the same, hams the same, 
every posture, every rib, every behind the same. And although I have 
no aversion to healthy womanflesh, whether Bolshevik or American, 
squatting or upright, the longer I studied the photograph, the more I 
was revolted. Don't tell me about standardization. 


ON JOHNNY 
What else can he say? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Shifting gears, the judge offers his only child a singular piece of advice concerning 
the trial of People vs. Jones. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
The jury, son. Talk at their own level and for God's sake 
don't try to lift them above it. 
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INT. JUDGE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT (BACK TO PRESENT) 

The judge stirs in his bed and looks -- 

JUDGE'S POV 

-- at the blank spot on the mantel where Johnny's photograph had been. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


The clock reads 9:30 when Jester enters the judge's bedroom, eating a double-decker 
sandwich. 


JUDGE 
I counted on you for supper. 


JESTER 
(mouth full) 
I took in a show and made myself a sandwich when I got 
home -- peanut butter, tomatoes, bacon and onions. 


JUDGE 
Peanut butter is loaded with calories. 


He gets up, moseys over to the liquor chest, and pours some whiskey. 
JESTER 


(noticing) 
Where's my father's picture. 


JUDGE 
In the drawer over there. 
ON JESTER 
who knows his grandfather's habits. 
JESTER 
What's the matter? 
JUDGE 


Mad. Sad. Cheated. When I think of my son I often feel so. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


A sudden stillness falls on Jester's heart. The Christmas CHIMES are silvery in the 
frosty air. He puts the sandwich down on the nightstand. 


JESTER 
You never talk about my father to me. 


JUDGE 
We were more like twin brothers than father and son. 


JESTER 
I doubt it. Only introverts commit suicide. And you're no introvert. 


The judge fills with rage in an instant. 


JUDGE 
My son was not an introvert, I'll have you know, sir. Same 
sense of fun, same mental caliber. Like blood twin brothers 
we were until he got involved with the Jones case. 


The old man seizes the sandwich from the nightstand and eats it hungrily. 


JESTER 
Tell me what it was about. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge responds at so wide an angle that the answer and question do not directly 
meet. 


JUDGE 
Johnny's adolescence was passed when communism was blaring 
wide and handsome in the grandstand. High muckety-mucks squatting 
in the very White House itself; the time of TVA, FHA and FDR. And 
one thing leading to another, a Negress singing at the Lincoln Memorial! 
And my son defending a Nigra in a murder case. Johnny tried to... 


Hysteria overcomes the old man, the hysteria of the fantastic incongruity which 
strikes upon the heart's chagrin. 


JESTER 
Don't. 
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JUDGE 
I'm not...not...laughing. 


ON JESTER 


upright in the chair, his face white. He tries to raise his grandfather, whose face is red 
as fire, to slap him on the back, but the weight is too heavy for him. At last the 
laughter weakens and subsides. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 

(explains) 
Hysterics is not laughter, son. It's a panic reaction of confusion when you 
cannot grieve. It was thus for four days and nights after my son's death. 
Doc Tatum helped haul me into the tub for warm baths and gave me 
sedatives and I kept on laughing -- hysterical. Doc tried cold showers and 
more sedation. And there I was hysterical and the corpse of my son laid 
out in the parlor. The funeral had to be held over a day. I was so weak it 
took two strong men to hold me up when we went down the church aisle. 


JESTER 
(quietly) 
But why get hysterical now? It's over seventeen years since 
my father died. 
ANGLE ON JUDGE 


finally admitting the truth about Johnny Clane's last days. 


JUDGE 
And in all those years, not a day has passed that I didn't think 
of my son. Sometimes for a glancing time, others for a brooding 
spell. I seldom trusted myself to speak of him, but today I have 
remembered -- not only the skylarking times when we were young, 
but the grown-up gravities that split and vanquished us. Today, I see 
my son at that last trial as plainly as I see you now -- plainer, in fact. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 


holding the chair so tightly his knuckles are white. 
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JUDGE (Contd.) 
His defense was masterly except for one fatal flaw. The fatal error was 
that the jurors never got the gist at all. My son argued the case as though 
he was talking to a panel of New York Jew lawyers instead of twelve men 
good and true in Peach County, Georgia. Illiterate, one and all. Under the 
circumstances, his opening move was a stroke of genius. 


Jester opens his mouth and breathes through it, so tense is his silence. 
FLASHBACK: THE COURTROOM PROCEEDINGS 
as the judge describes the trial to his grandson. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
My son's first motion was to request the jurors to rise and pledge 
allegiance to the American flag. The jurors shambled to their feet and 
Johnny read them through the rigmarole. Both Nat Webber and I were 
caught flatfooted. When Nat objected, I rapped the gavel and ordered the 
words struck from the record. But my son had already made his point. 


JESTER (V.O.) 
What point? 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
In one stroke, Johnny had joined those twelve men and prompted them to 
function at their highest level. They had been taught in school the Pledge 
of Allegiance and in speaking it, they were participating in a holy exercise. 


JESTER (V.O.) 
Why did you strike it from the record? 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
Irrelevance. But my son had lifted a sordid, cut-and-dried murder 
case to the level of constitutional law. My son went right on. 'Fellow 
jurors and Your Honor...' He looked hard at each juror as he spoke, 
and at me. 'Each one of you has an immense responsibility. Nothing 
takes precedence over you and your work at this hour.' 


There are many QUICK SHOTS of the players as the judge supplies more details. 
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JUDGE (V.O.) 
From the beginning, Rice Little maintained that his sister-in-law was raped 
by Jones, and his brother had every right to attempt to kill him. Rice Little 
just stood there like a dirty, little feisty dog guarding his brother's property 
line. Nothing could shake him. When Johnny asked Mrs. Little, she swore 
it wasn't so and that her husband tried to kill Jones out of deliberate 
malice...and in the struggle for the gun her husband was killed...a strange 
thing for a wife to swear. Johnny asked if Jones had ever treated her in any 
way that was not right and proper. She said, 'Never,' that he had treated her 
always like a lady. I should have seen something. But then eyes had I, but 
saw not. The accused had that peculiar color of a Nigra who is deathly 
scared. Rice Little wore his tight, Sunday suit, his face as hard and yellow 
as cheese paring. Mrs. Little just sat there, her eyes blue, blue and brazen, 
brazen. My son was trembling. 


Johnny Clane, speaking at his first and last trial. 


JOHNNY 

(passionate) 
If two white people or two Negro people were being tried for this same 
accident, there would be no case at all, for it was an accident that the gun 
went off when Ossie Little tried to kill the defendant. But this case 
involves a white man and a Negro man and the inequality that lies between 
the handling of such a situation. In fact, fellow jurors, the Constitution 
itself is on trial. The words I quote now were written a century and a half 
ago and spoken by a million voices. These words are the law of our 
country. No citizen or lawyer can add to or subtract from them. My 
function in this court is to emphasize and try to implement them. Four 
score and seven years ago... 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
I rapped. 

JESTER (V.O.) 
What for? 

JUDGE (V.O.) 


These were just private words that Lincoln spoke, words that every student 
memorizes, but I was not bound to hear them quoted in my courtroom. 


JESTER (V.O.) 
I think it was terrible that you struck them from the record. 
What else did my father say? 
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JUDGE (V.O.) 
His closing remarks, which should have been his most eloquent, 
drooped like a flag on a windless day. He pointed out that amendments 
following the Civil War were not implemented. But when he spoke of 
civil rights, he was so wrought up he pronounced it 'thivil' which made 
a bad impression and naturally undercut his confidence. He said that the 
population of Peach County was almost equally balanced between the 
Nigra and white races. But that there was no Nigra represented on the 
jury. The jurors just looked at each other, suspicious and puzzled. 


JOHNNY 
Is the defense being accused of murder, or of rape? The prosecution 
has tried to smear the defendant's honor and the honor of Mrs. Little 
with sly and evil insinuation. But I am defending him against the 
accusation of murder. For seven decades these words of the Constitution 
have been the law of our land, but words are powerless unless they are 
enforced by law. Our courts remain stately halls of prejudice and legalized 
persecution as far as the Negro is concerned. The words have been spoken. 
The ideas have been shaped. And how long will be the lag between the 
words and the idea and justice? 


JESTER (V.O.) 
I think it was a brilliant defense. 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
It didn't work. I retired to my chambers to await the verdict. They were 
out just twenty minutes. Time enough to troop down to the courthouse 
basement and to check their decisions. I knew what the verdict would be. 


JESTER (V.O.) 
How could you know? 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
When rape is even rumored under such circumstances, the verdict is 
always guilty. And when Mrs. Little was so quick to speak up 
for her husband's killer, it just looked downright strange. When the 
verdict was announced, there was a great wail from Jones' mother. 
Johnny turned ghost pale, and Mrs. Little swayed in her chair. Only 
Sherman Jones seemed to take it like a man. 


INT. JUDGE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT (RETURN TO PRESENT) 


Jester looks at his grandfather. 
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JESTER 
(puzzled) 
The Negro was named Sherman? Sherman is not a common name. 


JUDGE 
After General Sherman marched through Georgia, many a 
colored boy was named for him. 


JESTER 
(thinks) 
I don't see it. 


JUDGE 
Neither did I at the time. If I had just used my God-born 
sense in that courtroom, or if my son had confided in me... 


ANGLE ON JESTER 
about to get his answer. 


JESTER 
Confided what? 


JUDGE 
That he was in love with that woman, or thought he was. 


JESTER 
(suddenly shocked) 
But he couldn't be! He was married to my mother! 


JUDGE 
Like blood twin brothers we are, son, instead of grandfather 
and grandson. Same innocence, same sense of honor. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
After a moment, Jester is accepting and curious. 


JESTER 
What was Mrs. Little like? 


JUDGE 
A hussy. She was very pale, very pregnant, very proud. 
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JESTER 
Pregnant? 


JUDGE 
Very. When she walked through the streets, it was as though 
she expected the crowds to part for her and her baby, like the 
Red Sea parted for the Israelites. 


JESTER 
Then how could my father have fallen in love with her? 


JUDGE 
Falling in love is the easiest thing in the world. It's staying in 
love that matters. This was not real love. It was love like you are 
in love with a cause. Besides, your father never acted on it. My 
son was a Puritan, and Puritans have more illusions than people 
who act out every love at first sight, every impulse. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Jester is sorry, and yet becomes thrilled with the drama. 


JESTER 
How terrible for my father to be in love with another 
woman and be married to my mother. Did she know? 


JUDGE 
Of course not. My son only told me the week before he killed 
himself, he was so upset, so shocked. 


JESTER 
About what? 


The final purge is almost enjoyable. 
JUDGE 


To make an end to the story, after the verdict and execution, Mrs. 
Little called for Johnny. She had had her baby, and she was dying. 


Jester's ears turn very red. 


JESTER 
Did she say she loved my father? Passionately, I mean? 
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The judge must disappoint Jester. 


JUDGE 
She hated him and told him so. She cursed him for being a fumbler, 
for airing his ideas of justice at the expense of his client. She maintained 
that if he conducted the case as pure self-defense, Sherman Jones would be 
a free man. A dying woman, ranting, wailing, cursing. She said that 
Sherman Jones was the cleanest, most decent man she had ever known and 
that she loved him. She showed Johnny the newborn baby, dark-skinned 
and with her own blue eyes. When Johnny came home he looked like he'd 
been over Niagara Falls in a barrel. I just let him talk away, then I said, 
‘son, I hope you have learned a lesson. That woman couldn't possibly have 
loved Sherman Jones. He is black and she is white." 


ON JESTER 
adamant. 


JESTER 
Grandfather, you talk like loving a Negro is like loving a giraffe 
or something. 


JUDGE 
It wasn't love. It was lust. Lust is fascinated by the alien, the perverse and 
the dangerous. That's what I told Johnny. Then I asked why he took it so to 
heart. Johnny said: 'Because, I love Mrs. Little, or would you have me call 
it lust?' Either lust or lunacy, I said. 


JESTER 
What happened to the baby? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge is animated. 


JUDGE 
Evidently, Rice Little took the baby and left it on a pew of the 
Holy Ascension Church. He's the only one I can figure out. 


JESTER 
(matter-of-fact) 
Is it our Sherman? 
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JUDGE 
(warns) 
Yes, but don't tell him any of this. 


JESTER 
(has to know) 
Did my father kill himself the day Mrs. Little cursed him? 


JUDGE 
He waited until Christmas, a week later, after I thought it was all 
over and done with. That Christmas started like any other, opening 
presents in the morning, and piled-up Christmas wrapping under the 
tree. His mother gave him a pearl stickpin and I gave him a box of 
cigars and a shockproof, waterproof watch. I remember Johnny banged 
the watch and put it in a cup of water to test it. Since we were like blood 
twin brothers, I should have felt the mood of his despair. Was it normal 
to horse around with the watch like that? Tell me, Jester. 


JESTER 
I don't know, but don't cry, Grandfather. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 


weeping for his son at last. The journey into the past which he had shared with his 
grandson has mysteriously unlocked his stubborn heart. A voluptuary in all things, he 
now sobs with abandon and finds it sweet. 


JESTER (Contd.) 
Don't, Grandfather. Don't, Grandy. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
After hours of remembrance, the judge returns to the present. 


JUDGE 
He's dead. My darling is dead, but I'm alive. And life is 
so full of a number of things. Of ships and cabbages and 
kings. That is not quite right. Of ships and, and -- 


JESTER 
(prompts) 


Sealing wax. 


The judge seems rejuvenated. 
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JUDGE 

That's it. Life is so full of a number of things, of ships and sealing wax and 
cabbages and kings. This reminds me, I've got to get a new magnifying 
glass. The print of the Milan Courier gets wavier every day. And last 
month, a straight was staring me in the face and I missed it -- mistaking a 
seven for a nine. I was so vexed I could have burst out bawling. 

(then) 
And furthermore, I'm going to get a hearing aid, although I've always 
maintained they were old-ladyish. 


Living in the here and now and dreaming of a more vivid future, the judge is content. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


The old man lies back and closes his tear-drenched eyes. Jester pulls the blanket up 
and tucks his grandfather in. 


INT. JUDGE'S FOYER - EVENING 
The judge adjusts the hallway clock as Jester prepares to go out. 


JESTER 
I finally decided what I want to do with my life. Should I 
tell you before I go out? 


The judge is skeptical. 


JUDGE 
Why, certainly. 


Jester leans over, whispers into the old man's ear. 
> p 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
(surprised) 
The Lord knows I never encouraged it. But if that's what you 
want to do, son, I will support you to the best of my ability. 


Secretly the judge is overjoyed. He cannot help showing it. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
So you want to emulate your grandfather? 


JESTER 
I want to be like my father. 
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JUDGE 
(fine) 
Your father, your grandfather...just another Clane off the old block. 


JESTER 
I'm so relieved. I thought about so many things I could do 
in life. Play the piano, fly a plane. But none of them exactly 
fitted. I was like a cat always climbing the wrong tree. 
(then) 
‘Bye, Grandfather. 


He is gone, leaving the judge to consider if what just happened actually happened. 
He smiles to himself. 


INT. JUDGE'S KITCHEN - MORNING 


Verily arrives, puts her hat on the rack, but does not begin the day's house cleaning. 
She just stands there, stubborn and implacable. 


VERILY 
(calls out) 
Judge. I want them papers. 
JUDGE (0.S.) 
What papers? 
VERILY 


The gov'ment papers. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


The judge comes from the living room. To his amazement and the ruin of his first 
cigar, he listens to Verily describe Social Security. 


VERILY (Contd.) 
I pays part of my salary to the gov'ment and you supposed to pay part. 


JUDGE 
(scared) 
Who's been talking all that stuff to you? 


VERILY 
Folks was talking. 
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JUDGE 
Now, Verily, be reasonable. Why do you want to pay 
your money to the government? 


VERILY 
Because it's the law and the gov'ment is catching folks. 
Folks I knows. It's about this here income tax. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 
His worst nightmare. 


JUDGE 
Merciful God, you don't want to pay income tax! 


VERILY 
I does. 


JUDGE 
(soothing but firm) 
You have got this all mixed up. 
(adding helplessly) 
Why, Verily, you have been with us close on to fifteen years. 


ON VERILY 
She's rehearsed this and remains insistent. 


VERILY 
I wants to stay in the law. 


JUDGE 
And a damn interfering law it is. 


The truth finally comes out -- 


VERILY 
I wants my old-age pension when the time comes for it. 


JUDGE 
What do you need that for? I'll take care of you when 
you are too old to work. 
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VERILY 
Judge, you're beyond three score years and ten. 


THE JUDGE 


does not care for reference to his mortality. Indeed, the situation makes him fit to be 
tied. 


VERILY (Contd.) 
There's a lady will figure out them gov'ment papers, pay me 
forty dollars a week, and give me Saturday and Sunday free. 


The judge's heart beats so fast his that face changes color. 


JUDGE 
Well, go to her! 


VERILY 
(sympathetic) 
I can find somebody to work for you, Judge. Ellie 
Carpenter will take my place. 


JUDGE 
Ellie Carpenter! You know good and well she doesn't 
have the sense of a brass monkey! 


VERILY 
Well, how about that worthless Sherman Pew? 


JUDGE 
Sherman is no servant...no trained servant. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Verily knows what she wants. 
VERILY 
There's a lady will figure out the gov'ment papers, pay me 


forty dollars a week, and give me Saturday and Sunday free. 


The judge grows angrier. But, wanting peace and comfort, the old man tries to back 
down. 
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JUDGE 
I will pay the Social Security for you myself. 


VERILY 
(quickly) 
I don't trust you. 
(then) 
This woman will figure out my gov'ment papers, pay 
me forty dollars a week... 


The judge is fuming. 
JUDGE 
Then go to her! 
VERILY 
(surprised) 
Right now? 
JUDGE 


(raises his voice) 
Now, goddammit! I'll be glad to be rid of you! 


ANGLE ON VERILY 

Her lips grimace with anger, but she will not let herself speak. She carefully puts on 
her hat without so much as a glance around the kitchen. She does not tell the judge 
goodbye as she stomps out the back door. 

MONTAGE: MUSIC OVER 

INT. LIVING ROOM 

The house is absolutely silent and the judge is afraid to be alone in his own house. 
EXT. COURTHOUSE SQUARE - DAY 

The judge looks all around, trying to pick up a servant, but has no success. 


INT. BARBERSHOP 


The judge gets a haircut, shave and a manicure. 
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INT. TAYLOR HOTEL, GREEN ROOM 
The judge kills time over a drink. 

INT. CRICKET TEA ROOM 

The judge spends two hours over his lunch. 
INT. PHARMACY 

The judge speaks with J.T. Malone. 

INT. JUDGE'S KITCHEN - EVENING 


The judge fries steaks for himself and Jester, and Jester washes the dishes. END 
MONTAGE. 


INT. TRAIN, CLUB CAR - DAY 


J.T. Malone rides alone on a northward journey. Two whiskeys and the seafood 
platter elevate his spirits. 


INT. JOHNS HOPKINS RECEPTION AREA - FOLLOWING MORNING 
Malone explains to the Receptionist. 
MALONE 
I want the best diagnostician in this hospital because the G.P.s 
in my hometown are so behind the times I don't trust them. 


VARIOUS 


The familiar examinations, the wait for slides and tests, and finally the too-familiar 
verdict. 


INT. TRAIN - DAY 
Sick with rage, Malone takes the day coach back to Milan. 
INT. HERMAN KLEIN'S JEWELRY SHOP - DAY 


Malone places his watch on the counter. 
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MALONE 
(obsessed) 
This watch loses about two minutes every week. I 
demand that my watch keep strict railroad time. 


KLEIN 
I overhauled this watch just two weeks ago. And where are 
you going that you have to be on strict railroad time? 


Malone clenches his fists until the knuckles whiten. 


MALONE 
What the hell business is it of yours where I'm going! 
What the fuckin' hell! 


ANGLE ON HERMAN KLEIN 
The jeweler looks at Malone, his customer for close on to twenty years. 


MALONE (Contd.) 
If you can't give me proper service, I'll take my trade elsewhere! 


Then, grabbing his watch, Malone leaves. Herman Klein just stares after him. 
EXT. MALONE'S STREET 


Malone walks along and comes upon a ball on the sidewalk. He kicks it with the full 
force of anger. A girl, about ten, watches from her porch as it flies across the street 
and smashes against a parked car. 


INT. JUDGE'S LIVING ROOM - DAY 
Sherman rattles off before the judge. 


SHERMAN 
I'll give you injections, make your drinks, run your errands. 
I won't read to you, write letters for you, especially ones 
about Confederate money and slavery. 


JUDGE 
(concedes) 
That is all fine with me, son. 
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SHERMAN 
And I don't want to hear a word about Jester becoming a lawyer. 


JUDGE 
Agreed. 
(then) 
Now go to my office in the courthouse and look in the steel filing case 
under 'C.' I wish to review my achievements as set forth in the newspapers. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 
Delighted. He has never been in the judge's office. 


SHERMAN 
(repeats) 
The steel filing case under 'C." 


JUDGE 
Don't monkey around with my important papers. Just take the clippings. 


SHERMAN 
I don't monkey around. 
JUDGE 
(already demanding) 


Give me a toddy before you go. It's twelve o'clock. 
INT. COURTHOUSE CORRIDOR 
Sherman stands before CLANE & SON, ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW etched upon a 
frosted glass door. With a little thrill, Sherman unlocks the door and enters the sunny 
room. 


INT. JUDGE'S OFFICE 


After taking out the file marked "Clippings," Sherman meddles with other papers in 
the steel cabinet, not looking for anything in particular, just a born meddler. 


ANGLE ON FOLDER 


The name "Sherman Jones" appears on Johnny's brief. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman's head sways as he reads the papers. He cannot believe his eyes. It's all so 
otherwise than he had dreamed. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 

His ears are waterfalls of disgrace and shame. No, Marian Anderson had not been his 
mother, nor Lena Horne, nor Bessie Smith. He had been tricked. He had been 
cheated. He wants to die like the Negro man -- his father -- had died. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 

Slowly, Sherman replaces the folder, his energy all but gone. 


INT. JUDGE'S LIVING ROOM 


The judge is up from his nap. Sherman is so weak he just puts the clipping file limply 
on the table and starts to leave -- 


JUDGE 
Where are you going? 


SHERMAN 
(doesn't know) 


To do something. Do something. 


After Sherman is gone, the judge puts his magnifying glass to a clipping and begins 
to read, engulfed in his greatness. 


EXT. COURTHOUSE - AFTERNOON 


Early May, Sherman drinks from the white fountain in the square, hoping for some 
attention. No one seems to notice. 


INT. BUS STATION 
Sherman uses the white men's room and again no one notices. 
INT. BAPTIST CHURCH 


Sherman sits in a back pew during the service. Nothing. 
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INT. WHELAN'S DRUGSTORE 
Sherman sits at the counter. Finally -- 


CLERK 
Get away, nigger, and never come back. 


Sherman seems happier about this than about not being noticed. 
EXT. JUDGE'S BACKYARD - LATE AFTERNOON 


Through the glassy still air, Sherman cuts from the judge's backyard to the lane. 
Jester's dog Tige jumps on his shoulders and licks his face. 


ANGLE ON SHERMAN 


who just snaps, walks over to the clothesline, tears a line down and makes a noose. 
He glares at the dog with venom. 


INT. SHERMAN'S HOUSE - FOLLOWING MORNING 
Sherman awakens to POUNDING at the front door. 
JESTER (0.8.) 
(screaming) 


Sherman! 


When Sherman opens the door, patting water on his face, a distraught Jester 
practically drags him to the judge's yard. 


EXT. JUDGE'S BACKYARD 
The dog, stiff in death, hangs against the blue May sky. 
JESTER 
(crying) 
Tige, Tige! How? Why? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Jester turns to Sherman who stares at the ground. A nightmare suspicion comes to 
Jester which is suddenly affirmed by Sherman's downward-cast face. 
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JESTER (Contd.) 
Why, Sherman? Why did you do this insane thing? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Jester goes to the shed and gets a shovel. Sherman follows. 


SHERMAN 
How did you know right away I done it? 


JESTER 
Your face, and I just knew. 


SHERMAN 
(sad) 
I see you walking that white man's dog, getting dressed up 
in them seersucker pants, going to the white man's school. 
Don't nobody care about me. I do things, don't nobody notice. 
Good or mean, nobody notices. People pet that goddamned 
dog more than they notice me. And it's just a dog. 


JESTER 
But I loved him. And Tige loved you too. 


SHERMAN 
I don't love no white man's dog and I don't love nobody. 


JESTER 
But the shock. I can't get over it. 


ON SHERMAN 
thinking of the courthouse papers. 


SHERMAN 
You're shocked. You ain't the only one who has been shocked. 


JESTER 
A thing like this... makes me think you ought to be in Milledgeville. 


SHERMAN 
Milledgeville! I'm too smart, kid, for Milledgeville. Nobody else would 
believe what I done about the dog. Not even a head doctor. If you think 
that is something crazy, you wait and see what else I am going to do. 
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INT. JUDGE'S LIBRARY 
The judge thinks he is conveying news. 


JUDGE 
How about that? The dog must've died in his sleep. 


Sherman is surprised and pleased that Jester did not reveal the truth about Tige. 
Then, Sherman waves a letter in front of the judge. 


SHERMAN 
You see this? It's a letter I wrote to an Atlanta agency to rent a house. 


JUDGE 
A house? 


SHERMAN 
My own house. 
(adding) 
I'm going to get a money order and mail it right now with the letter. 


The judge tries to stop Sherman as he's leaving. 


JUDGE 
What about my injection? 


SHERMAN 
Oh, you can get somebody else to do that. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
It dawns on the judge that Sherman is not coming back. 


JUDGE 
You mean you're leaving me high and dry? 


SHERMAN 
High and dry, Judge Clane. 


He exits. The judge reads the Milan Courier with his magnifying glass. 
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EXT. SHERMAN'S NEW HOUSE - DAY 


Sherman fumbles with the keys. His new home is around the corner from Malone's 
house, right next door to the three little houses Mrs. Malone inherited. A corner 
market is just beyond, and after that the neighborhood is Negro. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Yet shabby and beaten-up as it is, Sherman's house is in the white section. 
MONTAGE: MILAN STREETS 


A mover's truck delivers a baby grand piano and beautiful, genuine-antiquey 
furniture; 


SAMMY LANK and the Lank brood live right next door. At last, Sherman is 
noticed; 


In front of the pharmacy, Sammy Lank complains to Malone. The news spreads 
through the town like wildfire. END MONTAGE. 


EXT. JUDGE'S BACKYARD 


Sammy Lank, BENNIE WEEMS and MAX GERHARDT mill around the backyard 
as the judge tries privately to convince Malone -- 


JUDGE 
He's left me high and dry. I am too furious to fool with him any longer. 
(adding) 
I don't hold with violence any more than you do, J.T., but when a thing 
like this comes up I feel it is my duty to act. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 
who is secretly excited. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
It's not people like you and me, J.T., who will be affected if things 
like this go on. I am speaking for the poor, for the unprofited. We 
leading citizens have to be the spokesmen for the downtrodden. Did 
you notice Sammy Lank when he came up? I thought he was going to 
have apoplexy. All worked up as what he should be, since he rents the 
house next door. How would you like to be living next door to a Nigra? 
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MALONE 
(concedes) 
I wouldn't like it. 


JUDGE 
Your property would depreciate, the property old Mrs. 
Greenlove left your wife would depreciate. 


ON MALONE 
who appears unusually peaked. 


MALONE 
For years I have advised my wife to sell those three 
houses. They have turned into nothing but a slum. 


JUDGE 
You and I as foremost citizens of Milan... 


Malone is meekly proud to be bracketed with the judge. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
...you and I have our property and our positions and our self-respect. Poor 
Sammy Lank has nothing but the color of his skin. It is a sad commentary 
on human nature, but the Sammy Lanks of this world only have the Nigra 
to look down on. You and I have our pride, the pride of our blood, the 
pride in our descendants. What does Sammy Lank have except those slews 
of white-headed triplets and twins and a wife worn out with child-bearing? 


The two men look over at Sammy, who smiles back at them. 
INT. JUDGE'S CAR - NIGHT 


A full May moon illuminates Jester at the wheel behind Malone's pharmacy. The 
Judge and Malone are with him. 


JUDGE 
(to Jester) 
You go on home, son. Some of the boys will bring us home. 


Malone and the judge go into the pharmacy. Malone turns on just one dim light and 
the ceiling fan. 
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INT. COMPOUNDING ROOM 
Jester sneaks in to spy on the gathering. 
JESTER'S POV 


SHERIFF McCALL, a man with dainty purplish hands and a broken nose, stands 
between the judge and J.T. Malone. 


MALONE 
does not know what the meeting will be like. 
MALONE'S POV - VARIOUS 


He expected a group of leading citizens, but except for Hamilton Breedlove, the 
cashier at the Milan Bank & Trust, and Max Gerhardt, the chemist at the Nehi plant, 
there are none. There are old poker cronies of the judge, and there is Bennie Weems 
and Sport Lewis and Sammy Lank. Some other new arrivals Malone knows by sight, 
but they are nameless. 


A GROUP OF BOYS arrives in overalls. Ragtag and bobtail for the most part, they 
are halfway liquored up and there is the atmosphere of a carnival. A bottle is passed 
around and put on the fountain counter. Before the beginning of the meeting, Malone 
already regrets that he has lent his pharmacy to it. 


ON MALONE 


He knows tonight he is seeing the weaknesses of these ordinary people, their little 
uglinesses. No, none of them are leading citizens. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
The round yellow moon shines through the window. 


JUDGE 
Is everybody here that's coming? 
(then) 
It's ten o'clock. I guess so. 


More than a dozen people gather around the old judge. Jester, on pins and needles, 
watches wide-eyed from the compounding room. 
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JUDGE (Contd.) 
(eloquent) 
Fellow citizens, are there no zoning laws in this town? Do 
you want coal-black niggers moving in right next door to 
your house? Do you want your children crowded in the back 
of the bus while coal-black niggers sit in the front? Do you want 
your wife carrying on behind the back fence with nigger bucks? 


The crowd mutters: "No. Goddammit, no." 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
Are we going to let the zoning of our town be decided 
by niggers? I ask you, are we or are we not? 


He drives his fist into the counter. The gavel has been sounded. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Whiskey is passed around, fueling a fraternity of hate. Malone looks at the moon, 
wishing he were home with Martha. 


HOARSE VOICE 
Who's going to bomb the bastard? 


BENNIE WEEMS 
Should we draw lots, Judge? 


Before the judge can answer, Bennie Weems starts tearing strips of paper, then marks 
an "X" on one strip. 


MALONE 
is cold, confused by the bustle. 


MALONE 
(dry voice) 
Can't we just talk with the Nigra? I never liked him, even when he 
was your houseboy, Judge. Just a biggity, disrespectful, and a 
thoroughly bad Nigra. But violence or bombing I don't hold with. 


THE JUDGE 


leans over to persuade Malone. 
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JUDGE 
No more do I, J.T. And I am fully cognizant that we, as members 
of this citizens' committee, are taking the law into our own hands. 
But if the law doesn't protect our interests and those of our descendants, 
I am willing to go around the law if the cause is just and if the situation 
threatens the standards of our community. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Bennie Weems holds the slips of paper. Then -- 


BENNIE WEEMS 
Everybody ready? The 'X' mark is it. 


Malone loathes Bennie Weems, a weasel-faced garage man and a real liquor-head. 
ANGLE ON COMPOUNDING ROOM 

Jester hugs the wall so closely that his face is pressed against a medicine bottle. He 
must warn Sherman, but doesn't know how to get out of the drugstore without being 
discovered, so all he can do is listen. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sheriff McCall proffers his Stetson. 


SHERIFF 
You can use my hat. 


Bennie Weems places the slips of paper in the hat, then passes it around the room. 
The judge draws first and the others follow. Malone's hands tremble as he lifts the 
balled-up paper. 

MALONE'S POV - VARIOUS 


Everyone unrolls his paper under the dim light. Malone sees, one after another, the 
slackened faces of relief. 


MALONE 


in his fear and dread, is not surprised when his unrolled paper has an "X" on it. 
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MALONE 
(deadened voice) 
I guess it is supposed to be me. 
(voice rises) 
But if it's bombing or violence, I can't do it. 


Everybody looks at him. 


MALONE (Contd.) 
Gentlemen, I am too near death to murder. 
(embarrassed, yet strong) 
I don't want to endanger my soul. 


The men think Malone has gone stark raving mad. 


SAMMY LANK 
Chicken. 


MAX GERHARDT 
Well, be durned. Why did you come to the meeting? 


MALONE 
A year ago, my doctor said I had no more than sixteen 
months to live, and I don't want to endanger my soul. 


BENNIE WEEMS 
What is all this talk about soul? 


MALONE 
(ashamed) 
My immortal soul. 


BENNIE WEEMS 
What the fuck is an immortal soul? 


MALONE 
I don't know. But if I have one, I don't want to lose it. 


THE JUDGE 


seeing his friend's embarrassment, is embarrassed in turn. 
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JUDGE 
Buck up, son. 
(then, to the men) 


J.T. here doesn't think we ought to do it. But if we do do it, I think 
we ought to do it all together, because then it's not the same thing. 


Having made a fool and a spectacle of himself in public, Malone has no face to save, 
so he cries out -- 


MALONE 
But it is the same thing. Whether one person does it or 
a dozen, it's the same thing if it's murder. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 


Crouched in the compounding room, Jester never thought old Mr. Malone had it in 
him. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sammy Lank spits on the floor and says again -- 
SAMMY LANK 
Chicken. 
(adding) 
I'll do it. Be glad to. It's right next to my house. 
All eyes turn to Sammy Lank, who is suddenly a hero. 


INT. SHERMAN'S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 


Jester has broken the news. Sherman's face turns ashen, the pallor of dark skin in 
mortal fright. 


JESTER 


is still angry about his dog, but sees Sherman as if for the first time on that summer 
evening almost a year ago. 


SHERMAN 


is so tense that suddenly he begins to laugh. 
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JESTER 
Don't act like that, Sherman. You've got to get out 
of here. You've got to leave this house. 


But Sherman looks around the room with the bought-on-time baby grand piano, the 
bought-on-time genuine antique sofa and two chairs, and begins to cry. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
In the glow of the firelight, Sherman's tears fall purple and gold against his face. 


JESTER (Contd.) 
(repeats) 
You've got to leave this place tonight. 


SHERMAN 
(a familiar wild mood swing) 
Leave my furniture? And you haven't even seen the bedroom 
set, with the pink sheets and boudoir pillows. Or my clothes. 


He throws opens the closet door. 


SHERMAN (Contd.) 
Four brand new suits. Hart, Schaffner & Marx. 
(gestures) 
And the kitchen, with all modern conveniences. And all my own. 


In an ecstasy of ownership, Sherman seems to have forgotten all about the fear. 


JESTER 
But didn't you know this was going to happen? 


SHERMAN 

But it's not going to happen! I invited guests with lovely invitations 
to a house-warming party. I bought a case of Lord Calvert's bottled 
in bond, six bottles of gin, six bottles of fine champagne. We are 
having caviar on crisp toast, fried chicken, Harvard beets, and greens. 

(looks around the room) 
It's not going to happen because, boy, you know how much this 
furniture cost? It's going to take more than three years to pay for it 
and the liquor and the clothes. 

(goes to the piano and strokes it lovingly) 
All my life I have wanted an elegant baby grand. 
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JESTER 


is very upset. 


JESTER 
Stop talking about baby grands and parties. Don't you 
realize this is serious? 


SHERMAN 
Why should they bomb me? Me who is not even noticed. 


JESTER 
But now you've been noticed. Why don't you go North 
where people don't mind so much? I know that if I were 
a Negro, I'd certainly light out for the North. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman's house has suddenly become his entire world. 


SHERMAN 
But I can't. I have rented this house with my good money and 
moved in this beautiful furniture. For the last two days I have 
been arranging everything. And if I do say so myself, it's elegant. 
(then) 
You want to see my new green suit? 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Sherman, wild with tension and excitement, goes to the closet and puts on his Nile 
green silk jacket. Jester, trying desperately to cope with the veering Sherman, 
watches while Sherman prances about. 


JESTER 
I don't care about all this furniture and suits, but I do care 
about you. Don't you realize this is serious? 


Sherman begins to pound middle C on the piano. 


SHERMAN 
Serious, man? Me who has kept a black book all my life, and you talk 
about serious? Did I tell you about vibrations? I vibrate, vibrate, vibrate! 
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JESTER 
Stop pounding the piano like a lunatic and listen to me. 


SHERMAN 
(stubborn, hurt) 
I have made my decision. Sorry, I am going to stay right 
here. Right here. Bombing or no. 


JESTER 
Well you have got to do better than sorry. You have got to move. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Sherman looks directly at his friend Jester. 


SHERMAN 
Sorry...about your dog. 


JESTER 
Forget the dog. The dog is dead. And I want for you to be living always. 


SHERMAN 
(begins to laugh) 
Nobody lives for always, but when I live, I like to live it up. 


EXT. SHERMAN'S HOUSE 


Jester leaves, and looks back through the window at his friend Sherman laughing and 
pounding on middle C. 


EXT. ALLEYWAY - FOLLOWING AFTERNOON 


Sammy Lank meets with Max Gerhardt, who has made two bombs for the event. 
Sammy carefully places them in a burlap bag. 


EXT. SHERMAN'S HOUSE - EVENING 


The round moon rises in the soft sky. Sammy Lank holds a bomb in his hand, 
looking at Sherman through the open window. 
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VARIOUS 


Sherman plays the piano beautifully, and Sammy watches him, wondering how a 
nigger could learn to play the piano. 


Then Sherman begins to sing. His strong dark throat is thrown back, and it is at that 
throat that Sammy aims the bomb. 


Since he is only a few yards away, the bomb is a direct hit. 


After the first bomb is thrown, a feeling savage and sweet comes back to Sammy 
Lank. He throws the second bomb and the house begins to burn. 


SAME SCENE - VARIOUS (MINUTES LATER) 


A crowd already gathers. Neighbors, even Malone himself. The FIRE TRUCKS 
SHRILL. 


Sammy Lank knows he got the nigger, but waits until the ambulance comes. He 
watches them cover the torn dead body. 


The crowd waits for the fire to be put out, then moves in. They haul the baby grand 
out to the yard. A drizzling rain sets in. 


A Reporter from the Milan Courier writes up tomorrow's big story. 

INT. CITY HOSPITAL, MORGUE - FOLLOWING MORNING 

The judge stands with the Negro Undertaker and signs papers to have Sherman's 
body removed. He then hands over five hundred dollars in U.S. greenbacks for the 
funeral. 


INT. JUDGE'S ATTIC - DAY 


Jester wraps the Tristan score he inscribed to Sherman and places it in a trunk that 
holds his father's belongings. 


CLOSE ON TRUNK 


Old photos, a baseball glove, and baby shoes rest next to the score. 
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JESTER 
does not weep. He is strong, even determined, as he locks the trunk. 
EXT. SHERMAN'S HOUSE - DAY 


Jester pulls up to the bombed house, where four of the Lank brood play "Chopsticks" 
in the front yard. The sky is the fresh and tender blue that follows a long rain. The 
piano is already ruined and out of tune. 


JESTER 
(calls out) 
Is your father there? 


CHILD 
No he ain't. 


INT. JUDGE'S HOUSE, LIBRARY 


Jester has returned home. He opens a cabinet and removes the pistol his father had 
used to shoot himself. 


INT. JUDGE'S CAR 


Jester cruises around town slowly. When he hears "Chopsticks" still being played on 
Sherman's ruined piano, he beats the steering wheel with his fists. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Finally, Jester spots Sammy Lank lounging against Malone's drugstore. 
JESTER 
(beckons) 


Sammy. You want to come with me to the airport? 
I'll take you on an airplane ride. 


Sammy is beaming. He's already a celebrity. Jester Clane taking him for an airplane 
ride? He jumps in the car. 


INT. TRAINING MOTH 


Jester taxis down the tiny runway, ready to take off. Sammy is beside him. The pistol 
is hidden in Jester's pocket. Above the NOISE OF THE ENGINE -- 
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JESTER 
Ever been in an airplane before? 


SAMMY LANK 
No sir, but I'm not scared. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Jester makes a perfect take-off. The blue sky and the fresh windy atmosphere 
quicken his numbed soul. The plane climbs. 


JESTER 
Was it you who killed Sherman Pew? 


Sammy only grins and nods. 


JESTER (Contd.) 
Do you have any life insurance? 


SAMMY LANK 
Nope. Just younguns. 


JESTER 
How many younguns are there? 


SAMMY LANK 
(proud) 
Thirteen. Five of them grown. 


Sammy seems petrified with the plane ride but tries to hide his nervousness. 


SAMMY LANK (Contd.) 
Me and my wife almost had quints. There were three triplets and 
two twins. Every time me and my wife used to think of the quints 
up there in Canada -- rich, famous, mother and daddy rich and 
famous too -- a little idea came to us. One time me and my wife 
took all the younguns to Canada to see those quints in their little 
glass playhouse. And our younguns all got the measles. 


JESTER 
That's why you had so many children. 
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SAMMY LANK 
Yep. We wanted to hit the jackpot. And me and my wife were 
naturals for borning twins and triplets and such. We never did 
hit it. But there was this article in the Milan Courier about our 
triplets. It's framed on our living room wall. And now that my wife 
has changed life, it's all over. I'll never be nothing but Sammy Lank. 


ANGLE ON JESTER 


The grotesque pity of the story makes Jester laugh that laughter of despair. Having 
laughed and despaired and pitied, he knows he cannot use the pistol. For in that 
instant, the seed of compassion, forced by sorrow, has begun to blossom. Jester slips 
the pistol from his pocket and drops it out of the plane. 


SAMMY LANK (Contd.) 
(terrified) 
What's that? 
JESTER 
Nothing. 
(then) 


Do you want to go down? 
SAMMY LANK 
has turned green. 


SAMMY LANK 
No, I ain't scared. 


So Jester circles on. 

EXT. RUNWAY 

His odyssey of passion, friendship, and revenge now finished, Jester gently lands the 
plane and lets Sammy Lank out -- to brag to his family that he is now so well-known 
that even Jester Clane had taken him up on an airplane ride. 


EXT. MILAN STREET - DAY 


Malone watches as Bennie Weems, and then Sheriff McCall, take their business to 
Whelan's Drugstore. 
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MALONE 


(to himself) 
To hell with all of them. 


But Malone's face shows concern that perhaps he's jeopardized future business by 
taking such a hard stand at the meeting. 


INT. MALONE'S HOUSE, BEDROOM - MORNING 
Malone lies in bed, squinting against the sunrise. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Martha gently props his head up against the pillows. 
MARTHA 

It's just this first hot spell. When you get accustomed 

to the weather you will feel better. 
MALONE 
knows full well how he feels is not due to the weather. Yet a strange lightness has 
come upon his soul and he exalts -- he is no longer a man watching a clock without 
hands. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Martha sits in the chair beside him, knitting. A vase of snapdragons sits on a table 
nearby. As she knits, Malone looks at his wife. His love for her that had so receded 
has returned in full bloom. 
INT. MALONE'S LIVING ROOM 
Dr. Milton speaks in whispers with Martha. 


INT. MALONE'S BEDROOM 


Malone does not care that they are talking about him -- he does not worry, he does 
not wonder. His head is propped up against a brand-new pink bedrest. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


Through with the doctor, Martha enters with a glass of ice water. Malone rubs his 
feet against a hot water bottle. 


MALONE 
Darling, no man has ever had such a wife as you. 


INT. KITCHEN 
Martha is alone at the sink, crying quietly to herself. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Martha makes a milk shake for her husband and surreptitiously puts two eggs in it. 
INT. MALONE'S BEDROOM - MORNING 
He's reading the May 16th edition of the Milan Courier. 
MALONE 

Here's a story of a man who saved a child from a 

burning house and lost his own life. 
He looks up toward Martha and his children, Ellen and Tommy. 


INT. MALONE'S BEDROOM (LATER) 


Malone is asleep. He wakes abruptly as the judge bursts into the room with veins 
pulsing in his temples. 


JUDGE 
I came to get some Miltown, J.T. Have you heard the news on the radio? 


He looks at Malone and is shocked. Sorrow battles with the old judge's fury. 
JUDGE (Contd.) 
(softer) 


Excuse me, dear J.T. But have you heard? 


Martha answers for her husband. 
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MARTHA 
Well, what is it, Judge? Heard what? 


JUDGE 
(sputters) 
The Supreme Court has made a horrendous decision...school integration... 


MARTHA 
(flabbergasted) 
Well, I vow! 


ANGLE ON JUDGE 
The wheels are spinning in his infuriated head. 


JUDGE 
There are ways we can get around it. It will never happen. Writing it into 
law is one thing, but enforcing it is another. A car is waiting -- | am going 
down to the radio station to make an address. I will rally the people. I want 
something terse and simple to say. Dramatic. Dignified and mad, if you 
know what I mean. I'll make it up on the way to the station. Don't forget to 
hear it. It will be a historic speech and will do you good, dear J.T. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Malone's love for the old judge calls him back from dying. He reaches out and 
squeezes the old man's hand and smiles. 


INT. RADIO STATION 


In the soundproof room of the radio station, the judge latches onto the microphone 
like a professional. 


ON JUDGE 


Angry, defiant -- expecting at any moment a little seizure, or worse -- the judge 
cannot contain himself, and when the microphone is turned on, he plunges in with 
whatever comes into his enraged mind. 
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JUDGE 
Fourscore and seven years ago, our fathers brought forth 
on this continent a new nation, conceived in liberty, and 
dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal. 
Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether that 
nation, or any nation so conceived and so dedicated can long endure. 


The judge knows dimly that what he is saying is not what he wants to say. 


JUDGE (Contd.) 
(louder) 
We are met on a great battlefield of that war. We have come 
to dedicate a portion of that field as a final resting place for those 
who here gave their lives so that nation might live. It is altogether 
fitting and proper that we should do this. 


INT. JUDGE'S CAR 


Jester is parked in front of Sherman's house as the baby grand is hauled away. He 
listens on the car RADIO -- 


JUDGE (V.O.) 

(shouts) 
Quit poking me. 

(then) 
But, in a larger sense, we cannot dedicate -- we cannot consecrate -- we 
cannot hallow this ground. The brave men living and dead who struggled 
here have consecrated it far above our poor power to add or detract. 
The world will little note nor long remember what we say here... 


RADIO VOICE (V.O.) 
For chrissakes! Cut it! 


JUDGE (V.O.) 
Don't cut me off. 


Jester smiles. 
INT. RADIO STATION 


A RECORD of "I Love Paris" from the musical Can-Can PLAYS. 
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JUDGE 
(urgent) 
It's just the other way around! I mean it, just the other 
way around! Please don't cut me off! 


INT. MALONE'S BEDROOM 
Confused, Martha switches off the radio. Her husband is laughing. 


MARTHA 
I don't know what he was talking about. What happened? 


MALONE 
(savors the moment) 
Nothing, darling. Nothing that was not a long time in the making. 


Malone does not care about the Supreme Court integrating schools. 


MARTHA 
Honey, can I get you anything? 


Malone looks lovingly at his wife. 


MALONE 
My darling, yes, just some cold water without any ice. 


Martha kisses her husband on the cheek. 


MARTHA 
I'll be right back. 


MALONE 
Thank you, my sweet darling. 


She goes to the kitchen, leaving Malone to smile after her. 
INT. MALONE'S KITCHEN 


Martha fills a glass from a water pitcher in the refrigerator, then pauses a moment 
when she hears a SIGH from the bedroom. 
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ANGLE ON MARTHA 


who composes herself, stands up straight and strong, and heads for the bedroom, 
leaving the glass of water on the kitchen counter. 


EXT. MILAN STREET - NIGHT 
MUSIC OVER. It's Sherman's jazz piano. Jester drives aimlessly through town. 


Before going home he stops under a streetlight and gazes at the stars. In one corner of 
the sky, the brightest star winks at Jester. As Jester's eyes smile back, we -- 


FADE OUT 
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Where Is Joe Merchant? 


FADE IN: 
CREDITS OVER: 
Bright lights, Pleiades -- clusters of stars. Loud music blaring in the background. 


Camera pans down to -- 


EXT. OPEN AIR STADIUM - NIGHT 


A JOE MERCHANT rock concert is in progress. BAND MEMBERS move about the 
stage through a cloud of white smoke, playing their latest hit. The crowd is 
enthralled, standing and swaying to the music. The music is electric and PULSES 
through the night air. Tens of thousands of PEOPLE are on their feet, singing along 
with this young legend, who pours his heart and soul into the music. JOE 
MERCHANT, 30, is in the distance, ROAMING about the stage with kinetic energy. 
We cannot see his face -- spotlights move around him like fireflies. He FLIPS his 
long blond hair out of his face and bends down toward the young WOMEN who line 
the stage, singing his song to them. The women love it, devouring him with their 
eyes, reaching for him with their hands. As he reaches out to them, highlighted 
prominently on the back of his right hand is a pirate tattoo. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


On TWO PEOPLE in the crowd. FRANK BAMA, 31, and TREVOR KANE, 25, 
CLAP their hands in time to the music, but they have eyes only for each other. The 
sexual heat between them SIZZLES. Trevor, a pretty blonde with a dew-kissed 
complexion, reaches out and interlaces her fingers with Frank's. 


TREVOR 
We'll go backstage after the concert so you can meet my brother. Be 
forewarned, Joe's a bit eccentric. His rock star success has gone to his 
head. It will be good for him to spend time with us ordinary folks. 


Frank, sun-bleached brown hair and a golden tan to match, is in the dress uniform of 
a Navy pilot. He smiles at her, slowly brings her hand up to his mouth, and lovingly 
kisses it. 


FRANK 
There's nothing ordinary about you, Trevor. 
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He gently sucks on her index finger. She gives him a sultry smile, regretfully rescues 
her hand. She looks up, points her finger to the sky. Frank's gaze drifts upward to see 
what she is pointing at. Up above the open air stadium, high in the sky above, is 
Pleiades, known as the Seven Sisters, a beautiful cluster of stars. 


TREVOR AND FRANK'S POV 


On stage, Joe launches into his signature song, "Little Boy Lost." Halfway through, 
he suddenly SCREAMS -- wildly, frantically -- as if he's in pain. He SMASHES his 
guitar, YANKS at his hair, RIPS off his headset, and RUSHES backstage. En route 
he PAUSES to put a foot through an amplifier, then KICKS it into the wings. Joe 
doesn't stop backstage, but heads to the exit door and disappears into the night, 
instantly stopping the concert. Bewildered, Trevor looks at Frank. 


TREVOR 
What happened? Where did Joe go? 


END OPENING CREDITS 
SUPER: Five Years Later 
EXT. SATELLITE DISH - ARECIBO, PUERTO RICO - NIGHT 


At the McDonald Observatory in Puerto Rico, a MAN and WOMAN make love 
beneath the enormous radio telescope. The sex is hot and heavy -- and so are the 
lovers. The perspiring plus-size woman, DESDEMONA, an American, looks up 
through the dish toward Pleiades as Mr. Big-Butt, RAOUL, GRUNTS loudly with 
each sweaty THRUST. Desdemona BLINKS to clear her vision as the stars SPIN and 
TWIST out of orbit, falling toward her. She GASPS, thinking they will fall to earth. 
Raoul hears her and thrusts faster. Suddenly a spectral VOICE comes from the 
falling stars, calling out her name. 


VOICE (O.S.) 
Desdemona! Desdemona! 


She immediately loses interest in Raoul. Her eyes grow almost as big as the dish she 
lies under. 


VOICE (0.S.) 
Aid a friend, aid three more, your life's mission becomes your chore. 
Find your ship, find your oar, the healing hole will tell you more. 


The stars TWIST again and resume their natural place in the sky. The Voice goes 
silent. 
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DESDEMONA 
Me? You've chosen me? Did you hear that Raoul? 


RAOUL 
Almost there, querida. Just another moment or two. 


Raoul thrusts once, twice, and goes rigid. He collapses huffing and puffing on top of 
Desdemona. Her face is joyous as she tries to tell Raoul what happened to her. 


DESDEMONA 
Heaven spoke to me! Oh, Raoul, did you hear it, too? 


RAOUL 


(preening) 
I was good, wasn't I? 


To Desdemona, Raoul no longer exists. She has just been handed her mission in life. 
EXT. PARIS - TWILIGHT 


The Eiffel Tower shines brilliantly against a red and mauve twilight sky as a plane 
lands at the airport. 


EXT. PARIS - 7 RUE PARFAIT - NIGHT 


A MAN makes his way to a home and knocks at the door. A dignified, white-haired, 
black man, VINCENT VICKMAN, 76, answers the door. He is momentarily taken 
aback when he catches sight of his visitor. We only see the visitor from the back or 
right profile view. 


CAIRO 
Good evening. I am Colonel Adrian Cairo. You are expecting 
me, I believe? 


VICKMAN 
(recovering) 
Yes, yes, please come in. 


INT. VICKMAN'S STUDY - MOMENTS LATER 


Vickman leads Cairo into his study, a room dominated by maps, books, and artifacts 
from early Haitian history. A painting of a black king dominates one wall. Cairo 
stops before it. 
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CAIRO 
Henri Christophe. The very man I wish to know more about. 


Cairo turns to Vickman, who indicates a stack of research notes on his desk. 


VICKMAN 
You see here the fruits of my lifetime of labor. 


CAIRO 
I read your book on Christophe. That is what led me here. 


VICKMAN 
I am nearly finished with a second book, this one about 
Henri Christophe's lost treasure. 


Cairo looks at the stacks of papers on Vickman's desk. 


CAIRO 
I wish to purchase your research material on Christophe, if I may. 


VICKMAN 
No, no, I could never sell it. He is my life's work! 


CAIRO 
I could make it worth your while. 


VICKMAN 
You aren't the first to make such an offer. Last year, a gentleman 
by the name of Elmo Robinson also tried to purchase my notes. 
When I refused, he stole the map to Christophe's treasure. 


CAIRO 
Elmo Robinson? 


VICKMAN 
Yes, an American from Charleston. 


CAIRO 
How very decadent of him. You are determined to publish? Won't that 
send swarms of people scurrying to find Christophe's lost treasure? 


VICKMAN 
Possibly, but that is of no concern to me. My interest is 
in knowing about the treasure, not locating it. 
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Cairo leans close to the old man. 


CAIRO 
I'm afraid I can't let you publish that book. 


He grabs Vickman's throat with his right hand and SQUEEZES. 


CAIRO (Contd.) 
It's said that a person who loses one of his senses is compensated 
by the others becoming more acute. Lose your sight, and your 
hearing and sense of smell become stronger. I believe that's true 
of limbs, as well, Professor Vickman. Having lost my left arm, my 
right now seems twice as capable. Wouldn't you agree? 


Vickman can't agree to anything. Cairo has strangled him. Cairo lets the body fall, 
calmly gathers up Vickman's papers, and quietly turns for the door. For the first time 
we see him full on. Not only is his left arm missing, that side of his face is badly 
scarred and no hair remains on his left front scalp. 


EXT. AT SEA - COSMIC MUFFIN - DAY 


Desdemona has found her ship, the Cosmic Muffin -- a cigar-shaped boat made from 
the fuselage of a plane, without the wings -- an enormous cylinder with many 
windows. A storm approaches, the clouds are dark, the water choppy. Desdemona 
goes into the pilot house of her ship. 


LATER 


The Cosmic Muffin bounces in the waves. The sky and water look extremely 
dangerous. 


NEARBY 


A small sailboat tosses about. Its captain, TOOSAY, 52, a small Indian with brown 
leather skin, holds on to the mast as long as he can, until a large wave hits his boat 
and he is thrown into the sea. Toosay flails about, but is helpless against the 
elements. He's swept through the sea, moving closer and closer to the Cosmic 
Muffin, which bounces out of control. 


ANGLE ON DESDEMONA 


Who is fighting to hold onto the wheel. She sees -- 
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TOOSAY 


Smack up against her boat, clinging to the running board. Desdemona opens the door 
and holds out her hand. 


EXT. GRUMMAN GOOSE - ABOVE THE CARIBBEAN SEA - DAY 


Frank Bama, 36, flies a Grumman Goose seaplane he's named "Hemisphere Dancer," 
passing over picturesque islands in the Bahamas. Frank, dressed casually in civilian 
clothes, his hair now darker, is in his element among the clouds. Accompanying him 
is his dog, HOAGY, a golden retriever. 


EXT. NORTH OF KEY WEST - DAY 
Frank works the controls in preparation for landing. 


FRANK (V.O.) 
Lone Palm traffic Grumman forty Sierra Bravo, I may need to land 
in the water parallel to the runway. Got a slight gear problem. 


BILLY (V.O.) 
Need any help, Frank? 


FRANK (V.O.) 
Negative Cruise. Sheared a gear handle pin in Turks 
and Caicos. I'll tell you about it when I land. 


BACK TO FRANK 


Who makes a steep turn for his approach, then lands in the water beside his home 
base, the Lone Palm Airport. He boats to the ramp that leads to the hangar, reaches 
up to a St. Christopher medal pinned to his visor and gives it a rub. Frank holds his 
breath, cranks the gear handle down. The pin holds and a green light goes on. He 
taxis up the ramp into the hangar. The landing gear holds. 


INT. PLANE HANGAR - DAY 


BILLY CRUISER, 60, owner of the Lone Palm Airport, walks to meet Frank as he 
climbs out of the cockpit. 


BILLY 
How bad is it? 
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FRANK 
We'll need to replace the pin, Billy. 


BILLY 
Replace it for you or the bank? 


FRANK 
Me. 

BILLY 
You've decided then? 

FRANK 


Yep. Hoagy and I leave tomorrow for Alaska. It'll take 
Repo men a few months to catch up with me. Maybe by 
then things will have turned around. 


BILLY 
Sounds like a plan. Not so many planes or pilots for hire 
up there, I reckon. 


FRANK 
That's what I'm hoping. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The street door to the hangar opens and RUDY BRENO, 33, enters. His father owns 
"The National Lighthouse," a tabloid, and Rudy fancies himself as its star reporter. 


RUDY 
Hey, Frank, I need to fly to Cuba. 


FRANK 
Cuba? 


RUDY 
Yeah, you do know how to get to Cuba, don't ya? 


FRANK 
Take a left at Key West and keep going till you run 
into something. That'll be Cuba. 


Rudy looks at Billy Cruiser, jerks his head toward Frank. 
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RUDY 
Smart-ass, huh? 


Billy and Frank eye him silently. 


RUDY (Contd.) 
Frank, didn't you used to date Joe Merchant's sister, 
that hemorrhoid heiress? 


FRANK 
(slow in answering) 
Hemorrhoid ointment heiress, Rudy, there's a difference. 


RUDY 
Whatever. Joe Merchant's been spotted in Cuba, and I want to check it out. 


FRANK 
Joe Merchant is dead. He killed himself by jumping off a 
cruise ship. Why don't you let the man rest in peace? 


RUDY 
I'll have you know there have been more sightings of Joe Merchant than 
Elvis, and where there's smoke, there's fire. So if you can pull yourself 
away from your doddering surrogate daddy, I need to go to Cuba ASAP. 


BILLY 
I don't mind being called a doddering surrogate daddy, Rudy. 
That's better than being called a sexual intellectual. 


RUDY 
What's a sexual intellectual? 


BILLY 
A fucking know-it-all. 


Rudy is nonplussed. Did Billy call him a name? 


FRANK 
All right, Rudy, I'll fly you to Cuba. But this time you 
pay me cash up front. 


RUDY 
Sure. How soon can we leave? 
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FRANK 
As soon as you pay me the money, and I file a flight plan. 
Let's go into the office and take care of it. 


As Rudy precedes them into the office, Billy murmurs to Frank. 


BILLY 
Never look a gift horse in the mouth...even if it comes from a horse's ass. 


EXT. COSMIC MUFFIN - LITTLE LORRAINE ISLAND - DAY 


Sitting on the running board of the Cosmic Muffin, Desdemona dangles her feet in 
the water and writes in her diary. A white DOLPHIN emerges from the deep and 
speaks to her. 


ALBION 
I am Albion, a messenger from the painters of the universe. 
I am here to remind Mayans of their mission. You must go 
to the Healing Hole where answers will be revealed. 


Desdemona is astounded that the dolphin has spoken. By the time she wraps her 
mind around that, Albion has disappeared. 


DESDEMONA 


(perplexed) 
I'm a Mayan? 


EXT. FRENCHMAN'S LAGOON DOCK - DAY 


Desdemona approaches Toosay, who has appropriated a small boat house at the dock 
as his home. 


DESDEMONA 
I need to cast off, Toosay. I have to find a place called the Healing Hole. 


TOOSAY 
(smiles) 


Easily done, Missy Cap'n. It is on the next island. I can take you dere. 


Desdemona's face registers her surprise and pleasure. 
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INT. HOUSE ON BIMINI - DAY 


At a house overlooking the blue-green waters of the Gulf Stream, Colonel Cairo, 45, 
meets in his office with contract killer, CHARLIE FABIAN, a man in his mid to late 
thirties. Charlie is a tall, trim, muscular man, whose face is all angles and planes. He 
takes off his mirrored sunglasses in the presence of his boss, and we SEE that his 
eyelids have been tattooed. Each tattoo is an opened eye. Thus, his eyes appear to be 
OPEN even when shut. 


CAIRO 
Sit down, Charlie. 


Charlie complies, then sees that Cairo holds a green mamba snake (AFRO) in his 
hand. The sight of the poisonous snake makes Charlie fidget, and he unconsciously 
toys with a stoppered glass jar that sits atop the Colonel's desk. 


CAIRO (Contd.) 
Careful, Charlie. Those ashes are all that's left of my arm. 


Charlie quickly lets go of the jar -- eyes it in distaste. The Colonel returns Afro to its 
terrarium. 


CAIRO (Contd.) 
I need you to take care of something for me. There's a man in 
Charleston named Elmo Robinson. "Little Elmo," as he is called, is a 
sunken ship salvager. He is currently excavating the lost treasure of Henri 
Christophe. Among the artifacts is believed to be this crystal scepter. 


Cairo hands Charlie a paper. On it is a colorful drawing of a scepter. One end 
contains a partially nude female figurine; the other has a metallic square welded to 
the cylindrical shaft. 


CAIRO (Contd.) 
(pushes an envelope toward Charlie) 
Here's Elmo's dossier. Find and eliminate him. Then bring 
the scepter to me. 


CHARLIE FABIAN 
I'm on my way, Colonel. 


Charlie rises and heads to Charleston. Cairo watches him walk away, a thoughtful 
look on his face. 
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EXT. TELL TALE CUT - NEAR KEY WEST - DAY 


At Tell Tale Cut, sandy-haired BLANTON MEYERCORD, mid-thirties, a Caribbean 
guide based in Key West, sneaks aboard an empty Marine Patrol boat and 
surreptitiously watches a nearby jet-ski commercial being filmed. Blanton is an 
attractive man whose face on each side near the hairline bears unmistakable scars -- 
the result of plastic surgery gone wrong, or crude repairs to a face ravaged by war or 
accident. He closely watches big-time Hollywood director, VAL VINCENNES, who 
shoots the commercial. 


CAMERAMAN 
Rolling! 


VINCENNES 
Action! 


As bathing suited ACTORS FLASH their pearly whites and skimpily clad 
ACTRESSES JIGGLE for the camera around a dozen or so jet skis, Blanton 
intervenes. 


BLANTON 
Cut! 
VINCENNES 
Who said that? 
BLANTON 
I did. 
VINCENNES 


I'm the director. No one calls "cut" but me! 
He addresses cast and crew. 


VINCENNES (Contd.) 
Let's go again, folks...and action. 


BLANTON 
Cut! 


Vincennes turns his fury on Blanton. 


VINCENNES 
Get out! Security! Get that man out of here! 
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Marine PATROLMEN head toward Blanton. He raises his hands so they can see the 
grenade launcher he cradles. 


BLANTON 
Stop right there. 


They do, unsure what to do next. Blanton addresses the director. 


BLANTON (Contd.) 
Those damned jet skis screw up the fishing, damage the coral, and kill sea 
life. Every commercial you make encourages their use, and I'm sick of it. 


VINCENNES 
(sneering) 
What do you think you can do about it? 


BLANTON 
This... 


He lifts the grenade launcher, AIMS it at a pair of jet skis farthest from the actors, 
and PULLS the trigger. The resulting explosion is powerful enough to BLOW the jet 
skis out of the water. CAST and CREW SCRAMBLE to get as far away as possible 
from Blanton and the jet skis. Vincennes holds his ground. 


VINCENNES 
Big man aren't you, blowing up defenseless jet skis? 
Why don't you pick on someone who can fight back? 


BLANTON 
Like you, for instance? 
VINCENNES 
Exactly. 
BLANTON 


You've been in Hollywood too long. You're starting to 
believe your own movies. 


Unknown to Blanton, a couple of Marine Patrolmen have gotten within striking 
distance. He hears a NOISE as Patrolman ONE boards. Blanton WHIRLS and 
KNOCKS him into the water. Patrolman TWO, however, has boarded from the 
opposite side and GRABS Blanton's grenade launcher. As they struggle, TWO 
accidentally forces Blanton to pull the trigger. The grenade launcher is pointed at the 
center of the jet skis and BLOWS half a dozen of them to pieces. Vincennes, sitting 
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too close, is BLOWN out of the water along with them. Blanton takes advantage of 
TWO's distraction from the explosion and KNOCKS him out with the butt of the 
grenade launcher. Deciding discretion is the better part of valor, Blanton hightails it 
away from Tell Tale Cut in his purloined Marine Patrol boat. 


EXT. SKY OVER THE GULF STREAM - DAY 


Frank flies from Cuba to Lone Palm Airport with Rudy, their mission a failure. 
Airsick Rudy BARFS his insides out into an airbag in the rear of the plane. Frank 
GLANCES back at him, GRIMACES, then TURNS toward the empty co-pilot seat. 
A CORMORANT suddenly WINGS in front of and slightly below the Hemisphere 
Dancer. Frank SEES it, and his eyes glaze in memory. 


FLASHBACK - Four Years Ago 


Frank, at the helm of his plane, looks at the co-pilot seat, which is occupied by 
Trevor Kane. She excitedly sketches a different CORMORANT that flies near them. 


CLOSE ON - the bird sketch, which -- 


DISSOLVES into a matching scene of Trevor's completed painting. The CAMERA 
pulls back from the painting and pans the room: we see Frank's candlelit apartment, 
an opened bottle of wine, two glasses, and Frank and Trevor entwined in a passionate 
embrace. He picks her up and carries her to the bed, where the two of them make 
love. 


END FLASHBACK 


Back in present time, Frank comes out of the memory to zero in on Lone Palm 
Airport in the distance. He spies a woman sitting in a tire swing beside the runway. A 
flood of emotion fills his face. Trevor, at 30, is more beautiful than ever. Frank's 
radio suddenly squawks. 


BILLY (O.S.) 
You got a visitor, Frank. 


FRANK 
Thanks Billy, I see her. 


EXT. LONE PALM AIRPORT - DAY 


Billy approaches the plane as Frank taxis in. 
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BILLY 
She's been waiting about an hour. 


Frank nods. His disheveled passenger, Rudy Breno, stumbles out of the plane. Frank 
and Billy team to shield Trevor from Rudy's prying eyes. Billy hustles the airsick 
tabloid writer into the hangar. Frank walks to Trevor, who lightly jumps down from 
the tire as it swings back over land. 


FRANK 
Long time no see, Trevor. How are you? 


TREVOR 
About one Margarita away from a nervous breakdown. My 
mother committed suicide last month, Frank. She went on a 
cruise -- sound familiar? -- and jumped off the side of the ship. 


FRANK 
Jesus, Trevor. 


TREVOR 
He had nothing to do with it as far as I know. 


She takes a shaky breath. 


TREVOR (Contd.) 
Mom never got over Joe's death, but seemed to be doing better lately. 
I was supposed to go with her, but at the last minute someone 
commissioned a painting. I stayed home to paint, while my mom... 


Tears flow down Trevor's face. Frank puts his arms around her and hugs her. He 
gently leads her toward a side door in the hangar. 


INT. FRANK'S HANGAR APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER 


Frank leads Trevor in, walks to a well-worn, comfy leather chair, and sits, bringing 
her down onto his lap. He holds her as she cries. 


INT. PALMETTO HOTEL - CHARLESTON, S.C. - LATE AFTERNOON 


Charlie Fabian enters the bar, dressed as a shrimp worker. He wears his ever present 
mirrored sunglasses, but his light brown hair is covered by a black wig. He sits near 
two men, LITTLE ELMO and SLEDGE SAWYER, but keeps to himself as he orders 
and drinks a beer. Little Elmo, as the name implies, is a short, middle-aged fireplug. 
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Sledge, a few years younger, is a hammer -- a muscular hulk who serves as Elmo's 
bodyguard. 


ELMO 
Shrimp worker, I bet. 


Charlie looks up, sees that Little Elmo is talking to him. 


CHARLIE 
Good guess. 
ELMO 
(to bartender) 
Get this man a beer. 
BARTENDER 


The gentleman from the Keys is buying tonight. 
Charlie takes the beer. 
CHARLIE 
(to Elmo) 
Thanks. 


Charlie looks at Sledge and notices a pistol under his coat. 


ELMO 
(to Charlie) 
Where you from, sailor? 
CHARLIE 
Just got back from Provo. 
ELMO 


Provo? Boy do I remember Providenciales. Ah, the Turks and Caicos 
Islands. I spent a lifetime there one summer, but never again. No more 
check's in the mail bullshit for this boy. I didn't get your name there, Cap. 
I'm Elmo and this here is my sidekick, Sledge. He works for me. 


CHARLIE 
The name is Wood...Danny Wood. 
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ELMO 
Well Danny, it surely is a pleasure to meet another man of the sea. 


Little Elmo slides off the stool and holds out his hand. Charlie shakes it. Sledge sits 
at the bar, blowing Camel smoke at the ceiling. 


ELMO (Contd.) 
Why don't you boys get a little better acquainted while I 
drain the old lizard and make a phone call for some party 
favors and pussy. God Bless America. 


Elmo exits. 


SLEDGE 
You got the look of a man who's done some hard time. 


CHARLIE 
(reacts) 
I didn't know it showed. 


SLEDGE 
Doesn't, 'cept to another con. 


Charlie nods. They hoist their drinks in mutual salute. 


CHARLIE 
(to Sledge) 
So what's the story on Elmo? 


SLEDGE 
Salvager. Specializes in lost ships. 


CHARLIE 
Any money in it? 


SLEDGE 
Enough that I quit a job in Nassau to work for him. 


CHARLIE 
He must be doing all right then. 


SLEDGE 
You don't know the half of it. His men are bringing 
up sunken treasure even as we speak. 
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CHARLIE 
Sounds good. 


Elmo returns. 


SLEDGE 
Elmo, show him the coins. 


Little Elmo slips a paper into Charlie's hand. Charlie opens a Burger King napkin and 
sees a gold coin. 


ELMO 
Interested? 


CHARLIE 
Very. 


HOOKERS wander into the bar. Little Elmo summons several to their table. 


ELMO 
Join us, ladies. We're gonna have a killer night! 


Charlie laughs. 
ANOTHER ANGLE - A FEW HOURS LATER 


Elmo is high on cocaine and booze. Sledge is belting back drinks but looking 
reasonably sober. The hookers SWARM around the men. Charlie surreptitiously 
dumps his drink into a potted plant. From the way the plant is wilting, he's been at it 
for some time. 


CHARLIE 
Hey, Elmo, you promised to tell me about your salvage 
operation. Not gonna renege on me, are ya? 


ELMO 
Nope. Let's go to my room and talk. Sledge, you and the girls 
hold down the fort while Dan and I go discuss bidness. 


SLEDGE 
Sure thing, Elmo. 


Together, Elmo and Charlie head to the lobby and take the elevator to his room. 
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INT. ELMO'S HOTEL ROOM - A SHORT TIME LATER 


Elmo is unconscious on the bed. Charlie stands by a mirrored dresser and watches 
Elmo. His fingers toy with a coin on the dresser. 


CLOSE ON COIN 


It is solid gold. Charlie's fingers turn it over and over. He releases the coin and turns 
to his duffel bag, which is sitting on the dresser's left side. Charlie's eyes -- sans 
glasses -- do their best to avoid the mirror as he opens his bag and takes out a roll of 
piano wire. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - A SHORT TIME LATER 


Elmo stirs, opens his eyes, and tries to sit up. He notices that his hands and feet are 
bound, and piano wire is wrapped around his neck and tied to the headboard. 


ELMO 
Hey, what did I do? 
CHARLIE 
Nothing yet. 
(picks up coin) 


I need to know where you got this coin, and I don't need a 
long, bullshit story. I am not a patient man. 


Elmo panics. He struggles against the constraints -- cold stone sober now that he has 
gotten a look at Charlie's scary, tattooed eyes. 


ON CHARLIE 
Who is soaking a bandana with lighter fluid. 
CHARLIE (Contd.) 
I need to know the exact location of the wreck where this 
coin came from, and as I said, I don't have much time. 


Charlie stuffs the bandana partially in Elmo's mouth. 


CHARLIE (Contd.) 
Mind if I smoke? 


Charlie lights a Cohiba cigar and paces the room. 
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ELMO 
(muffled) 
Two miles past No Man's Cay in the Bahamas. There are orange 
markers. The coins and chains and bricks are still there. Only a 
few of the coins were brought up. 


CHARLIE 
You wouldn't be lying to me, would you, Elmo? 


ELMO 
(muffled) 
It's there, I swear it. 


Charlie writes down what Elmo tells him. 


CHARLIE 
Tell me about the scepter. 


ELMO 
(muffled) 
Scepter? Oh, you mean the wand. It's on the boat, I guess. My 
divers said it wasn't worth much, so they never sent it to me. 


CHARLIE 
You're sure? 


ELMO 
(muffled) 
I don't have it, so they must. 


Charlie gives him a lethal smile. 


CHARLIE 
That wasn't so bad, was it? 


Little Elmo nervously shakes his head. Charlie places his cigar in an ash tray and 
disappears from the room. 


ELMO 
(muffled) 


Okay, I told you everything, now let me go, please! 


Elmo waits, then begins to relax, thinking Charlie has gone. 
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ANGLE ON LIGHTER FLUID CAN 
Charlie sprinkles some around the bed and TOSSES the half full can on the bed. 


ELMO (Contd.) 
(muffled) 
Hey, now, there's no reason to do that. I told you 
what you wanted to know! 


CHARLIE (O.S.) 
But you saw my face, Elmo...you saw my eyes. 


ON CHARLIE 
Gone is the dark wig and shrimper's clothes. He is now impeccably turned out in a 
Navy Lieutenant's uniform. He takes the still lit cigar from the ashtray, PUFFS it a 
time or two, and SHOVES it into Elmo's mouth. 
CHARLIE (Contd.) 

Enjoy this Cuban cigar, Elmo. Whatever you do, don't 

let it fall out of your mouth. 
Charlie winks at him and leaves. 
INT. PALMETTO HOTEL - MOMENTS LATER 
Charlie strides unhurriedly through the hotel, headed for the exit. Before he reaches 
it, he pauses to pull a fire alarm. As bells RING and GUESTS begin to fill the halls 
and lobby, Charlie exits. 
EXT. PALMETTO HOTEL - SECONDS LATER 


As Charlie walks down the sidewalk away from the hotel, the sounds of approaching 
fire engines fill the air. Suddenly, Elmo's hotel window EXPLODES with flame. 


CHARLIE 
Oops! 


He smiles and walks on. 
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INT. LONE PALM AIRPORT HANGAR - NEXT DAY 


Billy, Frank, and Trevor listen to the radio. An audio tape recorded by Blanton 
Meyercord tells his side of the jet ski incident. 


BLANTON (0.8.) 
And that's the way it really happened. I'd also like to say that 
Billy Cruiser and Frank Bama were not involved and had no 
idea I stole the grenade launcher from Lone Palm Airport. 


Billy shakes his head, while Frank rubs his eyes with the heels of his palms. Trevor 
appears perplexed. 


TREVOR 
Who is that guy? 


FRANK 
A Caribbean guide who refers business to us. I taught him 
to fly, and he's become a close friend in the past few years. 


RADIO ANNOUNCER (0.8.) 
Rudy Breno of "The National Lighthouse, ” who first broke 
the story, has dubbed the perpetrator, Blanton Meyercord, 
"the Jet-Ski Killer." The nickname has apparently stuck despite 
the fact that no one died in the incident. 


Billy shuts off the radio, turns on the television. CNN is in the middle of a news story 
regarding the jet-ski incident. 


ANGLE ON TELEVISION 


FEMALE REPORTER 
There was a serious explosion yesterday near Key West, 
where a jet-ski commercial was being filmed. A fishing 
guide, Blanton Meyercord, is believed to be responsible 
for the environmental protest that led to the accident. More 
on this story as it develops. 


While Billy watches television, Trevor pulls Frank to the side. 


TREVOR 
I need to talk to you, Frank. 
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FRANK 
All right. Let's go upstairs. 


INT. FRANK'S HANGAR APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER 
Sensing he's not going to like what she says, Frank strikes first. 


FRANK 
Since you feel like talking, there's something I'd like 
to know. Why did you leave me? 


TREVOR 
(taken aback) 
Because you cared more about your plane than me. 
Plus, you never talked to me. 


Frank begins pacing and circling Trevor. 


FRANK 
The only men who are truly good at talking with women 
are in the movies, and we all know, they use cue cards. 


TREVOR 
Frank, I need to go to Boomtown. 


Startled, Frank glances at Trevor, but quickly looks away. He continues to pace as he 
speaks. 


FRANK 
Well, that's a bit out of my way. I can drop you in Miami...the 
bank is after my plane, and I'm in hock up to my ass. My plan 
is to disappear, to leave quietly in the middle of the night and take 
off to Alaska until I can get straightened out. But my plan seems to 
have hit a snag, hasn't it? My ex-girlfriend shows up out of nowhere 
-- she hasn't phoned me once in over three years, but now she's decided 
I should drop everything and take her to Boomtown -- and my best 
friend blows up a fucking Hollywood director and announces my name 
and address on the radio. I don't know who's gonna show up here first, 
the FBI or the Repo men, but I don't plan to stay for the party. 


Frank walks out the door. 
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INT. ROLLER RINK IN CAIRO'S HOUSE - BIMINI - DAY 


ROLF, 32, blond and handsome, approaches Cairo as he skates round a turn in the 
rink. 


ROLF 
Charlie's here. 


CAIRO 
(slows and stops) 
All right. Show him in. 


Rolf exits, returns moments later with Charlie. 


CAIRO (Contd.) 
Skate with me, Charlie. 


CHARLIE 
Skate? I haven't done that since I was a kid. 


CAIRO 
It's good exercise, helps keep you fit. Rolf, give Charlie a pair of skates. 


Rolf walks to a storage cabinet, opens it and takes down a pair of skates. He returns 
to Charlie and holds them out. 


ROLF 
(cheerfully) 
These should fit. 


He grins at Charlie's discomfort as Charlie takes the skates. 


CHARLIE 
(sarcastic) 
I'm overjoyed you have my size. 


He sits down in a nearby chair, takes off his shoes and puts on the skates. The 
Colonel resumes skating. Charlie has no choice but to join him. He tentatively skates 
toward Cairo, his arms cart-wheeling for balance. Eventually, he grows more 
confident and hurries to skate with Cairo. 


CAIRO 
How did it go with Little Elmo? 
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CHARLIE 
Taken care of, Colonel. 
CAIRO 
He had the scepter? 
CHARLIE 


No, but he told me where I could find his divers. They 
have it. He did have this, however. 


He hands Cairo one of Elmo's coins. Cairo examines it briefly, pockets it. 


CAIRO 
The gold is just a key that will lead me to the real treasure -- the scepter. 


They skate a turn or two in silence. 


CAIRO (Contd.) 
I miss my arm, Charlie. Even roller skating is 
problematical, because my balance is off. 


Charlie doesn't know how to respond to that. 


CAIRO (Contd.) 
How long have we known each other? 


CHARLIE 
Going on six years, sir. 


CAIRO 
Did you ever hear how I lost my arm? 


CHARLIE 
Well, I heard some stories about a battle in the African 
bush and a flesh wound... 


CAIRO 
Not just some battle, not just a flesh wound. This... 


Colonel Cairo rips off his shirt, exposing his left shoulder. Amazingly there is no nub 
and no scar. It looks as if Cairo was born with no left arm. 


CAIRO (Contd.) 
Come here Charlie, feel it. Feel what it's like not to be whole. 
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CHARLIE 
Nah, Colonel, that's okay. 


CAIRO 
Feel it! Now! That's an order. 


CHARLIE 
(tentatively touches the shoulder) 
That's nice work, Colonel. 


CAIRO 
A witch doctor did this. A witch doctor with a magic wand. 


CHARLIE 
Magic wand? 


CAIRO 
You failed me by not getting that scepter, Charlie. You're 
like that snake-in-the-grass, Monty Potter, who betrayed 
me and caused the loss of my arm. 


CHARLIE 
I'm more loyal than anyone else in your organization. I took 
care of Little Elmo for you, didn't I? 


Cairo dismisses his words with a wave of his arm. 
CHARLIE (Contd.) 


I'll find the scepter for you, Colonel, but I'd like to know 
what's in it for me? 


CAIRO 
Charlie, I apologize for not being attentive to your needs. 
What would you like? 
CHARLIE 


Maybe a little bar on the beach in Thailand. 


CAIRO 
And I bet there are girls in this dream world? 


CHARLIE 
Yeah, lots of 'em. 
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CAIRO 
It's all written in the stars, Charlie. That's where life comes from. 
I promise that you'll get everything you deserve if you just bring 
me that scepter. Find it! Find it and bring it to me, Charlie. 


CHARLIE 
I'm going to need a boat and some supplies in case I 
encounter any resistance. 


CAIRO 
See Rolf for whatever you need. We will be leaving for 
Rudderville shortly. Meet us there. 


Charlie nods and sees an excuse to stop skating. He heads toward the chair and his 
shoes. Rolf enters. 


ROLF 
Sir, we have just made contact with your boat. The 
Nomad will be here within the hour. 


Charlie puts on his shoes, gets up to leave. 


CHARLIE 
See you in Rudderville, Colonel. 


He exits with Rolf. 
INT. FRANK'S HANGAR APARTMENT - DAY 


Trevor stands at the window, wiping her tears. Frank enters carrying a bottle of 
DePaz rum and two glasses. 


FRANK 
(apologetic) 
I'm sorry I walked out on you earlier, Trevor. 


TREVOR 
It's all right. 


FRANK 
I thought we could use a drink right about now. Believe it or 
not, I still have a little DePaz. 
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TREVOR 
I remember the last time you took me to St. Pierre. 


She walks to the worn, leather chair and sits. Frank hands her a glass of rum and sits 
nearby. 


TREVOR (Contd.) 
(raising her glass in a toast) 
To answers. 


FRANK 
To answers...what are the questions? 


TREVOR 
I'll come right to the point. I think Joe is still alive, and I have to find 
this lady named Desdemona in Boomtown in order to find him. 


FRANK 
(exasperated) 
Not you, too! Yesterday, Rudy Breno went looking for 
Joe in Cuba. Now you think he's in Boomtown. 


Trevor takes a letter out of her pocket and hands it to Frank. 


TREVOR 
This came the week after my mother died. 


Frank reads the letter. 


FRANK 
You know I don't believe in that voodoo psychic shit, Trevor, and 
I thought you didn't, either. Why would you believe this woman? 


TREVOR 
She was one of Joe's backup singers. I don't think she would 
make up a story like that. 


Frank gives her a skeptical look. 


TREVOR (Contd.) 
Frank, that woman knows my mother is on the other side, 
and she says my brother is still alive. I want you to take me 
to Boomtown to see her. PLEASE! 
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FRANK 
What do you know about Boomtown? 


TREVOR 
Not much. ..just the stories you told me about the 
old days, when it was a wild pirate town. 


FRANK 
It still is. Maybe Billy can find another bodyguard and 
plane for you. I'm not gonna be any help if they confiscate 
the Dancer. I need to head to Alaska come morning. 


TREVOR 
Do you think it was easy for me to come down here and see you -- 
especially the way we left things? I need your help...your help, not Billy's. 


FRANK 
Trevor, I'm flat broke. I can't go flying around the Caribbean. 
Hell, I've been running car gas in the Dancer for a month now. 


Trevor won't take no for an answer. She thinks for a moment. 


TREVOR 
Okay, I'll make you a deal. If you take me to Boomtown 
first, I'll pay your way to Alaska, and I'll throw in a bonus 
But first, I have to go to Miami to see Hackney. 


FRANK 
Who the hell is Hackney? 


TREVOR 
Hackney Primstone III, my mother's third cousin...a 
sleazeball lawyer. He's the executor of Joe's and Mom's 
estates, and he manages the trust fund set up for me by Dad. 


Trevor tears up. Frank reaches out, places his arms around Trevor. They embrace for 
a long time then -- 


FRANK 
Don't be sad, Trevor. I'll disguise my plane somehow 
and take you to Boomtown. 
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INT. RUDY BRENO'S APARTMENT - MIAMI, FLA. - NIGHT 


Rudy is making love to Lou Anne, a hooker, in his apartment when the phone rings. 
It’s his father, the owner of "The National Lighthouse." Rudy does not pick up the 
phone but hears his dad speaking on the answering machine. 


LOU ANNE 
Don't stop, don't stop! 


RUDY'S DAD (O:S.) 
I want this Jet-Ski Killer story to be big. It's hot, it's fresh, and looking 


for a dead rock star is not. This is your big break son...don't fuck it up. 


EXT. HEALING HOLE - DAY 


Desdemona floats on an inner tube at the Healing Hole, a natural hot springs lake. 
The same VOICE she heard in Puerto Rico radiates from high above. 


VOICE (O.S.) 
The time is near to aid a friend, and a broken heart you'll help to mend. 
But not alone will this unfurl. To achieve your goal, find the girl. 
Desdemona listens intently for more instructions, but nothing comes. 
DESDEMONA 


(softly to herself) 
The Generators... 


EXT. MARINA - MIAMI - DAY 
Charlie buys a sleek, fast boat, the "Wet Dream," from a Miami SALESMAN. 
EXT. SHOPPING MALL - MIAMI - DAY 


Charlie gets out of a taxi and walks into a store that specializes in psychic 
paraphernalia and occult objects. 


INT. OCCULT STORE - MIAMI - DAY 
Charlie talks to a SALESGIRL and makes a purchase. We do not see what he buys. 
INT. COCKPIT - SOUTH OF KEY WEST, FLA. - DAY 


As Frank's plane leaves the runway, we can see that the tire swing is empty. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


Frank and Trevor are seated in the cockpit as the Hemisphere Dancer ascends into 
the sky. Frank reaches up and rubs his St. Christopher medal. Trevor notices. 


TREVOR 
You don't believe in all that "voodoo psychic shit," yet 
you believe that St. Christopher medal keeps you safe. 


She shakes her head in amusement. Frank gives her a blank look. 


EXT. ACE PARSLEY'S AIRPORT - EVERGLADES, FLA. - DAY 


The Hemisphere Dancer is parked at Ace Parsley's airport. A truck is parked nearby. 
Frank and Trevor speak with ACE, 55 years old and a real scam artist. 


ACE 
Morning, Frank, long time no see. 
(then) 
Hi, Trevor. 
TREVOR 
Hello, Ace. 
ACE 


(to Trevor) 

My son will take you to Miami. He's ready to leave when you are. 
(he looks at Frank) 

Got any special requests? 


FRANK 
What? 


ACE 
Any numbers in particular you want? Birthday, anniversary, 
lucky numbers? 


FRANK 
Just a registration number that looks Canadian. 


ACE, JR., Ace's 24-year-old son, walks over to the three of them. Ace reaches out, 
clasps the young man's shoulder. 
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ACE 
(to Trevor) 
This is Ace, Jr. He's a very safe driver. 


Ace, Jr., and Trevor get into the truck. She looks back at Frank with a worried 
expression on her face. 


TREVOR 
You are going to Rudderville, aren't you, Frank? 


FRANK 
I'll meet you there tomorrow. I promise. 


TREVOR 
Don't be late. 


FRANK 
Me? 


Trevor drives off with Ace, Jr. Frank watches as Ace, Sr.'s CREW paints over the old 
numbers on his plane. 


EXT. SKIFF - BARRACUDA KEYS, FLA. - DAY 


Close on Blanton Meyercord, who is hiding out in the back country, a well-hidden 
spot east of Barracuda Keys. Billy Cruiser arrives on a skiff and looks around. 
Blanton spots him and comes out from hiding. 


BLANTON 
(worried) 
What's going on? 


BILLY 
Well, the hornets are buzzing, son. The FBI, the Marine Patrol, and God 
knows who else have been to the hangar since they played that tape of 
yours. The ad agency in New York has offered a reward for your capture. 
Rudy Breno has announced an expedition to track down the Jet-Ski Killer. 


BLANTON 
I didn't kill anybody. 


Billy shows him an article written by Rudy. 
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BLANTON (Contd.) 
All I did was blow up a bunch of jet skis. 
(then) 
Is Frank still headed to Alaska? 


BILLY 
Trevor Kane, Frank's ex-girlfriend, showed up, and 
he's now taking her to Boomtown. 


ON BLANTON 
Stopped in his tracks. 


BLANTON 
(smiles) 
Well, I'll be damned. 


INT. CULTURE CLUB BAR - NO MAN'S CAY, BAHAMAS - DAY 


As Joe Merchant songs play loudly in the background, Charlie Fabian -- mirrored 
sunglasses on -- elicits information from four CUSTOMERS at the Culture Club Bar 
on No Man's Cay. ROOT BOY, the bartender, listens in. He is a thin black man, 
early 30s, who has the letters R and B etched in gold in his front teeth. 


CHARLIE 
(to group at large) 
I've heard that a few ships loaded with treasure went 
down in this area a century or so back. 


MALE CUSTOMER 1 
If you're interested in lost treasure, you should meet 
the salvage crew that stops by here. 


CHARLIE 
A salvage crew at this bar? 


MALE CUSTOMER 1 
(nods) 
There's salvage work going on a mile or two away. 


CHARLIE 
Really? 
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MALE CUSTOMER 2 
(to Male Customer 1) 
Hey, show him that coin you bought off Pete. 


FEMALE CUSTOMER 1 
I thought it was RePete. 


MALE CUSTOMER 2 
Hell, I can't tell them apart. 


Male Customer | pulls a coin out of his pocket and passes it to Charlie. 
CLOSE ON GOLD COIN 
It is identical to the one Little Elmo showed him. 


CHARLIE 
I'd like to know more about their find. Do they come in often? 


FEMALE CUSTOMER 2 
Not often enough. Pete and RePete are a couple of hotties. 


Charlie returns the coin to Male Customer 1. 


MALE CUSTOMER 1 
They were in yesterday, said they wouldn't be back for a 
while. Guess they've brought up all the loot they could find. 


Charlie nods, changes the conversation. 


CHARLIE 
Bartender, the next round is on me. 


ROOT BOY 
Coming right up. 


He serves drinks to the other customers and Charlie. 
CHARLIE 


Damned music is giving me a headache. Bartender, could 
I have some ice wrapped in a couple of napkins? 
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accidentally dislodges his sunglasses, and his tattooed eyes are revealed. Root Boy's 
eyes widen in surprise, then he quickly turns away, pretending he didn't see. Charlie 


hurriedly resettles his glasses, looks to see if anyone noticed. He is reassured when 
no one seems to be looking in his direction. 


EXT. SALVAGE BOAT - SMALL CAY - AFTERNOON 
PETE MOSS and REPETE PREACHER are 19, blond, and looking for adventure. 
They are drinking beers on the deck with THORN MARSHALL, middle-aged, as 
they bring up the motorized anchor. Pete SPOTS something black on the anchor line. 
ANGLE ON ANCHOR LINE 
A MAN dressed in a black wet suit rides the anchor. 
CLOSE ON PETE 
He is shocked. 
PETE'S POV 
Charlie Fabian, tattooed eyelids showing, holds a spear gun as he rides the anchor. 
REVERSE SHOT 
Pete backs away as Charlie boards the boat. 
CHARLIE 
Hey, mates! I'm looking for a scepter. If you know 
what's good for you, you'll trot it out ASAP. 
PETE 
(terrified) 

Who are you? 

Thorn, standing beside Pete, draws his gun and aims it at Charlie. 


ON CHARLIE 


He shoots the spear gun, taking off Thorn's head. Thorn's body falls on Pete, 
knocking them both into the water. RePete ducks behind the engine room and draws 
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a gun. He SHOOTS at Charlie, managing to WING him in the arm. RePete jumps 
into a side dinghy, starts the motor, and speeds away. He leaves Pete behind. 


ON CHARLIE'S ARM 
The bullet has only grazed his arm, opening a small gap in his wet suit. 
NEW ANGLE 


Charlie peers over the side of the salvage boat at Pete, who is screaming and trying to 
get away from Thorn's headless body. Charlie smiles. 


EXT. CARIBBEAN NEAR NO MAN'S CAY - MINUTES LATER 


Charlie tows a screaming Pete on a line behind the Wet Dream, making circles and 
arcs near the salvage boat to send Pete over coral. He is slowly being shredded to 
pieces. Charlie stops his boat, hauls in the line, and looks at a bloodied Pete. 


CHARLIE 
When you're ready to talk, I'll listen. 


PETE 
(choked on water and coughing) 
I'll tell you anything! Just stop dragging me. 


CHARLIE 
Where's the scepter that you pulled from the wreckage? 


PETE 
Monty Potter has it. 
CHARLIE 
Who? 
PETE 


Monty Potter. He's the top dog in Boomtown these days. 


CHARLIE 
I thought you were working for Little Elmo? 


PETE 
We are...but Potter's paying us on the side through Thorn 
Marshall...til Thorn lost his head, that is. 
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Charlie digests the information. 
EXT. CARIBBEAN - NEAR THE SALVAGE BOAT - DAY 


Charlie roars away in the Wet Dream. Behind him the salvage boat BLOWS UP 
spectacularly. There is no sign of Pete Moss. We can only imagine what happened to 
him. 


EXT. CARIBBEAN - A SHORT TIME LATER 


Charlie accidentally runs over a coral reef, destroying his boat's engine and stopping 
him dead in the water. He transfers his duffel bag and himself to a small red raft and 
tosses a timed explosive charge into the Wet Dream as he rows off. 


CHARLIE'S POV 


The explosion sends black smoke into the sky. At that moment, a plane crosses the 
horizon, dips low to land nearby, its pontoons at the ready. 


EXT. PASS HER BY CAY, BAHAMAS - TWILIGHT 


Frank lands his plane on the runway at Pass Her By Cay and taxis onto the beach. He 
and Hoagy exit the plane, and while Frank rigs his hammock next to the plane, 
Hoagy runs up and down the beach exploring. Within a short while, however, Hoagy 
returns for his dinner, and they settle in for the night. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Charlie Fabian sneaks aboard Frank's plane. After all, he needs a ride. 
INT. UPSCALE RESTAURANT - MIAMI - NIGHT 


Trevor dines with Hackney Primrose III, a man in his 50s, who wears expensive 
clothes and accoutrements. 


HACKNEY 
So tell me why the Merchant Hemorrhoid Ointment 
heiress needs a meeting with me? 


TREVOR 
I need money from my trust, and I need it before I leave town tomorrow. 
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HACKNEY 
What amount are we talking about? 


TREVOR 
Ten thousand. 
HACKNEY 
(his eyebrows go up) 


That's a lot of money. Your funds aren't sitting around in a bank 
account, you know. They're diversified into stocks, bonds, T-bills, 
and so forth. I'm not sure I can come up with ten thousand by tomorrow. 


TREVOR 
How much can I get by then? 


HACKNEY 
Perhaps a couple thousand. 


TREVOR 
Two thousand! I need more than that. 


HACKNEY 
Might I ask why you need the money? 


TREVOR 
It's personal...something I have to do. 


HACKNEY 
As executor of your trust and your mother's estate, which you 
inherit at age 35, I get final say on all cash outlays until you assume 
control. If you want ten thousand dollars, you're going to have to 
tell me what it'll be used for. 


TREVOR 
(exasperated) 
You act as if my inheritance was your money. 


He calmly pours more wine for them both. 


HACKNEY 
It is my money...my money to invest and husband for you. Your 
paintings bring in enough for you to live on, Trevor. You shouldn't 
need to borrow. That money is for your mature years. 
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TREVOR 
I'm getting older by the second as we argue about this. How 
much will you let me have, Hackney, no questions asked? 


HACKNEY 
(contemplates) 
Probably thirty-five hundred. I think I can lay my hands 
on that much with no problem. 


TREVOR 
(barely containing her anger) 
I'll take it. 


HACKNEY 
You'll thank me later for my diligence. 


TREVOR 
(eyes him skeptically) 
As long as you remember that it is Kane money, not Primstone. 


EXT. PASS HER BY CAY, BAHAMAS - NEXT DAY 


Frank pays BOB MARLEY JOHNSTON for aviation fuel, then goes to his cockpit. 
He thinks for a moment and removes a portable radio. He takes it to Johnston. 


FRANK 
I want you to have my CB radio. 


B. M. JOHNSTON 
A gift, Captain Bama? 


FRANK 
If anyone asks, I was never here. 


B. M. JOHNSTON 
(nods) 
I not see you for a long, long time. 


INT. COCKPIT - PASS HER BY CAY, BAHAMAS - NOON 


Frank is back in his plane. He seems happy to be right on schedule. 
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VARIOUS 


Unbeknownst to him, both Root Boy and Charlie Fabian are hiding in different parts 
of the plane. 


Frank levels the plane after take-off. Charlie creeps up from behind. Frank hears a 
noise and WHIRLS around. He barely has time to register Charlie's tattooed eyes and 
the two guns pointed at him before Charlie uses one gun to KNOCK him out. Frank 
goes limp in his seat. 


Charlie puts the plane on automatic pilot and duct tapes Frank to his seat. Charlie 
then settles back and enjoys the view while he checks Frank's map. 


FRANK'S POV 


Blurry eyed, he wakes up to find that he can't move -- not even his head. He realizes 
someone else is flying his plane. 


NEW ANGLE 
Charlie takes the plane extremely low, opens the door and tosses out his small red 
life raft. He sees that Frank is conscious as he sets the engine at full throttle and locks 


the wheel in the up position. 


CHARLIE 
Bon voyage, mate, see you in hell. 


Charlie jumps from the ascending plane into the Caribbean Sea below, leaving Frank 
helpless. 


ON FRANK 
As he struggles for his freedom, to no avail. 
VARIOUS 


The plane ascends higher and higher until it stalls. The engines go dead. The plane 
begins to spiral downward in a death spin. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


A panicked Root Boy emerges and uses his knife to cut the tape holding Frank. 
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ROOT BOY 
Cap'n, you okay? 


FRANK 


(pointing) 
Yeah, but I need you to grab that wheel and haul back on it as hard 
as you can until the plane levels out. Otherwise, we're gonna crash. 


As Root Boy wrestles with the wheel, Frank frantically restarts his engines. They 
manage to pull up before the plane strikes the water. 


EXT. DESERTED BEACH - BAHAMIAN ISLAND - DAY 


The Hemisphere Dancer lands safely. Frank and Root Boy exit on shaky legs. Even 
Hoagy seems happy to be out of the plane. Frank takes a couple of beers from his 
cooler, hands one to Root Boy. 


FRANK 
What were you doing on my plane? 


ROOT BOY 
My apologies, Cap'n. Men were killed near No Man's Cay 
where I work. I t'ought to avoid police by riding wit' you. 


FRANK 
Know who did it? 


ROOT BOY 
I t'ink we bot' know de answer to dat -- de scary-eye man. 


INT. BOOMTOWN - MONTY POTTER'S OFFICE - DAY 


Desdemona sits with MONTY POTTER, 41, reading his tarot cards. Potter is a 
vicious, yet superstitious businessman who now runs Boomtown. Desdemona 
completes his reading. 


DESDEMONA 
The ten of swords reveals hopes and fears. It's not 
you but someone you know. 


POTTER 
Someone I know? You mean, my hopes or my fears? 
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DESDEMONA 
Your fears. 
CLOSE ON POTTER 
POTTER 
Cairo! 


The idea makes Potter uncomfortable. He fidgets in his chair. 


POTTER (Contd.) 
I've got your fee right over here. 


DESDEMONA 
Thank you, Mr. Potter. 


Potter moves to his desk and opens the drawer for petty cash. Desdemona 
accompanies him, spots a 15-inch crystal scepter lying atop the desk. It has a figurine 
of a bare-breasted girl at one end and a metallic square at the other. 


DESDEMONA (Contd.) 
How interesting. May I look at your scepter? 


POTTER 
Look all you want. 


While he fiddles with petty cash, Desdemona examines the scepter closely, especially 
the bare-breasted woman. 


DESDEMONA 
(to herself) 
"Find the girl," they said... 
(to Monty Potter) 
Where did you get this? 


POTTER 
From a salvage dive. 


DESDEMONA 
It must be worth a lot of money. 


POTTER 
That thing? It's worthless. 
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DESDEMONA 
Would you sell it to me? 


POTTER 
Sure. 


DESDEMONA 
How much are you asking? 


POTTER 
How about...one tarot card reading? 


DESDEMONA 
(happily) 
I can afford that. Thank you, Mr. Potter. 
She hugs the scepter and exits his office. 
INT. RUDDERVILLE HOTEL - DAY 
The desk clerk, PERCY, a slim native Bahamian, checks Trevor into her hotel. 


INT. BAR ON ANDROS ISLAND - DAY 


Rudy Breno, searching for the Jet-Ski Killer, shows up at a bar on Andros to talk to 
newly arrived Sledge Sawyer. Rudy has no difficulty picking him out of the crowd. 


RUDY 
You Sledge? 
SLEDGE 
Who wants to know? 
RUDY 


I'm Rudy Breno of "The National Lighthouse." I understand 
you used to work for Blanton Meyercord. 


SLEDGE 
So? 


RUDY 
Maybe you haven't heard...he's the Jet-Ski Killer. 
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SLEDGE 
Blanton? You must have him mixed up with someone else. 


RUDY 
No, it's true. He's the Jet-Ski Killer. 


SLEDGE 
I don't believe that for a minute. Even if I did, I'd never rat 
on a good guy like Blanton. 


RUDY 
I can make it worth your while. 


SLEDGE 
No you can't. Now if you wanna know about murder, I'll 
give you somebody to write about. Ever hear of a shrimp 
worker named Dan Wood? 


RUDY 
Can't say that I have. 


SLEDGE 
He murdered a salvager named Little Elmo up in Charleston. 


RUDY 
I heard about that. Who did you say killed him? 


SLEDGE 
You make it worth my while, I'll tell you the whole story. 


Rudy pulls out his wallet, sits down, orders drinks for them both, and settles back to 
hear the story. 


NEW ANGLE 


A grizzled BARFLY, wearing sloppy beach clothes, sits on a stool a few feet from 
Sledge and Rudy and surreptitiously listens to their conversation. 


SOMETIME LATER 


Rudy's drink is empty, and Sledge has lined up three more empty beer bottles on the 
table during their talk. 
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SLEDGE (Contd.) 
Fortunately, there were hookers with me all night. 
Otherwise I'd still be the prime murder suspect. 


RUDY 
What does Dan Wood look like? 


SLEDGE 
Taller than average, dark hair, don't know his eye color. 
He wore mirrored shades all evening. 


RUDY 
Sounds like Blanton Meyercord. 
(to himself) 
Wonder if I can tie him to the murder? 


The barfly slides off his stool and unsteadily wends his way toward the men's room. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - MOMENTS LATER 


As Sledge morosely studies his beer bottle, Rudy makes a few notes in a small 
notepad. The phone behind the bar rings, and the BARTENDER answers it. After 
exchanging a few words with the CALLER, the Bartender sings out -- 


BARTENDER 
Is there a Rudy Breno in the bar? 


Rudy is surprised. No one knows he is there. 


RUDY 
(standing) 
I'm Breno. 


BARTENDER 
Telephone call for you. 


He hands Rudy the phone. 


RUDY 
(into phone) 
This is Breno. 


MUFFLED VOICE (0.S.) 
I got information on that Jet-Ski Killer fellow if you want it. 
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RUDY 
Who is this? 


MUFFLED VOICE (0.S.) 
Never you mind. You interested in Meyercord or not? 


RUDY 
I'm interested. 


MUFFLED VOICE (0.S.) 
Go to the phone booth at Chalk's Terminal in Nassau at noon tomorrow. 
I'll call you there with the particulars. Be sure to bring a thousand bucks. 


RUDY 
A thousand! I can't afford to pay that for an anonymous tip. 


MUFFLED VOICE (O.S.) 
It ain't negotiable. I can lead you to Meyercord, but the cost 
is one thousand bucks. Chalk's Terminal, noon tomorrow. 


Click. The phone goes dead in Rudy's hand. He looks at the receiver, hands it back to 
the Bartender and stands lost in thought. 


EXT. RUDDERVILLE - DOCK - DAY 


In Rudderville, a CROWD has gathered at the dock, admiring Colonel Cairo's 
enormous boat, the Nomad. Cairo now wears a wig to cover his partly bald scalp, and 
dark glasses to hide the facial scars. 


CAIRO 
Thank you all for coming, we are casting a feature film 
that we’re shooting here in Rudderville and surrounding 
areas. Please give my assistant, Mr. Rolf Dieter, your headshot 
and resume. We will hold auditions later this week. 


Crowds of people hand their photos to Rolf. 
INT. CAIRO'S BOAT - DAY 
Charlie Fabian, sporting his mirrored sunglasses, boards Cairo's boat. 


CAIRO 
You're late. 
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Charlie takes a bag from his jacket. The Colonel takes it out of his hand and opens it. 
CLOSE ON COINS 


Twenty Franc gold pieces, circa 1802, with Napoleon's laurel-wreathed head on the 
face. 


CHARLIE 
Same as the ones that Little Elmo had. 


CAIRO 
(smiles) 
I like the idea of men in power putting their images 
on coins. I'll keep that in mind when I have my kingdom. 
So you found the wreck, now where's the scepter? 


CHARLIE 
I haven't found the scepter yet, but I do know where 
Monty Potter is. He's in Boomtown. 


Charlie notices that the Colonel has gone rigid with the news -- his mind four 
thousand miles away. Then the Colonel relaxes, and his gaze moves back to Charlie. 
A smile plays across his lips. 


CAIRO 
So Monty Potter is in Boomtown. How fitting, how 
truly fitting. I can have my cake and eat it, too... think 
we might have to drop in on him. Right, Afro? 


ANGLE ON AFRO 

Cairo's green mamba snake slithers in its terrarium. 

BACK TO SCENE 

The Colonel stands and pats Charlie on his arm. Charlie flinches. 


CAIRO (Contd.) 
You're wounded? 


CHARLIE 
I ran into some trouble I wasn't expecting. They were 
armed to the teeth. One of them got away in a dinghy. 
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CAIRO 
You didn't chase him down? 


CHARLIE 
My boat ran over some coral and blew the motor. Besides, I don't think -- 


CAIRO 
(cutting him off) 
Don't think! You are not paid to think. I am the thinker. 
You are the help. Now get out of here and find that scepter. 
Bring it to Boomtown. We'll be there three days hence. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Charlie leaves the cabin, but he stops outside the door when he hears the phone ring. 
He puts his ear to the bulkhead, and we hear the Colonel's voice off camera. 


CAIRO (O.S.) 
I'll be in Boomtown very soon. I will deal with Charlie. You find the girl. 


INT. RUDDERVILLE HOTEL - DINING ROOM - NIGHT 


Trevor eats dinner alone. She looks at her watch, wondering what has happened to 
Frank. 


NEW ANGLE 


As Percy leaves the hotel dining room, he spots Trevor having a solitary dinner. He 
contemplates, then exits. 


EXT. BEACH - DESERTED BAHAMIAN ISLAND - NIGHT 


Root Boy serves up fish he has caught and cooked over a bonfire. Frank is especially 
pensive as they share the meal. 


ROOT BOY 
We stay here tonight, Cap'n? 


FRANK 
I think so. I learned during the war that it's best to come to terms 
ASAP with life threatening events. Otherwise, when you least 
expect it, post-traumatic stress syndrome rears up and bites you on the 
butt. I'm not ready yet to move on, but I will be by morning, | think. 
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Root Boy nods his acceptance and tosses Hoagy a piece of fish. 
EXT. CHALK'S TERMINAL - NASSAU - NOON 


The phone rings exactly at noon, and Rudy eagerly answers it. As the following two 
scenes play out, we hear the same muffled voice from Andros give Rudy instructions. 


MUFFLED VOICE (V.O.) 
Go to the St. Xavier Catholic Church on Guadalupe Way and enter the 
right confessional. I'll be waiting for you. Don't forget to bring the money. 


EXT. ST. FRANCIS XAVIER CATHOLIC CHURCH - DAY 
Rudy enters the Church. 
INT. ST. FRANCIS XAVIER CATHOLIC CHURCH - DAY 


Rudy takes in the interior of the church. Only a few PARISHIONERS are there. 
Candles burn on the altar. No one waits in line at either confessional. Rudy makes his 
way to the left booth and enters it. 


INT. CONFESSIONAL BOOTH - DAY 


Rudy takes a seat, opens the confessional door. Correspondingly, the PRIEST on the 
other side opens his. 


PRIEST (0.S.) 
Go ahead, my son. 


RUDY 
Very clever. You sent for me, so let's cut the pious priest shit 
and get down to business. I've got a Jet-Ski Killer to catch. 


PRIEST (0.S.) 
If you wish to make a confession, then do so, but do not 
blaspheme within these holy walls. Let's start again, my son. 


CLOSE ON RUDY 


A tidal wave of Catholic guilt rolls over Rudy. He is no longer the cocky tabloid 
reporter -- now he's just an embarrassed sinner. 
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RUDY 
Bless me, father, for I have sinned. It has been...ah, 
fifteen years since my last confession. 


INT. ST. XAVIER CATHOLIC CHURCH - A WHILE LATER 


A line has grown outside Rudy's confessional as he is forced to unburden his soul to 
the priest and receive his penance. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Rudy rushes from the confessional, looks wildly around, spots the confessional on 
the right side of the church and hurriedly enters it. He opens the confessional door. 
Someone on the other side of the screen opens that door. 


MUFFLED VOICE (0.S.) 
Did you bring the money? 


RUDY 
Yes, I have it. Tell me where I can find the Jet-Ski Killer. 


A hand that has the tattoo of a pirate on the back of it, and wielding a large, sharp 
knife, cuts the confessional screen and enters Rudy's side. Rudy cringes and backs 
away from the knife. 


MUFFLED VOICE (0O.S.) 
Money first. Information second. 


Rudy reluctantly gives a thousand dollars to the tattooed hand. It retreats into its side 
of the confessional. 


MUFFLED VOICE (0.S.) 
Good, very good. Now I'm gonna tell you a little story 


Rudy fumbles with his tape recorder. 


MUFFLED VOICE (0.S.) 
This killer you're after, he's hiding in an ancient palace in 
northern Haiti called the Citadel. 


RUDY 
Haiti? Holy shit. I'll bet the Jet -Ski Killer is working for 
the Tontons Macoutes, probably the CIA, and the drug cartel. 
Wow. This guy is a voodoo killer. What a story. 
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MUFFLED VOICE (0.S.) 
You want the rest of the story or do you just want to listen 
to your head rattle? When you get to Cap Haitien, go to 
the Brise de Mer Restaurant and ask for Fast Eddie. 


RUDY 
Do I need a passport to get into Haiti? 


MUFFLED VOICE (0.S.) 
Do I look like a fuckin' travel agent? 


RUDY 
I don't know. I can't see you. How do I know that you're telling 
me the truth and not sending me on a wild goose chase? 


MUFFLED VOICE (0.S.) 
Would someone lie to you in a Catholic church? 


Rudy thinks about that one a moment, then eases out of the confessional. 
INT. ST. XAVIER'S CATHOLIC CHURCH - SECONDS LATER 


Rudy exits the church as the priest's side of the confessional opens. The informant 
steps out. It is the same grizzled barfly from Andros. 


CLOSE ON BARFLY 


BLANTON MEYERCORD IN DISGUISE! He walks to the poor box and counts off 
half the money he took from Rudy, looks heavenward as if asking for forgiveness, 
then stuffs the money in the box. He pockets the rest and exits the Church. 


INT. RUDDERVILLE HOSPITAL - DAY 


While Jimmy Buffett music plays in the background, Charlie Fabian's gunshot 
wound is treated by a hot nurse. She hands him a bottle of Percodan. He pays his bill, 
walks a few feet away, and opens the bottle. He swallows several Percodan without 
water. 
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EXT. HILLS ABOVE RUDDERVILLE - DAY 


Charlie, accompanied by his ever-present leather duffel bag, hikes into the hills. 
There is a panoramic view of the Caribbean around him. He spots hallucinogenic 
mushrooms, picks several, and makes himself some mushroom tea with implements 
and water from his bag. After getting high, he falls asleep under the shade of a palm 
tree. 


INT. HEMISPHERE DANCER - SKY ABOVE BAHAMAS - DAY 
Frank teaches Root Boy to fly his plane as they wing for Rudderville. 


ROOT BOY 
I hope dat der tattoo eyed man don' show up in Rudderville. 
He got black magic hangin' 'pon his soul. 


FRANK 
I don't believe in magic, black or otherwise. He's an evil-hearted fucker, no 
ifs, ands or buts about it. But magic's got nothing to do with his meanness. 


EXT. RUDDERVILLE - RUNWAY - AFTERNOON 


The Hemisphere Dancer lands safely and is immediately surrounded by local police, 
headed by Sergeant King, a 48-year-old Bahamian. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 
Once the plane comes to a stop, Frank and Root Boy stare at one another in silence. 


POLICE SGT. KING 
Step out of the plane and put your hands on top of your head. 


Frank and Root Boy obey. 


FRANK 
Is something wrong, officer? 


POLICE SGT. KING 
We got a tip that the Jet-Ski Killer is headed this way. The 
description of him fits you exactly. 


FRANK 
You've got the wrong man. 
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Sergeant King smirks at Frank. He looks over at the Hemisphere Dancer and almost 
drools. We can tell that he covets Frank's plane. 


POLICE SGT. KING 
(to his men) 
Handcuff them and take them to jail. I'm confiscating the plane. 
He gets in and starts it up. Frank angrily watches as Sgt. King races down the runway 
with the Dancer and sails into the air -- making off with Frank's dog as well as his 
plane. 


EXT. RUDDERVILLE BEACH - DAY 


Trevor goes from the hotel to the beach, where she sketches for most of the day and 
waits for Frank. Eventually, she heads back to the hotel, looking once again at her 
watch. 


INT. RUDDERVILLE HOTEL - LATE AFTERNOON 


As Trevor approaches her door, she sees a note attached. She takes it down and reads 
it. 


CLOSE ON NOTE 

"Dinner tonight at Cafe du Mond, 8 p.m.? Percy (the desk clerk)" 

CLOSE ON TREVOR 

She smiles. 

INT. CAFE DU MOND - NIGHT 

Trevor enters the restaurant and looks around for Percy. She doesn't see him. 
Suddenly a black WOMAN wearing a platinum wig and slinky cocktail dress walks 
up to Trevor. It is Percy! Trevor laughs, and as the MAITRE D’ shows them to their 
table, she and Percy walk arm in arm. 


SOME TIME LATER 


Trevor and Percy have been drinking and talking. 
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TREVOR 
(inebriated) 
Frank stood me up. He cares more about that damned plane than me. 


PERCY 
Sista, you don't need no man like that. 


Their tete-a-tete is interrupted by handsome Rolf, dressed to the nines. He hands 
Trevor a business card. 


ROLF 
Pretty lady, we're looking for someone just like you to star 
in our movie. Would you care to come by for a try-out? 


TREVOR 
I heard better pick-up lines than that when I was a teenager. 


ROLF 
I'm not coming on to you. We're shooting a movie and 
looking for fresh faces like yours. 


TREVOR 
Yeah, right. Get lost buster. 


Rolf is angry at her dismissal, but gives her a mock bow and exits. 


TREVOR (Contd.) 
(indicating Rolf) 
Things like that used to happen to my brother all the time. 


PERCY 
Your brother? 


TREVOR 
Yeah, my brother is Joe Merchant. 


PERCY 
The Joe Merchant? You're kidding? 


TREVOR 
Nope, swear to God. 


Trevor idly picks up Rolf's business card, looks at it. 
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PERCY 
Imagine that! 


(pause) 
Nothing exciting ever happens to me. Not even when 


I wear outfits like this. 
Percy looks at his cocktail dress. Trevor smiles, but her mind is elsewhere. 


PERCY (Contd.) 
Don't you worry none about this Frank Bama, honey. He'll come around. 


A light goes on in Trevor's head. She looks again at the business card. 


TREVOR 
Is there a pay phone around here? 


PERCY 
In the hallway by the ladies' room. 


Trevor gets up, goes to the phone, and calls the number on Rolf's business card. After 
a few rings, an answering machine picks up. 


ANSWERING MACHINE (0.S.) 
You have reached the office of Hackney Primstone III. 
At the sound of the tone, please leave a message. 


TREVOR 
Hackney, you son-of-a-bitch, this is Trevor. You're fired. 
I'm also gonna do my damnedest to have another executor 
appointed for Joe and Mom's estates. 


She angrily hangs up and heads to the front door of the Cafe du Mond for some air. 
EXT. CAFE DU MOND - NIGHT 


The restaurant is dock-side, and Trevor takes big whiffs of air, calming her rage. 
Suddenly she spots Frank's plane parked at the dock just beyond a large boat. She 
heads toward it for a closer look. She's grabbed from behind by someone. Trevor 
fights back, losing a shoe in the process. However, she is no match for the strength of 
her attacker. As her mouth is muzzled by a hand and she is overpowered, we see that 
her attacker is Rolf. 


710 | STEVEN KUNES 


INT. JAIL CELL - RUDDERVILLE - NIGHT 


Frank and Root Boy commiserate with one another as they prepare to bunk down for 
the night. 


FRANK 
(lies down on lower bunk) 
Well worrying ain't gonna help us any. Before long, they'll 
figure out I'm not the Jet-Ski Killer and they'll let us go. 
ROOT BOY 
(taking the upper) 
I hope you are right, Cap'n Frank. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


Two POLICEMEN watch television not far from Frank's cell. The clock reads 11:22 
p.m. 


MATCH DISSOLVE TO: 
The clock which now reads 3:34 a.m. 
BACK TO FRANK AND ROOT BOY 
Who are awakened by the JANGLING of keys and the opening of their cell door. 
THEIR POV 
Standing there in beach clothes is Blanton Meyercord, who wears a wide grin. 
BLANTON 
Did you know that a Nassau radio station announced that the 
Jet-Ski Killer had been arrested and detained in Rudderville? 
Frank and Root Boy are speechless. 


INT. JAIL CORRIDOR - MINUTES LATER 


Frank, Root Boy, and Blanton walk past the two policemen who are tied up on the 
floor, unconscious. 
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FRANK 
(to Blanton) 
Thanks, pal. 


BLANTON 
Hey, it's the least I can do since I got you into this mess. 
Like Bob Dylan says, don't think twice, it's all right. 


EXT. RUDDERVILLE DOCK - PRE-DAWN 


While Blanton and Root Boy stay low, Frank sneaks up on POLICEMAN 3, who is 
standing at the upper end of the dock, and knocks him out. He lays the unconscious 
man behind some crates. Lowering himself into the water, Frank silently swims to 
the lower end of the dock where his plane is anchored. When Frank is adjacent to 
POLICEMAN 4, Blanton makes a noise, attracting the cop's attention. As Policeman 
4 turns toward the sound, Frank rises out of the water and knocks him out from 
behind. Frank is quickly joined by Blanton and Root Boy. 


ROOT BOY 
I be headin' home now. 
FRANK 
Back to No Man's Cay? 
ROOT BOY 


(nodding) 
You come see me dere fo' a good boat drink. 


FRANK 
(shaking his hand) 
We'll do that. Thanks for everything. 


ROOT BOY 
(shaking Blanton's hand) 
Thank you fo' de rescue, Mr. Jet-Ski Killer man. 


BLANTON 
My pleasure. 


Frank and Blanton watch as Root Boy heads to a nearby sailboat, appropriates it, and 
sails off. 
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INT. HEMISPHERE DANCER - NIGHT 


Frank and Blanton enter the cockpit and prepare for take-off. Blanton straps himself 
into the co-pilot seat as Frank looks around the cabin. 


FRANK 
Guess I've lost my dog. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Percy, still wearing his cocktail dress, runs down the dock toward them. 


PERCY 
Wait, wait, I need to talk to Frank Bama about Trevor Kane. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


FRANK 
Who are you and how do you know Trevor? 


PERCY 
Desk clerk at her hotel, name's Percy. I think she is in trouble. She's 
been waiting for you and is quite upset. Tonight while we were 
at a restaurant, she went to make a phone call and never returned. 
That big boat with the film people has also disappeared. The 
producer wanted Trevor to star in his movie. And I found this. 


He holds up Trevor's shoe, hands it to Frank. 


PERCY (Contd.) 
I found it next to where the film boat was docked. 


FRANK 


(unsettled by the news) 
She probably decided to make the movie after all. 


He tosses the shoe into the water, tries to compose himself. 


FRANK (Contd.) 
I'm sure she'll turn up one of these days, Percy. 
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PERCY 
I don't think those film people were who they said they were. 
We've had films made here before, and these folks didn't do 
any of the things most Hollywood people do. 


BLANTON 
Was their boat that big one parked right next to this plane? 


PERCY 
That's the one. 


BLANTON 
(to Frank) 
Hate to tell you this, Frank, but I recognized the man on that 
boat. I saw him when I arrived to bail your ass out of jail. He's 
really an old war horse named Colonel Adrian Cairo, a former 
military intelligence officer. You remember him, don't you? 


FRANK 
Name sounds familiar. 


BLANTON 
He tortured prisoners and used brainwashing techniques on 
friend and foe alike, so he was kicked out of the Army several 
years back. Last I heard, he was working as a mercenary. 


FRANK 
What would he want with Trevor? 


BLANTON 
I don't know, but it can't be anything good. 


FRANK 
(concerned) 
You saying she was kidnapped? 


BLANTON 
Makes sense...she is an heiress after all. 
(then) 
This fugitive-on-the-run shit gives you an entirely 
different perspective on life. 
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FRANK 
So does facing death at the hands of a lunatic. 
(sighs) 
Guess I better go look for my girl then. 


Frank turns to Percy again. 


FRANK (Contd.) 
Thanks, Percy. We'll take it from here. 


PERCY 
Nice meeting you, Frank Bama. Give Trevor my 
best if you catch up with her. 


Frank waves a reply, starts the engines, and is ready to take off. At that moment, 
Blanton sees something out the window, gets up from his seat, walks to the door, and 
opens it. In climbs Hoagy, wet from a swim. He shakes himself off inside the plane. 
In his mouth is Trevor's shoe, which Frank threw away. Blanton takes it, holds it up 
for Frank to see. Frank shakes his head and taxis the Dancer into deeper water for 
take-off. 


EXT. CAIRO'S BOAT - EARLY MORNING 


Trevor is being held captive on Cairo's boat, surrounded by the Colonel, Rolf, and 
several GUARDS. In the background a CREW MEMBER hauls three large, black 
garbage bags filled with trash from below decks and dumps them overboard into the 
sea. 


CAIRO 
First of all, Miss Kane, you can thank Hackney Primstone for 
telling me of your whereabouts. I might as well tell you that it 
was his idea to get rid of your mother and you, so we can 
share your riches. Now that's what I call estate planning. 


Trevor can't believe her ears. 


TREVOR 
You killed my mom? 


CAIRO 
That honor went to Rolf. 


Trevor flashes Rolf a look of hatred. He gives her a toothy grin. 
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CAIRO (Contd.) 
Now it's your turn to be a Kane suicide at sea. With Hackney's 
assistance, I intend to take control of your lucrative inheritance. 
I had planned on using your brother's money to start my new empire, 
but it takes five full years in Florida before a missing person is 
declared dead. Your money will finance my plans in the meantime. 


TREVOR 
I think Joe's still alive. 


Cairo looks at her. 


CAIRO 
I remember when I first met your brother in Lamu. He was a burned-out 
beanpole looking for cheap thrills. He met a couple of my soldiers on 
holiday at the Peponi Hotel. They threw a hell of a party that night -- guns 
and all -- and ended up in the hoosegow. I helped bail your brother out of 
jail, and when I saw that money was wired to him from Hackney 
Primstone, I paid the attorney a visit. The two of us agreed to do away 
with Mr. Joe Merchant Kane, and we've been siphoning off his funds ever 
since. Now we will get your vast inheritance. Isn't life grand? 


TREVOR 
You crazy bastard. 


CAIRO 
Now, now, Miss Kane. Let's be civil about this. 


The Colonel raises his arm to the shoulder. 


CAIRO (Contd.) 
Now for some morning exercise. Nothing like a swim 
after a good breakfast, is there, Miss Kane? 


Two GUARDS strap a pair of men's roller skates to Trevor's feet. As Cairo's boat 
rolls into a trough, they release her. She rolls off the side of the boat and disappears 
into the stormy morning, her screams muted by the wind and the sound of the boat's 
engine revving up. 


EXT. CARIBBEAN - SECONDS LATER 
With heavy skates on her feet, Trevor sinks rapidly below the surface of the water. 


She fights to remain close to the surface as she bends one leg and draws her foot 
close to her hands. She struggles to untie the skate, but the water has made the laces 
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swell until they are knotted. She's rapidly running out of air. In desperation she tugs 
on the big skate boot. The water has made the leather boot pliable so that it no longer 
conforms to her foot and leg. Repeated tugging loosens it from her foot. She tugs 
again, taking off skin on her heel and ankle as she rips her foot from the skate. She 
drops the skate and works on the second one. She's in luck. These laces are more 
manageable. She is able to untie them and kick the skate away as her need for air 
becomes desperate. Several hard kicks send her to the surface. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


She comes up for air, choking and coughing on water she has swallowed, and 
gasping for breath. She clears her lungs, flips onto her back, and floats while she 
catches her breath. Revived, she looks around. She is alone in the vast ocean. There 
is no shore line, no island, no ship, and no hope of rescue. In the distance, Cairo's 
boat swiftly churns through the water, widening the gap between them with every 
second. Trevor's face reflects her fear as the CAMERA pulls up and back, showing 
how tiny one woman can be in the vast Caribbean Sea. 


INT./EXT. HEMISPHERE DANCER - EARLY MORNING 
Frank and Blanton fly over the Caribbean. 
FRANK 
I figure we can zig-zag along the boat's probable course 


and pick up signs of its wake pretty easily. 


BLANTON 
Ought to be as easy as spotting a flea on a black-haired dog. 


FRANK 
Very funny...just keep your eyes peeled. 


Frank reaches up and rubs his St. Christopher medal. 
ANOTHER ANGLE - SOMETIME LATER 
There is a glint in the water. Frank circles around for a closer look. 


FRANK (Contd.) 
Did you see that? 


BLANTON 
Did I see what? 
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FRANK 
I saw a flash of something at seven o'clock. Might be 
a piece of driftwood, but I want to check it out. 


BLANTON 
Frank, I think that piece of driftwood is waving at us. 


ANGLE ON TREVOR 


She clings with one hand to a large, black garbage bag and waves at them with the 
other. The water is choppy, and there are water spouts (small tornadoes) scattered 
about the stormy sea. 


BACK INSIDE THE COCKPIT - FRANK CAN’T BELIEVE HIS EYES 


FRANK 
Okay, we'll make a timing run for the swells and then land. 
I'll swing the plane around so Trevor will come alongside 
behind the props at the rear door. I can't leave the controls. 
You'll have to haul ass back there to get her in. 


BLANTON 
Got it. 


FRANK 
If you can't get the hook on the bag, pop the life raft 
and get her in it. Make sure it's tied to the plane. 


BLANTON 
You talk like you know what you're doing. 


FRANK 
Getting her on board is going to be easy compared to what 
happens after that. Two hundred feet...here we go. Okay, 
we’re down and surfing like teenagers at Malibu...go! 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


Blanton stands, pulls down a grappling hook and line secured in the bow hatch hand 
hold, opens the bow hatch, and hauls himself halfway out. He protrudes from the top 
of the plane between and just behind the engines. He turns to face the left rear, braces 
himself, measures the distance to Trevor's bag, and makes a throw. The hook lands 
beyond her. With two short pulls, Blanton snags the bag and holds Trevor fast. 
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The sounds of the waterspouts are now audible like the distant roar of a waterfall. 


Blanton lowers himself back into the plane, jumps to the floor, and runs to the rear to 
haul Trevor in. 


FRANK (Contd.) 
Ten seconds, and I gotta move! 


BLANTON 
(yells back) 
She's in. Let's go. 


FRANK 
Stay with her and get her warm. Strap yourself in. We're out of here. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


Frank pushes the throttle forward, and the Hemisphere Dancer sails across the water 
and lifts off. A pontoon falls off one side of the plane. Frank fights to hold the 
Dancer level until he reaches altitude. 


With the plane safely airborne, Frank puts the plane on automatic pilot, takes off his 
headphones, and turns around to see how Trevor is doing. Blanton has wrapped her 
in a blanket and massages her arms and legs. 


TREVOR 
(to Frank, shivering) 
Where the hell have you been? 


FRANK 
(no way to win) 
Better late than never. 


INT. MONTY POTTER'S OFFICE - BOOMTOWN - MORNING 


RePete Preacher has made his way to Boomtown and is in the process of telling 
Monty Potter about the attack on the salvage boat. 


REPETE 
Crazy fucker had tattoos on his eyelids. 


Potter's eyes widen in recognition. 
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POTTER 
Charlie Fabian. 
REPETE 
You know that freak? 
POTTER 
(to himself) 
Cairo's getting close. 
(to RePete) 


I know him. He's unimportant. 


REPETE 
I think Pete and Thorn would disagree. Crazy thing is, 
the only thing he said was, "where's the scepter?" 


POTTER 
What? What scepter? 


REPETE 
I assume he wanted that glass wand we sent you from the sunken ship. 


Potter is surprised by the news. Wheels turn in his head. He walks to the desk, opens 
a drawer, and pulls out a wad of cash. 


POTTER 
Here, this ought to take some of the sting out of things. 
Kick back and relax. Take some time for R&R. 


He hands money to RePete, who pockets it. 


REPETE 
Thanks, Mr. Potter. If it weren't for the fact that my best 
friend is probably dead, I'd do some serious celebrating. 


POTTER 
Check back with me in a couple of weeks. I should have 
something else for you by then. 


REPETE 
Will do. 
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As RePete exits, FERNANDO ORLANDO, 43, the Cuban bandleader for Monty 
Potter's Polar Bar club, enters. Fernando fancies himself the living embodiment of 
Ricky Ricardo of "I Love Lucy" fame. 


FERNANDO 
Desdemona told me that she's been picking up something from the spirits. 


POTTER 
Good, then I suggest we schedule another tarot card reading 
right away. Have her meet me at the Café Auberge at noon. 


FERNANDO 
All right. 


He turns to go. Potter has a second thought. 


POTTER 
Fernando, ask her to bring back that wand I gave her. 


FERNANDO 
(pained look) 
Aw, boss, you're not gonna be an Indian giver are you? 


POTTER 
I'll give her cash instead, but I need that wand back. 


Fernando leaves to deliver Potter's message to Desdemona. 
EXT. RUDDERVILLE AIRPORT - MORNING 


Charlie is now clear-eyed after his psychedelic weekend. He smiles. He has a plan. 
Moreover, he knows where the scepter is...and the Colonel does not. He boards a 
plane for Cap Haitian. 


INT. HEMISPHERE DANCER - MORNING 


Blanton sits with Trevor, who is still wrapped in the blanket. He rubs her back with 
one hand while feeding her cheese crackers with the other. Trevor spots his pirate 
tattoo, looks at his face, and notices the surgery scars. 


TREVOR 
My brother has a tattoo like yours. 
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BLANTON 
Lots of folks have pirate tattoos. 


TREVOR 
Exactly like that? On the right hand? 


BLANTON 
Sure. 
TREVOR 
(softly) 
Who are you? 
BLANTON 


(grins at her) 
Just your average Jet-Ski Killer. 


INT. BRISE DE MER RESTAURANT - HAITI - MORNING 
Rudy is with Fast Eddie (an Eddie Murphy look-a-like). 


FAST EDDIE 
I'll provide a guide to take you to the Citadel, but it's gonna cost you. 


RUDY 
All I have are Traveler's checks. 


FAST EDDIE 
That's good enough. Endorse them, and I'll get them cashed for you. 


Rudy reluctantly does so. 


FAST EDDIE (Contd.) 
Wait here, and I'll bring you the money and the guide. 


He leaves the restaurant as Rudy has a seat in the bar. Rudy looks at his watch. It is 
10:30 a.m. 


NEW ANGLE 


Matching shot of Rudy's watch. It is now 12:30 p.m., and there is no sign of Fast 
Eddie or a guide. Rudy's cell phone rings. 
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RUDY 
Hello? 
RUDY'S DAD (0.8.) 
Hello, son, where are you? 
RUDY 


I'm on the trail of the Jet-Ski Killer, Pop. 


RUDY'S DAD (O0:S.) 
That's what I thought, but that's no longer a hot item. That pervert 
director who Meyercord nearly killed left town owing about fifty 
thousand dollars in hotel and bar bills. Then he took the sixteen-year-old 
daughter of the state's Attorney General with him, and he was making 
her pose for nude home videos. People in Key West want to give that 
lunatic fishing guide a medal for blowing him up. They don't want to 
kill him. Son, I want you to dig up some dirt on that producer in 
Hollywood. Forget about the jet-ski guy. 


Rudy's face falls. 
EXT. CAP HAITIEN AIRPORT - EARLY AFTERNOON 


In yet another airport, Charlie puts on a Walkman and listens to music as he boards 
the "Vomit Comet" (the small passenger plane that hops between the mainland and 
the islands) for the short trip to Boomtown. Rudy Breno is also on board. 


STEWARDESS 
Just relax, Mr. Breno. The take-off is the worst part. 


UP IN THE AIR 


Rudy bends over to barf into a paper bag. As he does, a Joe Merchant CD falls to the 
floor from his pocket. Charlie picks it up, looks at it. 


INT. CAFE AUBERGE - AFTERNOON 


Monty Potter has been waiting at the Café Auberge for hours, but Desdemona has not 
appeared. He looks at his watch and turns to his three bodyguards, the RAMOS 
brothers, CARLOS, RAFAEL, and FLAVIO. 


POTTER 
Find Desdemona and bring her to me. I don't care what 
you have to do. Just get her. 
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Rafael and Flavio head out, leaving Carlos to guard Potter. 
NEW ANGLE 


As Potter pours himself another glass of wine and settles back to wait a while longer, 
he talks aloud to himself. 


POTTER (Contd.) 
I'll negotiate with Cairo. The scepter in exchange for my life. 


EXT. LITTLE LORRAINE ISLAND - AFTERNOON 


The pink beach is beautiful as Frank makes a low approach over a large plain of sand 
that ends abruptly in a sizeable heap of old coral heads. The tires squeak, but the pink 
beach of Little Lorraine island seems to be holding firm under the weight of the 
plane. Frank, Blanton and Trevor get out of the plane. She now wears an extra set of 
Frank's clothes -- too big by half. The silence is uncomfortable. 


FRANK 
Terra Firma. 
BLANTON 
After you. 
FRANK 


(to Blanton) 
We need to get the Dancer covered up so we're not spotted from 
the air. Grab some of those palm fronds over there, okay? I'll help 
you in a minute, but I need to take a look at the plane. We lost 
a pontoon earlier today when we set down in all that chop. 


BLANTON 
Aye aye, Captain. 


Frank is so involved with checking the pontoon damage, that he is caught off guard 
by Trevor. 


TREVOR 
You care more about this damned plane than you do me. 


FRANK 
It's my livelihood, Trevor. What do you expect? Look, 
I know I owe you an explanation. 
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As Frank stands up to talk to Trevor, her shoe catches him square on the end of his 
nose -- the same shoe Hoagy rescued from the water by the Rudderville dock. 


TREVOR 
You son of a bitch, I should have known better than to 
imagine that you could think of anyone other than yourself. 
What took you so long to reach Rudderville? I almost died. 


FRANK 
(holding his injured nose) 
Pardon the fuck out of me. If you haven't forgotten, I just yanked your 
ass out of a not too pleasant situation...at the risk of losing my plane. 


TREVOR 
The plane, the plane! It's always the damned plane. What 
about me and your promise to meet me in Rudderville? I 
guess something came up that was more important. 


FRANK 
You're damn right something came up. I was hijacked for chrissakes! 


TREVOR 
That's still no excuse. This has been going on for years. 
Thanks for nothing. I'm outta here! 


FRANK 
Where are you going? 


TREVOR 


To find Desdemona. Just fix your precious airplane so 
you can fly away and avoid responsibility. 


Trevor turns and starts walking down the path. She's frustrated and angry. 


TREVOR (Contd.) 
Desdemona, Desdemona! 


Blanton returns to the plane, dragging two large palm fronds. 


BLANTON 
She let you have it, huh? 


FRANK 
She's mad at me for everything I've ever done. 
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ANGLE ON TREVOR 


Trevor is just about at the edge of the trees, still calling out Desdemona's name, when 
all of a sudden a voice calls out from behind a strand of sea grapes. A large woman 
dressed in a bright orange and pink muumuu steps into the clearing. 


DESDEMONA 
You rang? 


EXT. CAFE AUBERGE - AFTERNOON 


Monty Potter and Carlos Ramos leave the restaurant and walk toward the hills 
overlooking town. Potter is deep in thought. 


POTTER 
Half a million dollars, Carlos. A man can't turn that down, can he? 


CARLOS 
I wouldn't turn it down, Mr. Potter. 


POTTER 
Unfortunately, the man I'm thinking of might. To him, 
revenge is more important than money. 


INT. MONTY POTTER'S HOUSE - AFTERNOON 
Potter and Carlos arrive at a small bungalow in the hills. 
VARIOUS ANGLES 
Of the bungalow. A charming little Caribbean cottage. 
POTTER 
I'm going to take a short nap, Carlos. Wake me when it’s 


time to head back to the club...or if Desdemona shows up. 


CARLOS 
Sure thing, Mr. Potter. 


Potter settles down in a hammock. Soon he is fast asleep. 
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INT. COSMIC MUFFIN - AFTERNOON 


Desdemona fixes food for Trevor, who sits and watches her while sipping a cup of 
coffee. 


TREVOR 
I can't believe I found you like this. I thought I'd be searching forever. 


DESDEMONA 
You didn't find me, dear. You were sent to me. You're a 
very pretty piece to a very large puzzle. 


TREVOR 
And you have the answers to my questions about Joe? 


DESDEMONA 
Hopefully, we'll find the answers together. You're talking to a woman 
who ran away from home, joined a rock band, then wound up at 
an observatory being made love to by a Puerto Rican, which, 
strangely, brought on voices from another world. They told me 
to find myself a ship. Now I have the Cosmic Muffin. 


Trevor's mouth drops open. She doesn't know whether to laugh or cry. 


DESDEMONA (Contd.) 
I hear these voices and they speak in rhymes and riddles. It's 
as if they expect me to figure out the meaning of life on earth. 


TREVOR 
Voices told you about Joe? 


Desdemona nods. 


TREVOR (Contd.) 
Who are the voices? 


DESDEMONA 
I call them "the Generators," after the first place that I 
heard them. They're the ones who started this idea buzzing 
around in my head about Joe being alive. 
(seeing Trevor's disbelief) 
And yes, I know it sounds crazy. 
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Desdemona puts food on the counter, and she and Trevor eat scrambled eggs with 
cheese. Trevor's eye catches the sight of a ray of sunlight reflecting off an object that 
is fastened to the bow of the Cosmic Muffin. 


TREVOR 


(pointing) 
What is that? 


DESDEMONA 
My ship's figurehead -- a crystal scepter. The figure is a bare- 
breasted woman with ruby-tipped nipples. The opposite end 
has a strange metallic square. 


TREVOR 
Where did you get it? 


DESDEMONA 
I can only say that I don't believe it is from this world. 
(she smiles) 
Legend has it that a bare-breasted woman can calm a raging 
storm, which is why ships have female figureheads. 


EXT. LITTLE LORRAINE ISLAND - AFTERNOON 


Frank works at repairing the Dancer. Toosay approaches. There is no sign of 
Blanton. 


TOOSAY 
Your lady friend tol' me I find you here. 


Frank looks up at the leathery old man standing at the edge of the mangoes. 


TOOSAY (Contd.) 
I am Toosay, chief engineer on da Cosmic Muffin. 


FRANK 
What's a Cosmic Muffin? 


TOOSAY 
It's a ship dat Miss Desdemona is preparing for a trip to da stars. 


FRANK 
Would that be the cigar-shaped boat at the dock? 
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TOOSAY 


FRANK 
You work for Desdemona? 


TOOSAY 
Yes, she is a very fine boss lady. She send me to see if you need help. 


FRANK 
I won't turn you down if you're offering. 


TOOSAY 
I take it you have some kind of trouble to be landing on dis island. 


FRANK 
You have no idea. I took some water through the exhaust trumpet 
of the left engine, and it settled in the lower cylinders. 


TOOSAY 


I don' know ‘bout planes, but I know boat engines and how 
to get da watah out of an outboard. 


FRANK 
‘Bout the same procedure, but that's not my biggest problem. 


Frank points to the missing float. 


TOOSAY 
(shakes his head) 
I cannot help you dere. 


LATER 
Toosay helps Frank work on the plane. 


FRANK 
I need you to spin the propeller when I give the word. 


TOOSAY 
You a good mechanic, Cap'n. 


FRANK 
No yellow pages out here. 
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TOOSAY 
What dat? 


FRANK 
Nothing. Do you know anyone with a boat? I need to 
hire one to take me to Boomtown. 


TOOSAY 
No need to hire nobody. I be happy to take you. 


INT. COSMIC MUFFIN - ENGINE ROOM - AFTERNOON 


Inside the engine room, Trevor is dazzled by the collection of crystals held together 
by a maze of wires. 


TREVOR 
Do crystals power your ship? 


DESDEMONA 
Some engine, huh? It's going to take me to the Pleiades someday. 
These crystals contain the memory of Atlantis, and when they're 
agitated by the right elements at the right time, everything connects, 
and...WHAMMO, we're changing channels. 
(matter of factly) 
This is a rocket ship, you know. One day it will fly through the air. 


EXT. SLOOP - AFTERNOON 


Frank and Toosay are heading across the channel (on a sloop) on their way to 
Boomtown. 


EXT. BOOMTOWN AIRPORT - AFTERNOON 


Frank walks toward the terminal building as the Vomit Comet unloads 
PASSENGERS and immediately takes off again. Frank pays no attention to the 
passengers and doesn't see Rudy Breno and Charlie Fabian deplane. They also don't 
notice him. Frank approaches guard JULIANO, who is carrying an AK-47 and 
patrolling the building's perimeter. Juliano does not look friendly. 


FRANK 
Does a guy named Phil Clark still run the airport? 


JULIANO 
Nobody by that name at this airport. 
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FRANK 
I need airplane parts, and Phil was always happy to help. 


JULIANO 
I told you there's no one here by that name. We're not 
running a plane supply house. So leave... now! 


He points the gun threateningly at Frank. Frank half raises his hands to show he 
means no harm and backs away. 


EXT. SLOOP - A SHORT TIME LATER 
Toosay and Frank return to Little Lorraine island. 


FRANK 
Toosay, what happened to Phil Clark, who used to run the airport? 


TOOSAY 
He die in da boat crash with Mistah LaRue. 


FRANK 
Gaston LaRue is dead? When did this happen? 


TOOSAY 
Maybe two, t'ree years ago. Monty Potter be in charge in Boomtown now. 


Frank digests the information. 
INT. MONTY POTTER'S HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON 
Monty Potter awakens, only to realize he's been tied up. 


POTTER 
Carlos...Rafael...where the fuck are you? 


CAIRO (0.S.) 
Have a nice nap, Monty? 


POTTER 
Charlie Fabian, is that you? Let's talk. Don't do anything rash, 
Charlie. I need to talk to the Colonel. I've got a deal for him. 
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CAIRO (0.8.) 
Africa. 


CLOSE ON 
From beyond the door, a green mamba snake slithers across the floor toward Potter. 


POTTER 
Nooooo. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The Colonel appears in the doorway with a long machete in his hand. Potter heaves 
and vomits all over himself. 


CAIRO 
Hello, Monty. Long time no see. 


Cairo leans down and wipes the vomit from Potter's mouth with a handkerchief, then 
drops it on the floor. 


CAIRO (Contd.) 
There now, that's better, isn't it? 


POTTER 
Colonel, don't kill me. We can work it out. I know where the scepter is. 


CAIRO 
(smiles) 
I'm a reasonable man, Monty. You have the scepter? 
It must be my lucky day. 


POTTER 
I don't have the scepter, Colonel, but I know where it is. 
I can take you there if you won't kill me. 


CAIRO 
Tell me, Monty... 


POTTER 
You'll kill me if I tell you. 
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CAIRO 
Always the smart guy. Always playing the angle. Okay, 
let's see where we go from here. 


The Colonel uses the machete to cut the plastic ties that are wrapped around Potter's 
wrists. Potter screams like a wounded animal in a trap. He looks up. The Colonel is 
holding a severed arm -- Potter's severed arm -- spinning it above his head. Blood 
spatters everywhere. 


CAIRO (Contd.) 
Now we're even. Unless you want me to continue separating you into 
tiny pieces, I suggest you tell me where the scepter is right now. 


EXT. BEACH NEAR POLAR BAR - BOOMTOWN - LATE AFTERNOON 


Charlie Fabian saunters down the beach from the airport. He's deep in thought, 
unsure of his next move. He spots an outdoor phone booth that has a long line of 
people in front of it, then stops next to a cute, tanned GIRL. 


CHARLIE 
(to girl) 
Popular spot. 
TANNED GIRL 
It's broken. 
CHARLIE 


Why are you in line if the phone is broken? 


TANNED GIRL 
I don't mean it doesn't work. I mean the phone works, and you don't have 
to pay. It's been like this all week. Great, huh? Screwing the phone 
company just once in your life. I come every day after the beach. Last 
night, I talked to my sister in Bali. You should try it...call all your friends. 


CHARLIE 
(reflects) 
Yeah, all my friends... 


EXT. CEMETERY - LATE AFTERNOON 


Charlie makes his way to the cemetery and sits on top of an old mildewed crypt. He 
has some heavy thinking to do. 
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EXT. HEALING HOLE - LATE AFTERNOON 


Desdemona and Trevor are at the Healing Hole. Its natural hot springs run deep into 
the earth -- a tropical oasis. 


ANGLE ON TREVOR AND DESDEMONA 
As they start to disrobe and put on swim suits. 


DESDEMONA 
Why are you so mad at that pilot? I couldn't help but 
hear your little tete-a-tete when you first arrived. 


TREVOR 
He used to be my boyfriend. And I almost wound up 
dead because of him. But he did save me. 


DESDEMONA 
(makes sense) 
You were fighting like an old married couple. 


TREVOR 
Sorry about that, but it was something I had to do. 


Trevor dives into the warm sulphur water. Desdemona follows carrying an inner 
tube, which she climbs into and begins to float. 


DESDEMONA 
This place is sort of like a galactic phone booth, and I'm the receiver. 


TREVOR 
Anything yet on Joe? 


DESDEMONA 
Last night, I was walking along the beach, looking up at the 
clear sky, marveling at how visible the milky way was. 


TREVOR 
I must have missed something in that story. What does 
it have to do with Joe? 
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CLOSE ON DESDEMONA 


Desdemona doesn't answer. She's lying in the inner tube with her head tilted back 
and her eyes closed. Her body twists several times and sends waves out towards 
Trevor. 


ANGLE ON TREVOR 
Who swims over thinking Desdemona is having some kind of seizure. 


TREVOR (Contd.) 
Are you okay? 


CLOSE ON DESDEMONA 


DESDEMONA 
The Colonel has the answers to your questions. Some things 
I am sure about, and if any mortal knows anything about Joe 
Merchant or this Colonel Cairo, they'll be in Boomtown at the 
Polar Bar. That place is jammed every night. 


(pause) 
Now, what are you going to do about your boyfriend? 


TREVOR 
He's not my problem anymore. 


DESDEMONA 
Once Frank is able to come to grips with the truth, he'll 
make room for you in his life. It will all be easier. As for 
Joe, if he's alive, he won't be the way you remember, Trevor. 


TREVOR 
I still want to find him. 


NEW ANGLE - SOMETIME LATER 


On the two women's backs as they walk down the path away from the Healing Hole 
and toward the Cosmic Muffin. No sooner are they out of sight then -- 


DIFFERENT ANGLE 


Colonel Cairo quietly emerges from the bushes in camouflage fatigues. He walks to 
the edge of the Healing Hole and takes a deep breath. 
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CAIRO 
According to my calculations, this is it...this is the place. 


EXT. BEACH BY HEMISPHERE DANCER - NIGHT 
Desdemona has come to visit Frank, who is just waking up from a nap. 


DESDEMONA 
So you're the fly boy in the ointment of love? Nice to meet you, 
Frank Bama. I'm Desdemona, the woman you two came looking for. 
Here, I brought you a peace offering from the other side of paradise. 


Desdemona hands Frank a cup of coffee. 


FRANK 
I just woke up, and I'm too groggy to carry on a conversation. 


DESDEMONA 
Then coffee will help. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Frank and Desdemona walk over and sit on a coconut tree stump. She pours Frank 
another cup of joe from her thermos. 


FRANK 
(sips) 
Much better. Thank you. 


DESDEMONA 
What do you want to talk about first, Frank, your plane or your girl? 


FRANK 
You don't waste any time, do you? 


DESDEMONA 
I just feel the hourglass is emptying pretty fast here, and 
we've got to get a few things worked out. 


FRANK 
How's Trevor? 
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DESDEMONA 
Now that's a great start. It's a good sign that your first question is 
about Trevor. I like that. I have plans for you two. Do you dance? 


FRANK 
In a pinch. 


DESDEMONA 
Good. Then why don't you meet us at the Polar Bar tonight 
around midnight? My friend's band is playing. 
(looks at his plane) 
You actually landed this plane in the ocean to save your 
girlfriend? You're not so bad, Frank Bama. 


EXT. CEMETERY - NIGHT 
Charlie stands naked on top of the old mildewed crypt. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


There's a freshly dug hole in the ground. Charlie throws everything from his duffel 
bag into the hole: his boots, fatigues, compass, etc. Then he spots a nearby sand crab. 


CHARLIE 
(to crab) 
You bastards are the lucky ones. You all live by one rule -- 
eat or be eaten. It's that simple. It's the brain that complicates 
it for us humans...or our emotions. 


He reaches into his pocket and pops a last mushroom in his mouth. He takes out 
Rudy's Joe Merchant tape and puts it in his Walkman. He begins to dance and sing 
along -- badly off key -- with the tape. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 

Charlie falls into the grave he has dug. 

CHARLIE'S POV 

He looks up at the seven sisters of the Pleiades that are looking down upon him. 


INT. COSMIC MUFFIN - NIGHT 


Aboard the Cosmic Muffin at Petite Place, Desdemona reads her log book. 
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DESDEMONA 
There's a reason for us being here. 


TREVOR 
Yeah, you zigged when you should have zagged at the end of the channel. 


DESDEMONA 
No, I'm talking about the bigger reason. Albion said the 
messages come from the painters of the universe, and you're 
a painter. Goodness, I'm not the Mayan -- you are!! 


Desdemona grabs her own head. 


DESDEMONA (Contd.) 
The Generators are coming with a really big message. 


TREVOR 
You don't look too good...here, let me help you lie down. 


DESDEMONA 
No time to dally. I'm okay. Quick, run to my cabin and 
get my Walkman and a fresh tape. This is what it's all about. 
Talk to them when they get here. Ask them about Joe. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


Trevor returns with a tape recorder, but Desdemona has already passed out. Then she 
sits up and looks around the ship as if it were a strange environment. She speaks in a 
low raspy voice. 


DESDEMONA (Contd.) 
I am one of those your friend calls the Generators. I now speak in your 
earth language. I know your questions, and I know all about your life. 


TREVOR 
Desdemona, you aren't bullshitting me, are you? 


DESDEMONA 
The person you call Desdemona is not here. I occupy her body 
now, and I do not bullshit. I can only tell you what I know. 


TREVOR 
I want to know about my brother. 
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DESDEMONA 
The stars in the skies are the holes in the floor of heaven. 
They are the healers, not I. 


TREVOR 
I thought my brother committed suicide. Then an evil man told 
me that he killed Joe. Yet Desdemona thinks he's still alive. 


DESDEMONA 
The evil man you speak of is vicious and ruthless. He is like 
a black hole in the pattern of the universe, and he intends great 
harm. To counteract his evil, you must find your Mayan soul. 


TREVOR 
Mayan? As in the long dead folks in Mexico? 


DESDEMONA 
There is a star within the Pleiades group that is known 
as Maya. That is the Mayan of which I speak. 


TREVOR 
Why do I have a Mayan soul? 


DESDEMONA 
Because that is your former home. You have lived many lives -- 
there and here on Earth. But you have forgotten your true self. 
You will only fulfill your destiny by finding your Mayan soul. 


The click at the end of the tape in the machine awakens Desdemona. 


DESDEMONA (Contd.) 
What? 
TREVOR 
It's you, right? 
DESDEMONA 


Yes, it's me, but I heard everything he said. Pretty wild, huh? So let's 

add all this up. We got you and Frank showing up here. That Jet-Ski Killer 
fellow, too. Cairo, the black hole, is lurking in the water somewhere. And 
Joe Merchant is out there, who knows where? Something is drawing all of 
this here at this particular time. Holy shit, it's the eclipse! 
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TREVOR 
What? 


DESDEMONA 
Hold on. 


Desdemona runs out of the cabin and comes back with a star guide. 


DESDEMONA (Contd.) 


There's a total solar eclipse tomorrow. 
(then) 
Cinderella, let's get a move on. We're going to the cosmic ball. 


TREVOR 
What's that? 


DESDEMONA 
You tell me. You're the Mayan! 


EXT. COSMIC MUFFIN - BOOMTOWN DOCK - NIGHT 


Desdemona and Trevor sail the Cosmic Muffin to Boomtown for a night of fun. They 
dock at the landing and walk toward town. 


NEW ANGLE 


In the shadows watching them walk away is Charlie Fabian, now dressed in jeans, a 
short-sleeve shirt, and carrying a bomber jacket. He is without his mirrored 
sunglasses, however. He eyes the Cosmic Muffin, a sly, calculating look on his face. 


INT. COCKPIT - HEMISPHERE DANCER - NIGHT 
Frank and Blanton fly to Boomtown, intending to rendezvous with the girls. 


BLANTON 
I think there's still hope for you and Trevor. You're in 
a spin, Frank, that's all. Remember, lack of rudder control 
gets you into a spin, and control of the rudder gets you out. 


FRANK 
(sarcastic) 
Nice to hear that you paid attention during those flight lessons I gave you. 
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BLANTON 
What's that old Stones song you're always singing? You can't always 
get what you want. Why do you think it's your favorite song? 


FRANK 
It's got a good beat, and you can dance to it. 


BLANTON 
Hey shithead, I'm no Dick Clark, but if you want her back, 
you're gonna have to make some changes. 


FRANK 
What the hell do I have to do? I thought breaking out of jail and 
pulling her out of the ocean was some indication of how I felt. 


BLANTON 
True, but you didn't tell her. There's a brand new flight plan 
these days, buddy. You've now got to talk to women. 


FRANK 
What if I help her find her brother? That should count for something. 


BLANTON 
You really think he's still alive? 


FRANK 
(thoughtful) 
No. From what Trevor told me, Joe would never have 
stayed away so long or put her through such grief. 


BLANTON 
(softly) 
Unless he thought there was no other choice. 


Frank looks at him a moment, then -- 


FRANK 
So what options do I have to win my girl back? 


BLANTON 
Don't get pissed off so easily and try talking to her. 
(sings) 
But if you try sometime, you just might find...you get 
what you need. Oh, yeah. 
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EXT. BEACH - BOOMTOWN - NIGHT 


Frank and Blanton land the Hemisphere Dancer on a deserted section of beach not far 
from the Polar Bar club and exit the plane. 


BLANTON 
I'll check the lay of the land -- see if police are on our tail. 


FRANK 
Okay. I'm gonna check in with Billy, see what he advises 
about my missing pontoon. 


Blanton disappears and Frank heads to the broken telephone, which, miraculously, 
happens to be free. 


EXT. PAY PHONE/HOSPITAL - A SHORT TIME LATER 
Frank is on the phone trying to contact Billy, who is in the hospital. 


HOSPITAL OPERATOR (0:S.) 
Florida Keys Memorial Hospital. 


FRANK 
Ah, I am trying to get in touch with a Mr. Billy Cruiser. 


OPERATOR (O.S.) 
Is he a patient here? 


FRANK 
I really don't know. His answering machine referred 
me to this number. I'm calling long distance. 


OPERATOR (O.S.) 
One moment please. It's late, but I will ring the room. 


INTERCUT BETWEEN FRANK AND BILLY 


BILLY 
Hello. 


FRANK 
What the hell are you doing in the hospital? Don't you 
know people die in there? 
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BILLY 
Frank, is that you? It's good to hear your voice, son. 


FRANK 
Are you all right? 


BILLY 
Well, they were filming a rock video, and...there were a 
bunch of tall, skinny models playing like they were mermaids, 
and I reckon that was what made my heart go haywire. 


FRANK 
Just do what they tell you, Billy, and get better quick. 


BILLY 
I figure that no news is good news. 


FRANK 
It's been one hell of an adventure down here! 


BILLY 
Well, you and Blanton kicked up quite a bit of dust around here, but 
things have started to quiet down. Did Trevor catch up with you? 


FRANK 
That she did. 


BILLY 
Well, y'all take care and don't worry 'bout me. 


FRANK 
Be good, Billy. 


Blanton returns as Frank finishes his call. 


FRANK (Contd.) 
Just got off the phone with Billy. He's in the hospital. His heart. 


BLANTON 
Again? Doesn't sound good. He gonna be all right? 


FRANK 
He sounded okay when I talked to him -- little weak, though. 
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BLANTON 
He's a tough old oyster. 


FRANK 
Better be. I won't be around to check on him once I leave for Alaska. 


BLANTON 
And with the law after me, I'm thinking I should head south for a while. 


FRANK 
I have an idea. There's an old padre in Venezuela who 
has an open mind about things like that, Father Ignacio. 
He's the one who helped me find my plane. 


BLANTON 
Worth a visit at least. 


FRANK 
If things go sour tonight, let's meet at the airport. I noticed earlier 
today there was a Grumman Mallard in the hangar. It operates 
virtually identical to my Goose, and we could liberate that for you. 
I assume it belongs to Monty Potter, Boomtown's head honcho. 


BLANTON 
Former head honcho. Seems that he's now missing. I 
heard the news while I was scouting around. 


FRANK 
All the more reason to borrow his plane. 


BLANTON 
What the hell. One more crime probably won't hurt. 


Frank grimaces, Blanton laughs, and they head off to the Polar Bar. 


INT. POLAR BAR - DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT 


In a Polar Bar dressing room, Fernando is primping. He does a turn in front of a 


broken mirror, admiring the outfit he assembled. Someone knocks at his dressing 


room door. 


DESDEMONA (O.S.) 
Get a load of you. 
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FERNANDO 
Get a load of you. 


Desdemona, colorfully dressed, walks into the dressing room with Trevor. Fernando 
gives Trevor the once over. 


FERNANDO (Contd.) 
(smiles) 
And who is this lovely creature? Buenos noches, Senorita. 


DESDEMONA 
Trevor Kane, Fernando Orlando. 


FERNANDO 
Iam so happy you ladies came tonight. Will you be 
Joining our Cruise to Nowhere tomorrow morning? We'll 
be viewing the eclipse. Special viewing glasses provided. 


DESDEMONA 
We'd love to, Fernando, but I think we have fish of our own 
to fry tomorrow, and we need to be where it's happening. 


FERNANDO 
We'll be leaving at 5:45 a.m. -- just as the eclipse begins -- 
if you change your mind. 


INT. POLAR BAR - NIGHT 


It is almost midnight and the place is crammed with people. A naked woman with a 
pair of handcuffs dangling from her wrists is being escorted out by the bouncer. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


A fight breaks out at the pool table. The CROUPIER points at Rudy, who is playing 
roulette. Two Haitian HOOKERS stand beside him. 


CROUPIER 
Number ten. 


SHIRLEY & CURLY 
Win for us, Rudy! Make us hot for you. 
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RUDY 
Viva Las Vegas. 


He rolls the dice. 


SHIRLEY & CURLY 
Viva Los Wages. 


Frank Bama and the Jet-Ski Killer brush by Curly and Shirley as they weave their 
way toward the dance floor. 


FRANK 
(noticing) 
There's your buddy, Rudy Breno. 


BLANTON 
What the hell is he doing here? He's supposed to be 
lost in the jungles of Haiti. 


FRANK 
Maybe he's smarter than we think. 


BLANTON 
Not a fucking chance. 


FRANK 
Well, he's too interested in those hooters flopping around 
his face to be thinking about the Jet-Ski Killer. 


BLANTON 
Makes me nervous to see him here, though. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Frank sees Trevor dancing the Cha Cha with an older MAN in a sweat-stained suit. 


FRANK 
Now you know how I feel. 


BLANTON 
Well, Frank, here's to cutting in and cutting out. 
This may be your last chance. 
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FRANK 
I don't know. Look at this place. This isn't the right atmosphere. 
I want it quiet, so we can talk -- maybe take a walk on the beach. 


BLANTON 
When the target presents itself, you fire. It's as simple as that. 


FRANK 
This ain't Saddam's Republican Guard, Blanton. This is 
someone I care about. 


BLANTON 
That's why you have to make the first move. Remember, 
all she can say is no. 


FRANK 
That's what has me worried. 


Frank walks over to where Trevor is dancing and taps her partner on the shoulder. 
The man courteously smiles and holds out Trevor's hand to Frank. Frank puts his 
arms around her and slowly moves in time to the music. 


FRANK (Contd.) 
Please don't leave, Trevor. Let's work this out. I don't 
want to be a lonely old pilot with just a dog. 


TREVOR 
That wouldn't be fair to Hoagy. 


As they dance, Frank is stiff and nervous. 


TREVOR (Contd.) 
(whispers) 
Relax, you're doing fine. Do you know that's the first time you've ever 
looked me straight in the eye and said anything the least bit personal. 


FRANK 
It's not easy... 


TREVOR 
(teasing) 
Could have fooled me. 
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FRANK 
There's a lot at stake. 
(then) 
Such as losing you forever. 
TREVOR 


If you hadn't looked me in the eyes, I would have walked away. 
Frank twirls her quickly, then resumes slow dancing. 


TREVOR (Contd.) 
Yet after all we've been through, this is a strange place 
to finally be talking. 


Frank laughs. 


TREVOR (Contd.) 
What's so funny? 


FRANK 
That's what I told Blanton not five minutes ago. 


TREVOR 
Where is he? 


FRANK 
Laying low. Guess who else is here? 


TREVOR 
Who? 

FRANK 
Rudy Breno. 

TREVOR 
No! 

FRANK 
He's at the roulette table. 

TREVOR 

(looks) 


Good lord, there he is. 
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As they watch, Rudy leaves the roulette wheel, gets up on stage, and joins a drum 
line. He is wildly out of synch with the other drummers. Trevor and Frank laugh at 
his efforts. 


ANGLE ON FRANK AND TREVOR 


TREVOR (Contd.) 
I've been so lost in my own fog, I don't know what's 
going on back in the real world. 


FRANK 
That makes two of us. You want to get some air? 


TREVOR 
Good Lord, yes. We can go out the back entrance by the bandstand. 


EXT. DOCK AND BEACH - NIGHT 


Trevor and Frank walk, holding hands in the moonlight. They lean side by side on a 
rusty cannon. OFF CAMERA we hear the crackling of the hulls of the boats 
anchored. 


FRANK 
Some people say that crackling is the language of the boats talking. 


TREVOR 
What are they saying? 


FRANK 
They're saying, Frank Bama, you fool, you better not let 
her get away. Change your ways before it's too late. 


He leans towards her. They kiss. They entwine hands and wander down the beach 
toward the Hemisphere Dancer. 


TREVOR 
I always thought we were magic together, Frank, and it 
hurt when you took off in your plane for long periods of 
time, not seeming to care if I was part of your life or not. 


FRANK 
I agree that we were good together, but I wouldn't call 
it magic 'cause I don't believe in magic. 
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TREVOR 
You obviously don't believe in love, either. 


FRANK 
I'm trying, Trevor. At least give me credit for that. 


She acknowledges with a smile. They kiss again. 
NEW ANGLE 


Frank gets a blanket from the plane, spreads it on the sand on the far side of the 
Dancer, and they sit and cuddle. Frank caresses her hair, which is silvered by 
moonlight. Trevor locks her arms around his neck. They kiss again, this time 
passionately. Frank gently lays her down on the blanket, and they begin to make 
love. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - SOMETIME LATER 
The lovebirds are disheveled, but starry-eyed. 


TREVOR 
We should get back. I left Desdemona to fend for herself. 


FRANK 
I think she's probably used to that. 


TREVOR 
Still... 


FRANK 
You're right. We also need to check on Blanton. 


Frank shakes out the blanket, folds it, and places it back in the plane. Hand-in-hand 
they wander back up the beach toward the Polar Bar. 


TREVOR 
Frank, this whole escapade of looking for Joe has left me 
more confused than ever. Desdemona is wonderful, but I think 
she may have a few screws loose. I want to go with you. 


FRANK 
It's very cold where I'm headed. 
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TREVOR 
I'm ready for something new. I've been in the sun too long. 


Back on the dock, they begin to dance again. OFF CAMERA we hear the incessant 
drums from the Polar Bar suddenly stop. Then all we hear is a wrenching guitar solo. 


TREVOR (Contd.) 
My God, I haven't heard a guitar like that for so long. It 
sounds so much like Joe. 
Slowly they walk towards the music. 
INT. POLAR BAR - NIGHT 
The couple re-enter the Polar Bar and push toward the front. 


CLOSE ON STAGE 


Trevor looks at the guitar player. It is her brother, Joe Merchant, playing an 
electrifying rendition of his signature song, "Little Boy Gone." 


BACK TO TREVOR 


TREVOR 
That's my brother! That's Joe! 


ANGLE ON FRANK 
He stands transfixed, staring at Joe. 
BACK ON TREVOR 


TREVOR (Contd.) 
What's the matter with Joe's eyes? 


CLOSE ON JOE 
On his eyes are tattoos we recognize. Charlie Fabian is Joe Merchant!! 
ANGLE ON FRANK 


He clinches his fists in anger. 
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VARIOUS ANGLES 


Joe Merchant looks up, spots Trevor, and sees her companion is Frank. He launches 
his guitar and amplifier through the rear window of the club and quickly dives after 
them. He disappears. A melee ensues in the club. 


RUDY 
I can't believe it! He's fucking alive! I'm famous! I came to 
find the Jet-Ski Killer and end up finding Joe Merchant! 


CURLY 
Que pasa? 


Rudy tries to follow Joe through the window, but trips over a hooker. Blanton is 
seated at the table that Rudy falls on. 


BLANTON 
You stupid son of a bitch. 


Blanton reaches out to right the table, and Rudy sees the tattoo on the back of his 
hand. He remembers it from the church in Nassau. He also recognizes Blanton. 


RUDY 
It's Ski Jetter! It's Joe Killer! It's the Jet-Ski Merchant! 


Rudy runs outside looking for Joe. 


BLANTON 
(to Frank) 
Breno knows I'm here. I gotta leave now, Frank! 


Blanton leaves. Frank calls after him. 


FRANK 
I'll meet you at the airport. 
(to Trevor) 
Let's get out of here. 


Frank grabs Trevor's arm and head towards the rear entrance. 


TREVOR 
That was Joe, Frank. I saw him. Did you see him? Tell me you saw him? 
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FRANK 
I saw him, honey. 


EXT. POLAR BAR - NIGHT 
Rudy approaches Trevor to ask about Joe, but Frank grabs him and shoves him away. 


RUDY 
(wandering off, lost in thought) 
This is the biggest story in the world. Wonder if I can 
parlay this into a TV deal? 


Frank and Trevor spot Desdemona. 


TREVOR 
(to Desdemona) 
Did you see Joe? 


DESDEMONA 
I saw him. He rushed by me like a flash, but I recognized him. 


FRANK 
(to both women) 
I've gotta help Blanton. I'll meet you ladies back at Little 
Lorraine Island. Wait for me there, Trevor. 


She nods, reaches out to touch him. He clasps her hand, looks deep into her eyes. 


FRANK (Contd.) 
I promise I'll be there. 


Frank walks away. Trevor watches him go, her heart in her eyes. 
INT. HANGAR - BOOMTOWN AIRPORT - NIGHT 


Two security guards, BLANCO and Juliano (whom we saw earlier), armed with AK- 
47s, patrol inside the main hangar. Frank sneaks in, finds Blanton hiding behind a 
trash can near the entrance. 


BLANTON 


(whispers) 
There's two of them. Potter's plane is just to the left over there. 


Frank turns to Blanton. 
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FRANK 
You get to the Mallard and get going. I'll take care of these guys. 


BLANTON 
All right...let's do it. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


Blanton drops to his belly and slithers quietly toward the Mallard. Frank removes his 
shirt, picks up a full oil can, and ties it into the garment, leaving the tail free to use as 
a handle. He works his way toward the guards. Just then Blanco gets up and walks 
into the Air Reality office. Frank creeps up behind Juliano and cracks him upside the 
head with the oil can. Juliano falls to the floor unconscious. Frank grabs Juliano's 
AK-47 and moves toward Blanco. 


FRANK 
Freeze, asshole. 


BLANCO 
Que pasa? 


Frank rams the AK-47 into Blanco's side. At that moment, Blanton starts the engines 
of the Mallard. The roar in the hangar is deafening. 


FRANK 
This is what the fuck is happening, pal...habla Ingles? Okay, 
here's the program. You tell me who you work for and what's 
going on, or I'm gonna ram your ass headfirst into that propeller. 


BLANCO 
No no! Dios mio. 
FRANK 
English, por favor. 
BLANCO 


We work for Colonel Cairo. He took over from Monty Potter. 


FRANK 
Where's Potter? 


BLANCO 
(shrugs) 
Dead, I think. 
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FRANK 
What's the Colonel up to? 


BLANCO 
He went to Little Lorraine Island to get something. 


FRANK 
What? 


BLANCO 
(shrugs again) 
I do not know. Something from the crazy woman's boat. 


INT. HANGAR - PLANE - NIGHT 
Frank says goodbye to his pal. 


FRANK 
I gotta get out to the island. Desdemona and Trevor are waiting for me. 


BLANTON 
I guess this is goodbye for a while. I'll be in Venezuela with 
Father Ignacio. 


FRANK 
At least I know where to find you. 


Blanton in the Grumman Mallard taxis out of the hangar to prepare for take-off. 
EXT. AIRPORT RUNWAY - NIGHT 


Blanton hurdles down the runway in the Mallard and lifts off, headed for sanctuary in 
Venezuela. 


INT. COSMIC MUFFIN - NIGHT 


Trevor and Desdemona are in the Cosmic Muffin, sailing for Little Lorraine Island. 
They hear a plane overhead, look out the windows, and see the Mallard's lights. 


DESDEMONA 
There goes the Jet-Ski Killer. 
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INT. HANGAR - PLANE - NIGHT 
Frank goes over to Blanco, who's tied up and lying on the floor like a scared dog. 


FRANK 
I got things to do. Let's go. 


BLANCO 
Senor, I go to the toilet before I sheet my pants, yes? 


FRANK 
No problemo. Over there. 


Frank gestures toward the bathroom, then escorts Blanco there, sits him down on the 
toilet, ties his arms behind the water pipe, and closes the door. 


JULIANO (0.8.) 
Freeze, motherfucker! Drop the gun! 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Juliano, the guard Frank knocked out, has awakened and now aims a sawed-off 
shotgun at Frank's chest. 


JULIANO (Contd.) 
I am going to shoot you in the balls and watch you die. 
Make your peace with God. 


FRANK 


(frozen, unable to think of a prayer) 
Mea culpa...mea culpa. 


Frank closes his eyes and places a protective hand over his balls. We hear the roar of 
a single bullet being fired. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


Juliano falls to the ground. Frank opens his eyes. Charlie Fabian/Joe Merchant comes 
from around the corner with a Beretta in his hand. 


CHARLIE/JOE 
Relax, Captain. We're on the same side now. 


Frank gives Charlie/Joe a long, appraising look. 
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FRANK 
In that case, it's Frank, Frank Bama...I don't want to alarm you, 
but I'm pretty sure that Trevor and Desdemona are in trouble. 


Joe stills, then gravely nods. 


CHARLIE/JOE 
If you're going after them, I'll go with you. 


FRANK 
I was hoping you'd say that. We're going to be outnumbered as it is. 


Frank looks around to make sure all is in order and goes to check on Blanco in the 
toilet. Joe accompanies him. As they reach the bathroom, they see that the same 
bullet that killed Juliano has pierced the bathroom door and nailed Blanco in the 
middle of his forehead. Joe eyes his handiwork (Blanco's body) dispassionately and 
turns to Frank. 


CHARLIE/JOE 
If 1 were quail hunting, that would be called a double. 


EXT. FRENCHMAN'S LAGOON - LITTLE LORRAINE - NIGHT 


Desdemona and Trevor dock the boat and exit the Cosmic Muffin. They take only a 
few steps toward land when Colonel Cairo, Rolf, and the Ramos brothers step out of 
the shadows. Carlos, Rafael, and Flavio flank their new employer and pointedly aim 
AK-47s at the two women. Cairo is surprised to see Trevor. 


CAIRO 
Well, Miss Kane. It seems tenacity runs in your family. 
This time, I'll make sure the job is done right. 


TREVOR 
Why kill me? What have I ever done to you? 


CAIRO 
Don't be offended, Miss Kane. It's mere expediency on my part. By killing 
you, I take your vast inheritance, which enables me to set up my own 
kingdom and train mercenaries. We'll sow discord in a few countries and 
urge them into war. Naturally, they'll need our services and pay well for 
them. As war-mongering as this planet is, before long I shall rule the 
world. And to think, it all started with one rock and roll singer. 


Cairo smirks at Trevor. 
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CAIRO (Contd.) 
Yes, your brother is alive, Miss Kane. I brainwashed him and 
turned him into a killer. I cut his long hair, removed his identifying 
tattoos, and made him hate his own music. Then I gave him tattooed 
eyelids as part of a conditioned response. Each time he looks in a 
mirror and sees them, he sinks deeper into his new persona of Charlie 
Fabian. The poor fool doesn't remember his previous life...or that his 
real name is Joe Merchant Kane. But he's outlived his usefulness and 
will soon die. Then I'll get his money, too. 


Trevor and Desdemona look at the Colonel in shock. Trevor reaches for words to 
wound him. 


TREVOR 
You'll never get Joe's money. He performed at the Polar 
Bar tonight and was spotted by a reporter. By tomorrow, 
the entire world will know he's alive. 


Cairo goes rigid with anger, then fights for composure. 


CAIRO 
It doesn't matter. I'll deal with him later. We have a much 
bigger cause facing us than Joe Merchant. 


He turns to Desdemona. 


CAIRO (Contd.) 
I need the scepter which decorates your phallic ship. And 
while I should kill you both now, I think you might enjoy 
seeing the miracle that's about to take place on the next island. 


DESDEMONA 
At the Healing Hole? 


Cairo smiles. 


CAIRO 
Is that what it's called? How appropriate...for that's just what I intend. 


He motions to the Ramos brothers, who force the women into the Cosmic Muffin. 
Cairo rips the scepter off the boat's bow. 


758 | STEVEN KUNES 


CAIRO (Contd.) 
Carlos, you and your brothers guard the ladies well. 
Meet us at the Healing Hole as soon as you can. 


Carlos nods. He and his brothers enter the Cosmic Muffin, and the boat sails off. 
Cairo and Rolf walk farther up the dock to their boat, and the Nomad sails after them. 


NEW ANGLE 


As the two boats sail off, Toosay steps out from the bushes where he's been hiding, 
watching, and listening. 


EXT. BOOMTOWN AIRPORT - PRE-DAWN 


Joe, now wearing his bomber jacket, waits alone at the hangar entrance until Frank 
flies the Hemisphere Dancer from the beach. Frank lands and taxis to the aviation 
fuel pumps. Joe trots over to help fill the plane. The wind has picked up, and trash 
blows around. The sky is misty, and light rain begins to fall. As soon as the tanks top 
off, Joe secures the pumps while Frank starts the plane's engines. Joe joins him in the 
cockpit, and they taxi down the runway and lift off into the sky. 


INT./EXT. COSMIC MUFFIN - AT SEA - FIRST LIGHT 


Stormy weather has the Cosmic Muffin yo-yoing up and down and tilting onto its 
side. Flavio is pasty-white and nauseous. Desdemona is at the helm and tries to 
smooth the sailing, but the sea is too stormy. 


DESDEMONA 
(to Trevor) 
The Colonel took our figurehead. We'll be lucky to arrive in one piece. 


Through the windshield and windows we see a wave wash over them. Then the sea 
recedes, leaving them wallowing in a trough. Suddenly, the Cosmic Muffin is lifted 
high into the air. 


DESDEMONA (Contd.) 
We're flying! The Cosmic Muffin is flying! 


They are airborne for only a few seconds, but it is long enough for Desdemona to 
experience the thrill of a rocket ship ride. When the boat comes down, it comes down 
hard, and windows break. Water rushes in. Everyone struggles to hold on and not get 
washed away. 
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FLAVIO 
We're all going to die! 


TREVOR 
Not if I can help it. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


She cautiously makes her way outside. The sky is so stormy that Trevor can barely 
see the bow of the boat. She gets onto her knees and CRAWLS along the running 
board until she reaches the boat's ladder. She CLIMBS atop the bucking bronco of a 
boat at an agonizingly slow pace and SCOOTS to the bow. Wind, rain, and sea 
RAGE around her. She straddles the boat's rounded fuselage and unties her halter 
top. Trevor bares her breasts to the elements, thrusting out her chest as if she were 
the boat's figurehead. Amazingly, the wind begins to die down. Trevor braves the 
stormy elements bare-breasted until the rain has stopped, and the choppy water has 
calmed. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Barely does she (and we) have time to register the fact that the elements have 
calmed, when the Boomtown "Cruise to Nowhere" ship sails by. Fernando Orlando is 
prominent at the rail, along with a few hundred eclipse gazers in specially tinted 
glasses -- many of them blue-haired grandmothers from Miami. All eyes are 
transfixed on Trevor's bare bosom. She yelps with embarrassment and covers herself 
with her hands. As the passengers continue to stare, she becomes annoyed. 


TREVOR (Contd.) 


(yelling) 
What are you looking at? 


She puts her halter on and re-ties it into place as the cruise ship sails on. She climbs 
down the ladder and reenters the Cosmic Muffin. 


DESDEMONA 
You might have tried yelling for help. We are being kidnapped, you know. 


TREVOR 
(sheepish) 


I was too peeved by all the lookie-loos to think about it. 


Within minutes, the Cosmic Muffin arrives at the Healing Hole. 
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INT. PLANE COCKPIT - EARLY MORNING 
The sun is up as Frank and Joe fly toward Little Lorraine Island. 


FRANK 
Don't take offense, but it's a mighty big leap from 
rock and roll star to tattoo-eyed killer. 


Joe gives him a slanted glance, then shrugs. 


JOE 
I'm not exactly sure how I came to be Charlie Fabian. 
That, incidentally, is a name the Colonel thought up. 


FRANK 
How did you hook up with that crazy bastard? 


JOE 
I was in Africa and met some of his mercenaries. Their lives 
sounded more interesting than mine, so I asked to meet the 
Colonel. Next thing I know, I've got tattooed eyes, and I'm 
doing all kinds of weird shit that you wouldn't believe. 


Frank gives Joe a sideways glance. 


FRANK 
(dryly) 
Oh, I'd believe it. By the way, Trevor knows someone 
hijacked my plane and tried to kill me, but she doesn't 
know it was you...I certainly won't be the one who tells her. 


JOE 
Thanks. I appreciate that. 
(silent a moment) 
Trevor won't much like the person I've become...hell, I 
don't like the person I've become. 


He looks Frank in the eye. 


JOE (Contd.) 
I've done things I never would have done had I been in my right mind. 
I'm not sure how the Colonel managed to change me, but I'm no longer 
Joe Merchant. Yet, neither am I Charlie Fabian anymore. 
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Both men digest that sobering kernel of truth as they soar through the sky. 
EXT. HEALING HOLE - EARLY MORNING 
Having landed safely at the Healing Hole, the Colonel brandishes the scepter. 


CAIRO 
An event is about to take place, and it deserves an appreciative audience. 
(turns to Desdemona) 
Only you, madam, will understand the magic wrought by this scepter. 
But you, too, Miss Kane, will doubtless be awed by the miracle. 
(to Rolf) 
You're in charge while I'm gone, Rolf. Guard the ladies until 
my return...and get rid of that abomination... 
(he gestures toward the Cosmic Muffin) 
...that damned dick ship. 


He gestures to Flavio. 


CAIRO (Contd.) 
You! Take that thing out to sea and scuttle it. These 
women have no further need of it. 


He turns and marches solo toward a clearing just out of view. 
EXT. LITTLE LORRAINE ISLAND - EARLY MORNING 


Frank and Joe land on the beach at Little Lorraine Island and exit the plane. Hoagy 
jumps out behind them and runs around ferreting out all the strange smells deposited 
since his last visit. Frank and Joe trot to the area where the Cosmic Muffin is usually 
berthed -- Frenchman's Lagoon -- but the dock is empty. 


FRANK 
Is it possible they were pushed out to sea by the storm 
and haven't made it back? 


Suddenly Toosay, wraithlike, glides to his side from nearby bushes. 
TOOSAY 
Cap'n, your lady and Miss Desdemona were taken by a one-armed 


pirate. They are headed to the Healing Hole on the next island. 


Just then, Hoagy rushes up and nudges Frank's hand with his nose. 
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FRANK 
(to Hoagy) 
No, boy, you can't come with me this trip. 
(to Toosay) 


Will you watch him until we get back...assuming we come back? 


TOOSAY 
Of course, Cap'n. 


Frank and Joe rush back to the Dancer, jump into the cockpit, and hurriedly take off 
again. 


INT./EXT. COSMIC MUFFIN - AT SEA - EARLY MORNING 


Flavio is again white-faced and nauseous as he steers the Cosmic Muffin toward the 
open sea. He is not that far from land, but to a man who doesn't swim well, the 
distance looks formidable. Keeping one eye on land and the other on the open sea, 
Flavio opens the throttle full bore, grabs a life raft, and jumps out. Unmanned, 
Desdemona's pride and joy heads out on its final voyage. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Flavio panics when the sea closes over his head, and he loosens his grip on the life 
raft. His entry splash spins the raft away. He surfaces and lunges for it, but the 
water's chop pushes it farther out of reach. He flails his arms against the water in an 
attempt to swim but gains no traction. His heavy clothing pull him under. He sinks 
and comes up coughing. He tries to take a breath before he goes under again, but this 
time his mouth fills with water. He goes down choking...and never comes up again. 


EXT. HEALING HOLE - DAY 


The Colonel arrives at the Healing Hole. Waiting for him is a large wooden chest, 
which is sitting on a stone slab above the hot springs. Cairo opens the chest. 


ANGLE ON CHEST 
The green mamba snake is in its glass case lying atop a canvas sack and other items. 
CAIRO 


Takes out the snake's case, removes the canvas sack, and opens the latter. He pulls an 
ancient goatskin from the sack and places it on the stone slab, then peers at the 
hieroglyphic painted on its hide. He next removes the urn of ashes containing his arm 
and sets it atop the goatskin. From the chest, Cairo removes a long shiny knife. It has 
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a carved rhino horn handle, which he grasps to pull the knife from its sheath. The 
knife, too, he places on the stone. 


LASTLY 


he picks up the scepter and lays it perpendicular to the knife blade -- thus forming a 
cross. 


ANGLE ON ECLIPSE IN THE SKY 


The moon has almost totally covered the sun as the Colonel raises his head to the 
heavens. He lifts the top from the urn and pours the ashes into an ivory chalice. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Cairo reaches into the glass cage, grabs the snake, and places it on the slab. He then 
chants in Swahili and jabs the point of the knife into his shoulder. Blood begins to 
run down his ribs. 


THE COLONEL 


slits the snake open and lets it's blood fall into the ivory cup. He mixes his own blood 
with that of the snake and then reaches for the scepter, holding it up and letting the 
last rays of the eclipsed sun filter through the crystal and onto his missing shoulder. 


CAIRO 
(shouts) 
Now, make me an arm! 


Cairo drinks the mixture in the cup, then wraps the dead snake around him like a 
stole. 


THE LIGHT 


falls onto where Cairo's arm should be. He stands like a statue bathed in white light. 
Motionless he waits...and waits...and waits. Nothing happens. Confused and angry, 
the Colonel strides back toward the waiting group, the dead snake still wrapped 
around his shoulders. 


INT./EXT. PLANE AND HEALING HOLE - EARLY MORNING 


Frank and Joe fly above the Healing Hole and spot the group gathered below. Seeing 
that the women are held hostage by men with guns, Frank puts the Hemisphere 
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Dancer into a dive and buzzes low over the group. Cairo, who has just rejoined the 
group, pulls his pistol, points it at the plane, and fires half a dozen times. 


JOE 
Careful, Frank. In Africa that son-of-a-bitch brought 
down a helicopter with a sidearm. 


FRANK 
I'm not gonna let him kill your sister or Desdemona 
even if he nails my plane. 


Trevor and Desdemona notice that their guards are distracted by the plane and the 
bullets flying through the air. They use the opportunity to duck behind nearby rocks 
near the edge of the water. Frank pulls the Dancer up, levels off, and turns the plane 
180 degrees. He heads back toward the group. 


FRANK (Contd.) 
There's no time to find a landing strip. We need to set down 
now. I have only one pontoon, so she'll capsize and sink if I 
land on water, But that's what we gotta do to reach the girls in time. 


JOE 
Whatever it takes, I'm with you. 


FRANK 
When I'm right above the water, I'll cut the engines, 
and we'll bail into shallow water. Make sure you jump 
clear of the plane's tail, but don't hit the pontoon. 


Joe nods his understanding, reaches an arm inside his bomber jacket and fumbles 
with his chest, then withdraws his arm and zips up the jacket. Frank reaches up for 
one last rub of the St. Christopher medal, then buzzes lower than before toward the 
mercenaries -- who hit the ground. Frank heads for open sea. When the plane is 
almost touching water, he cuts the engines, and they jump. The plane smacks the 
water hard, but Frank and Joe are already underwater. They surface and hurriedly 
swim for shore. Frank spares nary a glance at the wreckage of his plane. 


EXT. HEALING HOLE - VARIOUS - EARLY MORNING 


Frank and Joe SWIM for protected areas in which to land. Using rocks and trees for 
cover, they cautiously make their way inland toward the mercenaries -- who have 
taken cover. Joe takes off his jacket and hides behind a tree. He THROWS the jacket 
over Carlos' head as the eldest Ramos brother sidles by looking for him. Blinded, 
Carlos FLAILS blindly at Joe with one hand and RIPS the jacket off with the other. 
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Joe KICKS him in the kneecap, sending Carlos to the ground. Carlos SWEEPS his 
gun around, knocking Joe off his feet. The two men GRAPPLE in a knock-down, 
drag-out fight for control of Carlos' AK-47, using fisticuffs, martial arts maneuvers, 
and judo kicks. 


Frank works his way around some big rocks until he maneuvers himself behind Rolf, 
then JUMPS on his back from atop a boulder. They engage in hand-to-hand combat 
that is as much street fighting as it is martial arts. Rolf gets Frank in a headlock, but 
Frank GOUGES his opponent's eye with a thumb, thereby extricating himself. Rolf 
executes a head kick that Frank DODGES in time. He recovers and GRABS Rolf's 
leg, THROWING him off balance. This gives Frank enough time to KICK him in the 
balls. As Rolf FALLS, Frank loses his balance and goes down, too. 


Trevor and Desdemona cautiously peer out from their hiding spots, watching the 
battle. When Rafael tries to work his way behind Joe, intending to shoot him, Trevor 
sticks out her foot and TRIPS him. Desdemona GRABS a solid piece of driftwood 
and BASHES Rafael over the head, knocking him out. Desdemona hangs onto the 
driftwood in case it's needed elsewhere. 


Meanwhile, Frank and Rolf have regained their feet. Frank SPINS and catches Rolf 
unaware with a kick to the head, putting him down for the count. Frank uses his belt 
to tie Rolf's hands and feet together, then looks to see how Joe is doing. 


Joe polishes off Carlos with a solid right hook. He grabs the mercenary's AK-47 and 
tosses it to Frank. Now only Colonel Cairo remains. Joe picks up his Beretta, which 
had fallen to the ground during the fight, tucks it into the waistband of his jeans, and 
turns toward Cairo. 


FRANK 
Careful, Joe. The Colonel's still armed. 


JOE 
Don't worry, I counted his shots. He's out of bullets. 


Joe bends down, grabs his jacket from the ground, and pulls something from an 
inside pocket. He shows it to Cairo. 


JOE (Contd.) 
Colonel, you're a mess. Just look at you. That's the thing about antiques. 
You never know if you have the real thing or a cheap imitation. 


He holds up the object in his hand for all to see. It is an identical-looking scepter to 
the one that Cairo holds. 
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JOE (Contd.) 
The scepter you have was made at a crystal shop in Miami. I 
figured I'd better hold on to the real one in case you had a trick 
up your sleeve. And by the way, I'm not your killer anymore. 


Cairo sneers at Joe. 


CAIRO 
You must think you're Dirty Harry. You're nothing but a rock 'n 
roll singer trying to play cowboy. Charlie Fabian would have 
known that I carry spare cartridge clips in my pocket. 


He flings the bogus scepter at Joe, points his pistol and fires, hitting Joe in the 
stomach. Frank reacts by jerking the AK-47 around toward Cairo, but it is too late. 
Both women scream simultaneously. 


TREVOR/DESDEMONA 
Joe! No! 


There is a surprised look on Joe's face as he grabs his stomach in pain and stares at 
Cairo's smoking gun. 


CAIRO 
Idiot. I reloaded while you were waltzing with Mr. Ramos. 


Joe falls, dropping his scepter. Frank tries to squeeze off some rounds at Cairo, but 
the AK-47 is jammed -- defective from the fight. The Colonel fires a wild, un-aimed 
shot toward Frank, which makes Frank drop to the ground and roll toward cover. 
Cairo rushes toward the real scepter, but Trevor recovers her wits and darts in front 
of him to grab it. She turns and holds it high like she's warding off a vampire. The 
Colonel smiles evilly and advances toward her. He raises his gun, poised to fire. 


FRANK 
Lookout, Trevor! He'll shoot! 


CAIRO 
I'll take that scepter, Miss Kane. It won't help you, 
and I need to regain my arm. 


For a brief moment, Trevor is frozen in place, as if in a trance. Then slowly, 
gracefully, fluidly, she begins to sway, growing more self-assured with each move 
she makes. Her body undulates as if she were King Cobra himself, swaying to a 
piper's music. Her eyes radiate power and control as she maneuvers the scepter to 
catch the first rays of the returning sun. 
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VARIOUS ANGLES 


A beam of sunlight finds its way around the moon as the eclipse begins to wane. The 
beam strikes the scepter that Trevor holds and is refracted into two rays. One strikes 
the Colonel square on, and its brilliance blinds him. He puts his arm up to block the 
light from his face as he doubles over, seemingly in pain. The second ray from the 
scepter falls on Joe, who is now curled in fetal position on the ground. A golden halo 
surrounds his body and begins to glow brightly. 

ANGLE ON TREVOR 


Trevor now stands quietly, trancelike, as both beams of the refracted light PULSE 
with energy. 


FRANK'S POV 

Trevor's face is beatific...ethereal...unearthly. 

VARIOUS ANGLES 

Then the sun's beam shifts, and the two lights are gone. The Colonel lies quietly on 
the ground on his left side. Cautiously Frank approaches and feels Cairo's pulse. 


Lifeless. The Colonel is dead. 


Trevor rushes to Joe. He GROANS and sits up as she kneels beside him, dropping 
the scepter. She GASPS. 


ANGLE ON JOE 
He seems younger, more innocent. He gives her a groggy smile. 


JOE 
Hi, Sis, what are you doing here? 


TREVOR 
Don't you know? 


Joe frowns, searches his memory, then nods. 
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JOE 
It's all coming back. Rock and roll, Africa, the Colonel, and 
then my life as Charlie Fabian. 


(sighs) 

Whatever the Colonel turned me into, I'm now myself again. 
(he smiles happily) 

I'm Joe Merchant Kane! 


Trevor puts her arms around him. They embrace. Trevor once again faces her 
brother. 


TREVOR 
Do you know about Hackney's involvement? 


Joe frowns, shakes his head. 


TREVOR (Contd.) 
He helped the Colonel think up the entire plot, including Mom's death. 
(softly) 
You do know about Mom, don't you? 


JOE 
(nodding) 
I overheard Cairo and Rolf mention Mrs. Kane dying. I 
think that was the trigger to unravel my brainwashing. 


TREVOR 
You've got a lot to answer for, Joe. 


Joe and Frank make eye contact. 
JOE 
(tuefully) 
More than you can possibly imagine, Sis. 


NEW ANGLE 


While Frank uses Carlos’ belt to truss him up, Desdemona approaches Joe and looks 
at him curiously. 


DESDEMONA 
What happened to your wound? 
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Joe looks down at his shirt. There is a hole in the fabric, but no blood. He opens his 
shirt. There is no wound. 


DESDEMONA (Contd.) 
It's magic! 


Frank moves in, reaches down, and takes the Beretta from Joe's jeans. He holds it up 
for them to see. The handle is smashed from Cairo's bullet. 


FRANK 
No magic here. 


Trevor looks at Joe's face and GASPS. 


TREVOR 
Your eyes, Joe. The tattoos are gone. 


Joe looks at her in confusion. But it is true. Tattoos no longer decorate his eyelids. 
Frank reacts, walks back to Cairo, and uses his foot to flip the Colonel's body over. 
Joe's tattoos now decorate the eyes of the Colonel -- who is now breathing! Frank's 
mouth drops open in surprise. 


DESDEMONA 
Look! 


VARIOUS 


She points at the Colonel's left side. Where once there was no arm or shoulder, he 
now looks perfectly normal. His left arm has regrown itself! 


Frank and Joe tie his hands together. 


Trevor's eyes grow big with amazement, Joe is bewildered, and Frank is stunned. 
Desdemona takes it all in stride. 


EXT. SKY JUST ABOVE THE HEALING HOLE - MORNING 


At that moment, a spaceship glides to a point just above them and hovers there. It is 
spotted by Desdemona. Her eyes nearly bug out of her head. 


DESDEMONA 
It's our Generator, Trevor! 
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Frank moves protectively to Trevor's side as a deep mechanical voice rumbles from 
the classic, saucer-shaped spaceship. 


GENERATOR (O:S.) 
Causes and effects are in their universal sequence again. 
You have fulfilled your Mayan destiny, Trevor, but you 
earth people are very unpredictable. 


The ship hums, revolves a few times while in place, then in a flash darts away and 
vanishes from sight. 


TREVOR 
(amazement in her voice) 
A real live UFO! 


EXT. BEACH AND HEALING HOLE - MORNING 
Trevor turns to Frank. 


TREVOR 
You sacrificed your plane to save us. 


FRANK 
Trevor, I may not be so great with words, but you gotta know 
that only you can fill my heart. A plane never could. 


Trevor smiles joyfully. 


TREVOR 
I know you love me, Frank. You just proved it in an 
unforgettable and -- to me -- most romantic way. 


Frank puts his arms around her, and they kiss lovingly. He draws back and looks at 
her. 


FRANK 
(jokingly) 
Guess I've got no reason to go to Alaska now that my 
Grumman Goose is cooked. 


TREVOR 
Joe and I will buy you another plane, Frank. That's the least we can 
do. And this time no Repo men are going to come looking for you. 
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They look toward the sea, expecting to see the plane's wreckage. Instead, the 
Hemisphere Dancer, despite having only one pontoon, floats gently on top of the 


water -- completely intact. 


FRANK 
What the hell... 


Frank walks toward the water. The others follow. 


DESDEMONA 
The plane came down on top of the Cosmic Muffin! 


At that moment, a white dolphin surfaces and dances on its tail beside the plane. 


DESDEMONA (Contd.) 
Albion, is that you? 


What sounds like a very human LAUGH emanates from the dolphin as he turns a 
joyful flip and disappears beneath the Caribbean Sea. 


NEW ANGLE 
Frank looks at Trevor, then at Desdemona, and gives a rueful laugh. 


FRANK 
Okay, between the spaceship, the tattooed eyes, the 
Colonel's new arm, and my plane surviving a crash 
intact, I reckon there’s such a thing as magic after all. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
They turn toward the scepter, but it is no longer there. 


TREVOR 
What happened to the scepter? 


DESDEMONA 
Joe probably has it. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


They turn to see if that is true, but Joe Merchant is no longer there. He has 
disappeared. Frank shakes his head. 
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TREVOR 
(looks at Frank, realizing) 
You don't think... 


Frank walks into the bushes and looks for Joe. Trevor heads a different direction and 
likewise searches. Desdemona sighs and joins them in the hunt. 


TREVOR (Contd.) 
(calling) 
Joe... 


FRANK 
(raised voice) 
Merchant, where are you? 


Desdemona walks by Rafael just as the thug tries to get to his feet. Since she still 
holds the driftwood, she doesn't bother to pause -- just conks him on the head with it 
and continues on by, looking for Joe Merchant. 


DESDEMONA 
(singing out) 
Oh, J-o-0-0-0-e! 


TREVOR (O.S.) 
Answer us, Joe... 


MUSIC OVER: 
INSERT PHOTO - Colonel Cairo in Havana. 
SUPER: 


Colonel Cairo was convicted of the murder of Monty Potter and was sent to prison in 
Pointe-a-Pitre, Guadeloupe. He escaped and hijacked a British West Indies Airways 
flight and flew to Havana. 


INSERT PHOTO - Root Boy behind a bar at No Man’s Cay. 
SUPER: 


Root Boy discovered the location of the wreck of Henri Christophe’s treasure ship 
and became a millionaire overnight. He now runs a bar on No Man’s Cay which is a 
very popular stop for pilots. 
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INSERT PHOTO - Hackey Primstone behind bars. 
SUPER: 
Hackney Primstone III is presently in the state penitentiary in Raiford, Florida. 
INSERT PHOTO - Billy Cruiser at the Lone Palm Airport. 
SUPER: 


Billy Cruiser is writing a book about his experiences in the Black Cats during World 
War II, and is still giving flying lessons and air tours from the Lone Palm Airport. 


INSERT PHOTO - Rudy Breno seated behind a FOX-TV news desk. 
SUPER: 


Rudy Breno continues to investigate sightings of Joe Merchant. He now has his own 
show on the FOX Network called “The World Is My Oyster.” 


INSERT PHOTO - Blanton Meyercord with a group of smiling children in a rain 
forest. 


SUPER: 

All charges against Blanton Meyercord were dropped. He now owns a new plane 
which he operates as an ambulance for people in the remote parts of the rain forest 
where Jet Skis are not known -- yet. 

INSERT VARIOUS PHOTOS - Desdemona. 

SUPER: 

Desdemona found the engine of the Cosmic Muffin and discovered the crystals had 
shifted into perfect alignment. She is currently building a new rocket ship on No 
Man’s Cay with funds provided by Trevor’s estate. 

One day she stubbed her toe on something buried in the sand. It was the scepter! 


SUPER: 


Toosay built Desdemona a small bakery near the Space Station where she still makes 
the best coconut macaroons in the Caribbean. 
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INSERT VARIOUS PHOTOS - Frank and Trevor. 
SUPER: 


Frank Bama and Trevor Kane made it to Kodiak, Alaska where Frank went to work 
flying up and down the Aleutian Islands in the Hemisphere Dancer. 


One August evening in the Russell River basin, he caught the world’s record 
steelhead using a fly rod. 


Trevor was named sole heiress to Joe Merchant’s estate and set up a trust in Joe 
Merchant’s name for children’s hospitals throughout countries in West Africa. 


She took up rock climbing and her most recent series of oil paintings, Bird’s Eye 
View, opened in San Francisco to critical acclaim. 


Trevor and Frank spend their summers in Alaska and their winters in the Bahamas. 
INSERT PHOTO - Jimmy Buffett on a fishing boat. 

SUPER: 

Jimmy Buffett has finished his book and gone fishing. 

EXT OCEAN - DAY 


Albion surfaces close to the beach and looks directly into the CAMERA. He winks, 
laughs, and disappears under the water. 


ANGLE ON HORIZON 
SUPER: 
Where is Joe Merchant? 


FADE OUT 
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